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5 The Second Part of 
HENRY IV. 
Containing his DE AT H: 


AND 
The CORONATION of 


ACGT1I TOES -T 
INDUCTION. 


Enter RUMOUR. 


PEN Jour Ears: For which of you 
: wil | 
The vent of hearing, when loud Ramory 

ſpeaks? 
I, from the Orient, to the drooping Weſt, 
Making the Wind my Poſt- horſe, (till 
a ” untold | | 
The Acts com menced on this Ball of Earth. 

U my Tongue continual Slanders ride, 

The which, in every Language, I pronounce, 
The 9a 4 | Stuffing 


* 


enry 
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Stuffing the Ears of them with falſe Reports: 
1 ſpeak of Peace, while covert Enmity, 

Under the ſmile of ſafety, wounds the World: 
And who but Rumour, who but only I 

Make fearful Muſters, and prepar'd Defence; 
Whilſt the big Year, ſwol'n with ſome other Griefs, 
Is thought with Child, by the ſtern Tyrant War; 
And no ſuch matter. Rumour is a Pipe 

Blown by Surmiſes, Jealoufies, Conjectures; 
And of ſo eaſie, and ſo plain a ſtop, 

That the blunt Monſter, with uncounted Heads, 
The ſtill diſcordant, wavering Multitude, 
Can play upon it; ,But what need 1 thus 

My well known Body.to Anatomize 

Among my Houſhold ? Why is Rameny here? 

I run before King Harry's Vidory, 
Who in a bloody Field by Shrewbury 


Hath beaten down young For. ur, and his Troops, 


Quenching the Flame of bold Rebellion, | 
Even with the Rebels Blood. But what mean J 
To ſpeak of Truth at firſt? My Office is 
To noiſe abroad, that Harry Monmouth fell 

Under the Wrath of noble Hot. ſpurs Sword: 

And that the King, before the Dowglaſs Rage, 
Stoop'd his anointed Head, as low as Death. 

- This have I rumour'd through the Peaſant Towns, 
Between the Royal Field of Shrewsbury, 

And this Worm-eaten hole of ragged Stone, 

Where Hot-ſpur's Father, old Northumberland, 
Lyes crafty Sick. The Poſts come tyring on, 

And not a Man of them brings other News 

Than they have learn'd of me. From Rumour's Ton 


They bring ſmooth- comforts· falſe, worſe than true Wron ge. 
[Exi, 


SCENE II. 
Enter Lord Bardolf, and the Porter. 


Bard, Who keeps the Gate, ho? 
Where is the Earl? © 


Porter, 
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King HENRY lV. 9 

Porter. What ſhall I ſay you are? 

Bard. Tell thou the Earl, 
That the Lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 

Porter. His Lordſhip is walk'd forth into the Orchard, 
Pleaſe it your Honour, knock but at the Gate, 
And he himſelf will anſ ver. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Bard. Here comes the Earl. 

North. What news, Lord Bardolph? Ey'ry minute now 
Should be the Father of ſome Stratagem. 
The Times are wild : Contention, like a Horſe 
Full of high Feeding. madly hath broke looſe, 
And bears down all before him, 

Bard, Noble Earl, 1 
I bring you certain News from Shrewsbury. 

Noth Good, and Heav'n will. 

Bard. As good as Heart can wiſh: 
The King is almoſt wounded to the Death: 
And in the Fortune of my Lord your Son, 
Prince Harry ſlain outright; and both the Blunts 


Kill'd by the Hand of Dowglaſs; young Prince John, 


And Weſtmorland, and Stafford, fled the Field. 
And Harry Monmouth's Brawn, the Hulk Sir Fohn, 
Is Prifoner to your Son. O, ſuch a Day, 
So fought, ſo tollow'd, and fo fairly won, 
Came not, till now, to dignific the Times 
Since C2/ar's Fortunes. 

North, How is this deriv'd? 


Saw you the Field? Came you from Shrew:bury? 


Bard. I ſpake with one, my Lord, that came from thence 
A Gentleman well bred, and of good Name, 
That freely render'd me this News for true. | 
North. Here comes my Servant Travers, whom I ſent 
On Tue ſday laſt, to liſten after News, 

Enter Travers, 

Bard. My Lord, I over-rode him on the way. 
And he is furniſh'd with no Certainties, 
More than he, haply, may retail from me, ow 

North. Now Travers, hat good Tidings comes from yon 

f A N A: 
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Tra. My Lord, Fohn Umfrevil turn'd me back 
With joyful Tidings; and being better hors'd 
Out-rode me. After him, came ſpurring hard 
A Gentleman, almoſt fore ſpent with ſpeed, 

That ſtopp'd by me, to breathe his bloodied Horſe. 
He ask'd the way to Cheſter: And of him 

] did demand what News from Shrew:bury : 
He told me, that Rebellion had ill Luck, 
And that young Harry Percy's Spur was cold. 
With that he gave his able Horſe the Head, 
And, bending forward, ſtrook his able Heels 
Againſt the panting Sides of his Re PE, 
Up to the Rowel-head, and ſtarting ſo, 

He ſeem d in running to deyour the way, 
Staying no longer Queſtion. 

North. Ha? Again: 

Said he young Harry Percy's Spur was cold? 
Of Hot. ſpur, cold Spur, that Rebellion 
Had met ill Luck? | 

Bard. My Lord, 11! tell you what, 

If my young Lord, your Son, have not the Day, 
Upon mine Honour, for a ſilken Point 
I give my Barony, Never talk of it. : | 


Give then ſuch Inſtances of Loſs ? | 
Bard. Who he? 

He wes ſome heilding Fellow, that had ſtol'n 

The Horſe he rode on; and upon my Life 


Enter Morton. 
North. Yea, this Man's Brow, like to a Title-leaf, 
Foretells the Nature of a Tragick Volume: 
So looks the Strond, when the Imperious Flood 
Hath left a witneſs'd Ulvrpation, 
Say, Morton, did'it thou come from Shrew:bary? 
Mort. 1 ran from Shrewsbury, my noble Lord, 
Where hate ful Death puc on his uglieſt Mask 
Fo fright our Party. 
North. Pow doth my Son, and Brother? 
Thou trembleſt; and th 


Noth. Why ſhould the Gentleman that rode by Trav 
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Is apter than thy Tongue, to tell thy Errand. 
Even ſuch a Man, fo faint, ſo ſpiritleſs, 
So dull, ſo dead in Look, ſo woe be- gone, 
Drew Priam's Curtain, in the dead of Night, 
And would have told him, half his Troy was burn'd. 
But Priam found the Fire, ere he his Tongue: 
And I, my Percy's Death, ere thou report'ſt it. 
This, thou wouldſt ſay : Your Son did thus, and thus 
Your Brother, thus. So fought the noble Dowglaſs, 
Stopping my greedy Ear with their bold Deeds. 
Bur in the end, to ſtop mine Ear indeed, 
Thou haſt a Sigh, to blow away this Praiſe, 
Ending with Brother, Son, and all are dead. 

Mort. Dowglaſs is living, and your Brother, yet; 
But for my Lord, your Son — 

North. Why, he is dead. 
See what a ready Tongue Suſpicion hath; 
He that but fears the thing, he would not know, 
Ha'h by Inſtint, knowledge from other Eyes, 
That what he fear'd is chanc'd. Yet ſpeak, Morton, 
Tell thou thy Earl, his Divination lies, 
And I will take it as a ſweet Diſgrace, 


And make thee rich, for doing me ſuch wrong, 


Mort. You are too great, to be, by me, gainſuid : 
Your Spirit is too true, your Fears too certain, 
North. Yet for all this, ſay not that Percy's dead. 
I ſee a ſtrange Confeſſion in thine Eye: 
Thou ſhak ſt thy Head, and hold'ſt it Fear, or Sin, 
To ſpeak a Truth. If he be ſlain, fay fo: 
The Tongue offends not, that reports his Death: 
And he doth fin that doth belie the dead; 
Not he, which ſays the dead is not alive: 
Vet the firſt Bringer of unwelcome News 
Hath but a loſing Office: And his Tongue, 
Sounds ever after as a ſullen Bell 
Remembred, knolling a departing Friend, 
Bard. 1 canaot think, my Lord, your Son is dead. 
Mort. 1 am forry I ſhould force you to believe 
That, which I would to Heay'n I had not ſeen, 
But theſe mine Eyes faw him in bloody State, 
Rend'cing 
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Rend'ring faint quittance, wearied and out-breath'd, | _ 
To Henry Monmouth, whoſe ſwift wrath beat down 
The never-daunted Percy to the Earth, PRE 
Fron whence, with Life, he never more ſprung up. 
In few; his Death, whoſe Spirit lent a Fire Bs 
Even to the dulleſt Peaſant in his Camp, 
Being bruited once, took Fire and Heat away 
From the beſt temper'd Courage in his Troops. 
For from his Metal was his Party ſteel'd; 
Which once in him abated, all 2h reſt 
Turn'd on themſelves, like dull and heavy Lead: 
And as the thing that's heavy in it ſelf, 
Upon enforcement, flies with greateſt ſpeed i 
So did our Men, heavy in Hot-ſpur's loſs, ; 
Lend to this weight ſuch lightneſs with their fear, 
That Arrows fled not ſwifter toward their aim, 
Than did our Soldiers, aiming at their ſafety, ' | 
Fly from the Field. Then was. that noble Worceſter 
Too ſoon ta'en Priſoner: And that furious Scot, _ 
The bloody Dowglaſs, whoſe well-labouring Sword 
Had three times ſlain th' Appearance of the King, 
Gan vail his Stomach, and did grace the Shame © 
Of thoſe that turn'd their Backs: and in his flight, _ 
Stumbling in Fear, was took. The ſam of all, 
Is, that the King hath won: And hath ſeat out 
A ſpeedy Power, to encounter you, my Lord, 
Under the Conduct of young Lancaſter T 
And Weſtmorland. This is the News at full,  _ 
North. For this, I ſhall have time enough to mourn. 
In Poiſon there is Phyfick : And this News, _ 
Having been well, that would have made me ſick, 
Being lick, hath in ſome meaſure made me well. 
And as the Wretch, whoſe Feayer-weakened joints, 
Like ſtrengthleſs * buckle under Life, 
Impatient of his Fir, breaks like a Fire I 
Out of his Keeper's Arms; even ſo, my Limbs, _ 
Weakened with Grief, being now inrag'd with Grief, 
Are thrice themſelves. Hence therefore thou nice Crutch, 
A ſcaly Gauntlet now, with Joints of Stecl  _ 
Muſt glove this Hand. And hence thou fickly Quoif, 
| Sages | 10 
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Thou art a Guard too wanton for the Head, 
Which Princes fleſh'd with Conqueſt, aim to hit. 
Now bind my Brows with Iron, and approach 
The ragged'ſt Hour that Time and, Spight dare bring, 
To frown upon th'enrag'd Northumberland. 
Let Heav'n kiſs Earth: Now let not Nature's Hand 
Keep the wild Flood confin'd; let Order die, 
And let the World no longer be a Stage 
To feed Contention in a lingring Act: 
But let one Spirit of the firſt born Cain 
Reign in all Boſoms, that each Heart being ſet 
On bloody Courſes, the rude Scene may end, 
And Darkneſs be the Burier of the Dead. 
Bard. Sweet Earl, divorce not Wiſdom from your Hos” 
nour. 
Mort. The Lives of all your loving Complices 
Lean on your Health, the which if you give o'er 
To ſtormy Paſſion, muſt perforce decay. : 
You caſt th' Event of War, my noble Lord, 
And ſumm'd the account of Chance, before you faid 
Let us make Head: It was your Preſurmil?, 
That in the dole of Blows, your Son might drop. 
You knew he walk'd o'er Perils, on an Edge 
More likely to fall in, than to get oer: 
You were advis'd his Fleſh was capable 
Of Wounds and Scars; and that his forward Spirit! 
Would lift him, where moſt trade of Danger rang d, 
Vet did you lay, Go forth: And none of this, 
Though ſtrongly apprehended, could refirain 
The ſtiff. born Action: What hath then befall'n? 
Or what hath this bold Enterprize brought forth, 
More than that Being, which was like to be? 
Bard. We all that are engaged to this Loſs, 
Knew that we yentur'd on ſuch dangerous Scas, 
That if we wrought out Lise, was ten to one; 
And yet we ventur'd for the Gain propos'd, 
Choak'd the Reſpect of likely, Peril fear'd, 
h, And ſince we are o er- ſet, venture again. 
Come, we will al put forth, Body and Goods 


9, 
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14 The Second Part f 
Mort. *Tis more than time; and, my moſt noble Lord, 

I hear for certain, and do ſpeak the Truth; _ 
The gentle Arch-Biſhop of York is up 

With well appointed Powers: He is a Mn 
Who with a double Surety binds his Follower. ©. 
My Lord, your Son, had only but the Corps, 
But Shadows, and the Shews of Men to fight. 
For that ſame Word, Rebellion, did divide 
The Action of their Bodies, from their Souls, 
And they did fight with Queaſineſs, conftrain'd, 
As Men drink Potions; that their Weapons only 
Seem'd on our Side: But for their Spirits and Souls, 
This Word, Rebellion, it had froze them up, _ 
As Fiſh are in a Pond, But now the Biſhop 
Turns Inſurrection to Religion; 13 
Suppos'd ſincere, and holy in his Thoughts, 
He's follow 'd both with Body, and with Mind: 


And doth enlarge his riſing. with the Blood 


Of fair King Richard, ſcrap'd from Pomfret Stones, 
Derives from Heay'n his Quarrel, and his Cauſe: 
Tells them, he doth beſtride a bleeding Land., 
Gaſping for Life, under great Bullingbroke, _ 
And more, and leſs, do flock to follow him. 
North. I knew of this before. But to ſpeak Truth, 
This preſent Grief had wip'd it from my Mind. 
Go in with me, and counſel every Man 5 
The apteſt Way for Safety, and Revenge: _ 
Get Poſts, and Letters, and make Friends with ſpeed, 
Never ſo few, nor never yet more need. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter Falſtaff, and Page. | 
Fal. Sirrah, you Giant, what ſays the Doctor to my 
Water? Pl. 
Page. He ſaid, Sir, the Water it ſelf was a good heal- 
ing Water. But for the Party that own'd it, he might 
have more Diſeaſes than ke knew for, — - - 


Fal, Men of all ſorts take a pride to gird at me. The 


Brain of this fooliſh compounded Clay-man, is not able 
1 to 


ts 


King Henry IV. If 


to iuyent any thing that tends to Laughter, more than 1 
invent, or is invented on me. I am not only witty in 
my ſelf, but the Cauſe that Wit is in other Men. I do here 
walk before thee, like a Sow, that hath overwhelmed all 
her Litter, but one. If the Prince put thee into my Ser- 
vice for any other Reaſon, than to fet me off, why then 
I have no Judgment. Thou whorſon Mandrake, thou art 
fitter to be worn in my Cap, than to wait at my Heels. I 
was never mann'd with an Agot till now: But I will ſet 
you neither in Gold nor Silver, but in vile Apparel, and 
ſend you back again to your Maſter, for a Jewel. The 
Fuvenil, the Prince your Maſter! whoſe Chin is not yet 
fledg'd; I will ſooner have a Beard grow in the Palm of 
my Hand, than he ſhall get one on his Cheek: Yet he will 
not ſtick to ſay, his Face is a Face-Royal. Heav'n may 
finiſh it when he will, it is not 4 Hair amiſs yet: He may 
keep it ftill as a Face-Royal, for a Barber ſha!l never earn 
Sixpence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as if he 


had writ Man ever ſince his Father was a Batchelor. 


He 


may keep his own Grace, but he is almoſt out of mine, 


I can aſſure him. What ſaid Mr. Dombledin, about the 


Satten for my ſhort Cloak, and Slops ? 

Page. He ſaid, Sir, you ſhould procure him better aſſu- 
rance than Bardelph: He would not take his Bond and 
yours, he lik'd nct the Security. 

Fal. Let him bedamn'd like the Glutton, may his Tongue 
be hotter, a whorſon Achitophel, a Raſcally-yea-forſooth- 
knave, to bear a Gentleman in Hand, and then ſtand up- 
on Security? The whorſon ſmooth-pates do now wear 
nothing but high Shces, and Bunches of Keys at their Gir- 
dles; and if a Man is through with them in honeſt ta- 
king up, then they muſt ſtand upon Security : I had as 
lief they would put Rats-bane in my Mouth, as offer to 
ſtop it with Security. I looked he ſhould have ſent me 
two and twenty Yards of Satten, as I am a true Knight, 
and he ſends me Security, Well, he may ſleep in Secu- 
rity, for he hath the Horn of Abundance. And the light- 
refs of his Wife ſhines through it, and yet cannot he ſee, 


tho? he have his 
- Bardolph ? 


own Lanthora to light him, Where's 


Page, 
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Page. He's gone into Smithfield to buy your Worſhip 2 


Horſe. 4. 
Fal. I bought him in Pauls, and he'll buy me a Horſe 


in Smithfield. If 1 could get me a Wife in the Stews, 1 


were Mann'd, Hors'd, and Wiy'd. ' EN 
| Enter Chief Fuſtice, and Servants. © 
Page. Sir, here comes the Nobleman that committed 
the Prince for ſtriking him, about Bardolph. _ 
Fial. Wait cloſe, 1 will not fee him. 4 
Ch. Fuſt. What's he, that goes there? 
Serv. Falſtaff, and't pleaſe your Lordſhip. _ 
Ch.Fuſt. He that was in queſtion for the Robbery ? 
Serv. He, my Lord, But he hath ſince done good Ser- 
vice at Shrewsbury: And, as I hear, is now going with 
© ſome Charge to the Lord John of Lancaſter. 
Ch. Fuft. What, to York? Call him back again. 
Serv. Sir John Falſtaff. 5 
Fal. Boy, tell him I am deaf. . 
Page. You muſt ſpeak louder, my Maſter is deaf. 
Ch. Fuſt. lam ſure he is, to the hearing of any thing good. 
Go pluck him by che Elbow. I muſt ſpeak with him. 
Serv. Sir John. $ 


$5.2 


Fal. What! a young Knaye and beg! Are there not Wars? 


Is there not Employment? Doth not the King lack Sub- 
jets? Do not the Rebels want Soldiers? Though it be a 
ſhame to be on any fide but one, it is worſe ſhame to 
beg, than to be on the worſt fide, were it worſe than the 
Name of Rebellion can tell how to make it. 

Serv. You miſtake me, Sir. 89 

Fal. Why, Sir, did I ſay you were an honeſt Man? Set- 
ting my Knight-hood, and my Soldierſhip aſide, I had 
lies in my Throat, if I had faid fo; X 4 

Serv. | pray you, Sir, then ſet your Knight-hood and 
2 Soldier ſnip aſide, and give me leave to tell you, you 
ie in your Throat, if you ſay I am any other than an ho- 
neſt Man. 44 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me ſo? I lay aſide that 
which grows to me? It thou gett'ſt any leaye of me, 


e 


You Hunt counter, hence; avaunt. 


So 


hang me; if thou tak'tt leave, thou wer't better be hang d: 


. 
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Serv, Sir, my Lord would ſpeak with you. 

Ch. Fuſt. Sir John Falflaff, a word with you. 

Fal. My good Lord! 2 Lordſhip good time of 
the Day. I am glad to ſee your Lordſhip abroad; I heard. 
ſay, your Lordſhip was ſick. I hope your Lordſhip goes 
abroad by advice. Your Lordſhip, though not clean paſt 
your Youth, hath yet ſome ſmack of Age in you: Some 


| reliſh of the Saltneſs of time; and I moſt humbly be- 


ſeech your Lordſhip, to haye a-reverend care of your 
Health. | 

Ch. Fut. Sir John, I ſent for you before your Expedi- 
tion to Shrewsbury. | 

Fal. If it pleaſe your Lordſhip, I hear his Majefty is re- 
turn'd with ſome diſcomfort from Wales. 

Ch. Fuſt. 1 talk not of his Majeſty: You would not 
come when I ſent for you? | 

Fal And I hear moreover, his Highneſs is fall'n into 
this ſame whorſon Apoplexy. | . 

og Fuſt. Well, Heay'n mend him. I pray let me ſpeak 

ou, 

Fall This Apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of L ethargy, 
a ſleeping of the Blood, a whorſon Tingling. 

Ch. Fuſt. What tell you me of it? Be it as it is. 

Fal. It hath its original from much Grief; from Study 
and Perturbation of the Brain, I have read the Cauſe of 
its Effects in Galen. It is a kind of Deafneſs. | 

Ch. Fuſt. 1 think you are fal'n into that Diſeaſe; For 
you hear not what I ſay to you, 

Fal. Very well, my Lord, very well: Rather, an't pleaſe 
you, it is the Diſeaſe of not Liſtning, the Malady of not 
Marking, that I am troubled withal. ' 

Ch. Fuſt. To puniſh you by the Heels, would amend 
the attention of your Ears, and J care not if I be your 
Phyſician, . 

Fal. | am as poor as Fob, my Lord; but not ſo patient: 
Your Lordſhip may miniſter the Potion of Impriſonment 
to me, in reſpect of Poverty: But how I ſhould be your, 
Patient to follow your Preſcriptions, the Wiſe may make 


ſome Dram of a Scruple, or indeed, a Struple it ſelf. 


Ch. Fuft, 


1 
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Ch. Fuſe. 1 ſent for you, when there were matters a- 
gainſt you for your Life, to ſpeak with me. 

Fal. As I was then advis'd by my Learned Counſel, in 
the Laws of this Land-ſervice, I did not come, 

Ch. Fuſt. Well the truth is, Sir John, you live in great 
Infamy. | | BE: 

Fal. He that buckles him in my Belt, cannot live in leſs. 
' - Ch. Fuſt. Your Means is very ſlender, and your Waſte 
Sreat. g ONLY MY 
Fal. I would it were otherwiſe: 1 would my Means 
were greater, and my Waſte ſlenderer. +2108 
Ch. Fuſt You have miſ-led the youthful Prince. 

Fal. T 
low with the great Belly, and he my Dog. 

Ch. Fuft. Well, I am loth to gall anew-heal'd Wound; 
your Day's Service at Shreſwbury, hath a little gilded over 
your Night's Exploit on Gads-hill. You may thank the 
unquiet time, for your quiet o'er poſting that Action. 

Fal. My Lord? Mt 

Ch. uſt. But ſince all is well, keep it ſo: Wake not a 
ſleeping Wolf. 54 

Fal. To wake a Wolf, is as bad as to ſmell a Fox. 

Ch. Fuft, What? You are as a Candle, the better part 
burnt out, 3 

Fal. A Waſſel C:ndle, my Lord; all Tallow: If 1 did 
fay of Wax, my growth would approve the truth. 


Ch. Fuſt. There is not a white Hair on your Face, but 


ſhould have his EfleR of Gravity. 
Fal. His Effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 


Ch. Faſt. You follow the young Prince up and down, 


like his evil Ange}, | 

Fal. Not ſo, my Lord, your ill Angel is light: But 1 
hope; he that looks upon me, will take me without weigh- 
ing; and yet, in ſome reſpects I grant, I canuot go; J 
cannot tell — Virtue is of ſo little regard in theſe Co- 
ſtor-mongers Days, that true Valour is turned Bear-herd. 
Pregnancy is made a Tapſter, and hath his quick Wit 
waſted in giving Recknings; all the other Gifts apper- 
tinent to Man, as the malice of this Age ſhapes them, are 
not worth a Gooſe-berry, You that are old, conſider 
| not 


e young Prince hath miſ-ted me. lam the Fel- 
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not the Capacities of us that are young; you meaſure the 
heat of our Livers, with the bitterneſs of your Galls; 
and we that are in the vaward of our Youth, I muſt con- 
feſs, are Wags too. | 

Ch. Tut Do you ſet down your Name in the Scrowyl of 
Youth, that are written down. old, with all the Characters 
of Age? Have you not a moiſt Eye? a dry Hand? a yel- 
low Cheek? a white Beard? a decreaſing Leg? an in- 
creaſing Belly? is not your Voice broken? your Wind 
ſhort? your Wit ſingle? and every part about you blaſted 
with Antiquity ? and will you call your ſelf young? fie, 
fie, fie, Sir Fohn, 

Fal. My Lord, I was born with a white Head, and ſome- 
thing a round Belly. For my Voice, I have loft it with 
hollowing and ſinging of Anthems. To approve my 
Youth further, I will not. The truth is, Iam only old 
in Judgment and Underſtanding, and he that will caper 
with me for a thouſand Marks, let him lend me the Mo- 
ny, and have at him. For the Box o'th* Ear that the 
Prince gave you, he gave it like a rude Prince, and you 
took it like a ſenſible Lord. I have checkt him for it, 
and the young Lion repents: Marry not in Aſhes and 
Sack-cloth, but in new Silk, and old Sack. 

Ch. Fuſt. Well, Heay'n ſend the Prince a better Compa- 
panion. | 

Fal. Heay'n ſend the Companion a better Prince: I can« 
not rid my Hands of him. 

Ch. Fuſt. Well, the King hath ſever'd you and Prince 
Harry, | hear you are going with Lord John of Lanca- 


2 againſt the Archbiſhop, and the Earl of Northumber- - 


Fal. Yes, I thank your pretty ſweet Wit for it; but look 
you pray, all you that kiſs my Lady Peace at home, that 
our Armies join not in a hot Day: For I take but two 
Shirts out with me, and I mean not to ſweat extraordina- 


rily: If it be a hot Day, if I brandiſh any thing but my 
Bottle, would I might never ſpit white again. There 1s 


not a dangerous Action can peep out his Head, but I am 
thruſt upon it, Well, I cannot laſt ever. 
| f Ch. Juſt. 


* 
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Cb. Fuft. Well, be honeſt, be honeſt, and Heay'n bleſs 


your Expedition. a: 
Fal. Will your Lordſhip lend me a thouſand P. and, ts 
furniſh me fort! ? 1 * 
Ch. Fuſt. Not a Penny, not a Penny; you are tos impa- 
tient to bear Croſſes. Fare you well. Commend me to 
my Couſin Weſtmorland. Exit. 


Fal. If I do, fillop me with a three-man-Beetle: A 


Man can no more ſeparate Age and Covetouſneſs, than he 
can part youn Limbs and Letchery : But the Gout galls 
the one, and the Pox pinches the other, and ſo both the 
Degrees prevent my Curſes. Boy, 25 
Page. Sir. 

Fal. What Mony is in my Purſe? | 

Page. Seven Groats, and two Pence. BAY 

Fal. I can get no Remedy againſt this Conſumption of 
the Purſe, Borrowing only lingers, and lingers it out, but 
the Diſeaſe is incurable. Go bear this Letter to my Lord 
of. Lancaſler, this to the Prince, this to the Earl of Heft- 
morland, and this to old Miſtreſs Urſula, whom 1 have 
weekly ſworn to marry, ſince I perceiy'd the firſt white 
Hair on my Chin. About it; you know where to find 
me. A Pox of this Gout, or a Gout of this Pox; for 
the one or th'other plays the Rogue with my great Toe : 
It is no matter, if I do halt, I have the Wars for my Co- 


lour, and my Penſion ſhall ſeem the more reaſonable: A 


good Witwill make uſe of any thing; 1 will turn Niſeaſes 


to commodity, | Exeunt. 
SCENE IV. . 
Euter Arch Biſhop of York, Haſtings, Mowbray #pnd 
Lord Bardolph. 2 


York. Thus have you heard our Cauſes, and kne y our 


And my moſt noble Friends, I pray you all [! cans: 


ak plainly your Opinions of our Hopes, | 
Fu firſt, *. Marſhal, what ſay you * 1 74 
Mow. I well allow the occaſion of our Arms, _ 
But gladly would be better ſatisfied, 1 
How, in eur Means, we ſhould advance our ehren | 
| To 


— 


e ee 


2 


B 
* 
7 
F 
C 
C 


wn k td het BAM —_— 


__ A SY TY 9» SC SP 


. 


What do we then, but draw a: new the Model 


King Henav IV. 21 


Tos look with Forehead bold and bi eneugh, 
Upon the -Power-and Puiſſance of the King? _ 
Haſt. Our preſent Muſters grow upon the File 
To five and twenty thoutind Men of choice: 
And our Sup ies | ys largely in the Hope 
Of great Northumberland, whoſe Boſom burns 
With an incenſed Fire of Injuries. 
Bard. The queſtion then, Lord Haſtmgs, ſtaudeth thus, 
Whether cur preſent five and twenty thouſand 
May hold up Head without No-thumberland ? 
Haſt. With him we may. | 
Bard. Ay marry. there's the point: 
But if without him we be thought too feeble, 
My judgment is, we ſhould not Rep too far 
Till we had his Aſſiſtance by the Hand. 
For in a Theam ſo bloody fac'd as this, 
Conjecture, Expectation, and Surmiſe 
Of Aids uncertain, ſhould not be admitted, 
York, Tis true, Lord Bardolph, for indeed 
It was young Hot-ſpar's Caſe at Shrewsbury. 9 
Bard. It was, my Lord who lin'd himſelf with hope, 
Eating the Air, on promiſe of Supply, ; 
Flattering himſelf with Proje of a 83 | 
Much ſmaller than the ſmalleſt of his Thoughts, 
And fo, with great Imagination, 
Proper to Madmen, led his Powers to Death, 
And, winking, leap'd into Deſtruction. | 
Haſt. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt, 
To lay down ſikeliboods, and forms of Hope. | 
Bard. Yes, if this preſent quality of War, 
Indeed the inſtant Action, a Cauſe on foot, 
Lives ſo in hope, as in an early Spri 
We ſee th appearing Buds, which to prove Fruit, 
Hope gives not ſo much warrant, as Deſpair 
That Froſts will bite them. When we mean to build, 
We firſt ſurvey the Plot, then draw the Model, 2 
And when we ſee the figure of the Houſe, 
Then muſt we rate the Coſt of the Erection, 
Which if we find out-weighs Ability, 
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In fewer Offices? or at leaſt, deſiſt 

To build at all? Much more, in this great Work 
Which is, almoſt, to pluck a Kingdom down, 1 
And ſet another up, ſhould we ſurye | 5 
The Plot of Situation, and the Model, 

Conſent upon a ſure Foundation, 

Queſtion Surveyors, know our own Eſtate, 

How able ſuch a Work to undergo, 

To weigh againſt his Oppoſite? or elle, 

We fortifie in Paper, and in Figures, 

Uling the Names of Men, inſtead of Men: 

Like one that draws the Model of a Houſe 

Beyond his Power to build it; who, half through, 
Gives o'er, and leaves his part-created Coſt * 
A naked ſubject to the weeping Clouds, | 5 
And waſte, for churliſh Winters tyranny, 

HFaſt. Grant that our Hopes, yet hkely of fair Birch, 
Should be ſtill-born; and that we now poſſeſt 
The utmoſt Man bf Expectation: 1 . 
I think we are a Body ſtrong enough, f BY: 
Even as we are, to equal with the King. 2 

Bard. What, is the King but five and twenty thouſand? 
Haſt. To us no more; nay not ſo much, Lord 9 a 
For his Diviſions, as the Times do braw], 
Are in three Heads; one Power againſt the French, 


And one againſt Glendower; pertorce a third + 
Muſt take up us: So is the unfirm King ö 
In three divided; and his Coffers ſound ' 7 
With hollow Poyerty, and Emptineſs. is 


York. That he ſhould draw his ſeveral Strengths gether, 
And come againſt us in full Puiffance, ? 
Need not be dreaded. | ; 
Haſt. If he ſhould do fo, 7 
He leaues his Back unarm'd, the French, and Welſh  * 
Baying him at the Heels; never fear that. a 
—4 Who is it like ſhould lead his Forces hither 4 
The Duke of Lancafter and Weſtmorland: 
Pee the Welſh, himſelf and Harry Monmouth, © 
But who is ſubſtituted gainſt the French, - 


I have no certain notice. 
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Pork. Let us on: 
And publiſn the Occaſion of our Arms. 


The Commonwealth is ſick of their own choice, 


Their over-greedy Love hath furfeited. 

An Habitation giddy and unſure 

Hath he that buildeth on the Heart. 

O thou fond Many! with what loud Applauſe 
Did'ſt thou beat Heav'n with bleſſing Bullingbroke, 


And being now trim'd up in thine own Deſires, 
Thou, beaſtly Feeder, art fo full of him, 

That thou provok'ſt thy ſelf to caſt him up. 

So, ſo, thou common Dog, didſt thou diſgorge 

Thy glutton-boſom of the Royal Richard, 

And now thou would'ſt eat thy dead Vomit up, 
And howl'ſt to find it. What truft is in theſe Times? 
They, that when Richard liv'd, would have him die, 
Are now become enamour'd on his Grave, | 
Thou that threw'ſt Duſt upon his goodly Head, 
When through proud London he came ſighing on, 
After th' admired Heels of Bullngbroke, 

Cry'ſt now, O Earth yield us that King again, 

And take thou this. O thoughts of Men accurs'd, 


—_ - r _—— ————_— ———— 


Paſt, and to come, ſeems beſt ; things preſent, worſt. 


Mow. Shall we go draw our Numbers, and ſet on? 
Haſt. We are Time's Subjects, and Time bids, be gone: 


— — 


"ACT HE d NETE 


Enter Hoſteſs, with two Officers, Fang and Snare. 


Hoſt M* Fang, have you entred the Action? 
Fang. It is enter d. 
Hoſt. Where's your Yeoman? ls it a luſty Yeoman? 
Will he ſtand to it? "= 
Fang. Sirrah, where's Snare? 
Hoſt. Ay, ay, good Mr. Snare. 
Snare. 


— 
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Snare. Here, here. i 

Fang. Snare, we muſt Arreſt Sir Folm Falſt ae 1 

Hoſt Ay, good Mr. Snare, I have enter'd him, and all. 

Snare. It may chance coſt ſome of us dur Lives: He 
will ſtab. 

Hoſt. Alas-the-day take heed of him; be ſtab'd me in | 
mine own” Houſe, and that moſt beaſtly; he cares not 
what miſchief he-doth, if his Weapon be out. He will 
foin like wy Devil, he will ſpare neither Man, Woman, * 
nor Child. | : 

Fang. If 1 can cloſę with him, I care not for his thruſt | ri; 

Hoſt. No, nor I neither; I'll be at your Elbow. 5 

Fang. If I but fiſt him once; if he come but wirbin 


my Vice. 
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Hoſt. 1 am undone with his going; I warrant he is 20 ſt: 
infinitive thing upon my ſcore. Good Mr. Fang, hold : 
him ſure; good Mr. Snare, let him not ſcape, he comes he 
continually to Pie-corner, ſaving your Manhoods, to buy a ne 
Saddle, and he is invited to dinner to the Lubbar's head in St; 
Lombardftree to Mr: Smoorh's the Silkman, I pray ye ſince 
my Action is enter d, and my Caſe ſo openly known to G1 


the World, let him be brought in to his Anſwer. A hun- at 
dred Mark is a long one, for a poor lone Woman to bear; | 
and I haye born, and born, and born: And have been | 
fub'd off, and fub d off, from this Day to that Day, that 
it is a ſhame to be thought on. There is no honeſty in 
ſuch dealing, unleſs a Woman ſhould be made an Af; and 
2 Beaſt to bear every Knaves wrong. . 

Enter Falſtaff and Bardo! ph. * 
Yonder he comes, and that arrant Malmſey. Noſe Bail 
dolph with him. Do your Offices, do your Offices: 
Mr. Fang and Mr. Snare, do me, do me, do me your 
Offices. 

Fal. How now? whoſe Mare's dead? what's the mats 
| ter? | 
1 Fung. Sir ohn, 1 arreſt you at che ſuit of Miſtreſs 
1 uickly. 

Fal. Away Varlets; draw Bardolph: Cut me off the 

Villain's Head: Throw the — in the Kennel. oh 

Hoſts 
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Heft. Thr ow me in the Kennel? I'll throw thee there. 
Wilt thou? wilt thou? thou baſtardly Rogue. Murder, 
murder: O thou Hony-ſuckle Villain, wilt thou kill God's 
Officers and the King's? O thou hony-ſeed Rogue, thou 
art a Hony-ſced, a Man-queller, and a Woman-queller, 
| Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. ä 
K Fang. A Reſuce, a Reſcue. 
| Hoſt. Good People bring a Reſcue. Thou wilt not? thou 
j wilt not? do, do thou Rogue: Do thou Hempſeed. | 
. Fal Away you Scullion, you Rampallian, your Fuſtili- 
1 rian: I'll tuck your Cataſtrophe. 
: 1 Enter Chief Fuſlice. 
1 Ch. Fuſt. What's the matter? Keep the Peace here, hoa- 
i ' Hoſt. Good. my Lord, be good to me. I beſeech you 
\ ſtand to me. f 
| Ch. Juſt. How now, Sir John? what are you brawling 
; here? Doth this become your Place, your time, and buſi- 
q neſs? Yeu ſhould have been well on your way to York, 
1 Stand from him Fellow, wherefore hang'ſt upon him ? 
: Hoſt. © my moſt worſhipful Lord, and't pleaſe your 
0 Grace I am a poor Widow of Eaſicheap, and he is arreſted 
A at my Suit, | 
1 Ch. Fuſt. For what Sum? | 
a Hoſs. It is more than for ſome, my Lord, it is for all; all 
© I have; he hath eaten me out of Houſe and Home; he bath 
u put all my Subſtance into that fat Belly of his; but I wil 
1 have ſome of it out again, or Ii] ride thee o Nights, like 
the Mare. 1 oh” | 
2 Fal. I think I am as like to ride the Mare, if I have any 
by vantage of Ground to get up. _ | 
5 Ch. Fuſt. How comes this, Sir John? Fie, what Man 


by of good temper would endure this tempeſt of Exclamation ? 
3 Are you not aſham'd to inforce a poor Widoy to ſo rough 
t= a courſe to come by her own?  __ Yd 

25 Fal. What is the groſs Sum that I owe thee? | 
& Hoſt. Marry, if thou wert an honeſt Man, thy ſelf, and 


2 the Mony too. Thou didſt ſwear to me on a parcel-gilt 
*. Goblet, ſitting in my Dolphin chamber, at the round Ta- 
I dle, by a Sea- coal Fire, on Wedneſday iu Whitſon-week, when 
f. Vor. IV. | the 


— 
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the Prince broke thy Head for likening him to a Singing: 


man of Windſor; thou didſt ſwear to me then, as 1 was - 
-waſhing thy Wound, to marry me, and make me my Lady 


thy Wite. Canſt thou deny it? Did not Good-wife Keech, 


the Butcher's Wife, come in then, and call me Goſſip Puick- | 
5 coming in to borrow a Meſs. of Vinegar; telling us, ſhe _ 
ad a good Diſhof Prawns; whereby thou didſt deſire to eat 
ſome; whereby I told thee they were ill for a green Wound? 
And didſt not thou, when ſhe was gone down Stairs, deſire 
me tobe no more familiar with ſuch. poor People, ſaying, | 


=_— 


that ere long they ſhould call me Madam? And didſt thou 


not kiſs me, and bid me fetch thee thirty Shillings ? I put | 


thee now to thy Book-oath, deny it if thou canſt ? 


Fal. My Lord, this is a poor mad Soul; and ſhe ſays up 


and down the Town, that hereldeſt Son is like you. She 


hath been in good caſe, and the truth is, Poverty hath di- 
| firafted her; but for theſe fooliſh Officers, 1 beſeech you | 


1 may have redreſs againſt them. 


Cb. Ft. Sir Fohn, Sir Fobn, I am well acquainted with | 
your manner of wretiching the true Cauſe, the falſe Way. 


t is not a confident Brow, nor the throng of Words, that 


come with ſuch, more than impudent, ſawcineſs from you, 
can thruſt me from a level conſideration. I know you ha 


practis d upon the eafie-yielding Spirit of this Woman. 
Hoſt. Yes in troth, my Lord. 


Ch. Fuft. Prethee, peace; pay her the Debt you owe her, 
and unpay the Villany you have done her; the one you may 


do with ſterling Mony, and the other with currant Repen- 
tance. | 
Fal. My Lord, I will not undergo this ſneap without 
reply. You call bonourable Boldnets impudent Sawcineſs, 
If a Man will curt'fie, and ſay nothing, he is virtuous : 
No, -my Lord, your humble go remembred, I will 
not be your Sutor. I fay to you, I deſire deliv'rance from 
theſe Officers, being upon haſty Employment in che 
King's Affairs. 4 | 
h db. Fat. Youſpeak, as having Power to do wrong: But 


anſwer in the Effect your Reputation, and ſatisfie the poor 


Woman. 
7 Fal. 
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Fal. Come hither, Hoſteſs. 
| Enter My. Gower. 
2 Ch. Fuſs. New, Maſter Gowey, what News? 
Gower, The King, my Lord, and — of Wales 
Are near at Hand: The reſt the Paper tells. 

Fal. As 1 am a Gentleman 

Hoſt. Nay, you faid fo before. 

Fal. As1 am a Gentleman, come, no more words of it: 

Hoſt, By this heavenly Ground I tread on, I muſt be 
fain to pawn both my Plate, and the Tapeſtry of my Di- 
ning Chambers. 

Fal. Glaſſes, Glaſſes, is the only drinking; and for thy 
Walls a pretty flight Drollery, or the Story of the Prodigal, 
or the German hunting in Water-work, is worth a thouſand 
of theſe Bed-hangings, and theſe Fly -· bitten Tapeſtries: Let 
it be ten Pound, if thou canſt. Come, if it were not for 
thy Humours, there is not a better Wench in England. Go. 
waſh thy Face, and draw thy Action: Come, thou muſt 
not be in this Humour with me, come, I know thou waſt 
ſet on to this. g 

Hoſt. Prithee, Sir John, let it be but twenty Nobles, I 
am loth to pawn my Plate, in good earneſt la. 

Ar it alone, I'll make other ſhift; you'll be a Fool 

Hoſt, Well, you ſhall have it, although I pawn my 
_ 1 hope you'll come to Supper: You'll pay me all 
together? 
al, Will I live? Go with her, with her; Hook on, 
hook on, | 

Hoſt. Will you have Doll Tear-ſhees meet you at Sup - 

7 5 | 


Fal. No more Words, Let's have her. 
| Ch, Fuſt. 1 have heard bitter News. 
Fal. What's the News, my good Lord? 
Ch. Fuſt. Where lay the King laſt Night? 
Gower. At Baſing-floke, my Lord, 
Fal. J hope, my Lord, all's well, What is the News, 
my Lord? | 
Ch. Fuft, Come all his Forces back? 
| B 2 bel Gower: 


* 
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Tlorſe, are march d up to my Lord of Bancaſter, againſt Noro 


Sir 


Fool. 
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Gower. No; fifteen hundred Font, and five hundred 


wberland and the Arch-Biſhop. | 
Fal. Comes the King back from Wales, my noble Lord? 
Ch. Fuſt. You ſhall have Letters of me preſently. 
Come, go along with me, good Mr, Gower. 
» -Fal. My Lord. 
Ch, Fuſt. What's the matter ? ; 
Fal. Maſter Gower, I ſhall entreat you with me to din- 
ner. N | 
Gomer. I muſt wait upon my good Lord here. 


I thank you, good Sir John. 


Ch. Fuſt. Sir Fohn, you loiter here too long, being you 


zre to take Soldiers up in the Countreys as you go. 


Fal. Will you Sup with me, Maſter Gower ? | 
J What fooliſh Maſter taught you theſe Manners, 
© A | | 


Fal. Maſter Gower, if they become me not, he was a 
Fool that taught them me. This is the right Fencing grace, 
my Lord, tap for tap, and ſo part fair. ; 

Ch, Fuſt. Now the Lord lighten thee, thou art a great 
5 Exeunt. | 


SCENE II, 


Exter Prince Henry and Poins. 
P. Henry. Truſt me, I am exceeding weary. 
Poins. Is it come to that? I had thought wearineſs durſt 
not have attach'd one of ſo high Blood. 


P. _ It doth me, nog it diſcolours the Com- 4 
plexion of my Greatneſs to acknowledge it. Doth it not 


. 


ſhew vilely in me, to deſire ſmall Beer? 


Poins. Why, a Prince ſhould not be ſo looſly ſtudied, as 


to remember ſo weak a Compoſition. * 
P. Henry. Belike then, my Appetite was not Princely te 
ot; for, in troth, I do now remember the poor Creature, er 
mall Beer. But indeed theſe humble conſiderations make do 


me out of love with my Greatneſs. What a diſgrace is it 
to me to remember thy Name? or to know thy Face to 
morro ? or to take Note how many pair of Silk Stockings 

| 1255 5 : thou 
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thou haſt? (viz. theſe, and thoſe that were the peach-co- 
lour d ones; ) or to bear the Inventory of thy Shirts, as one 
for ſuperfluity, and one other for uſe; but that the Tennis 
Court Keeper knows better than I, for it is a low ebb of 
Linnen with thee, when thou keepeſt not Racket there, as 
thou haſt not done a great while. becauſe the reſt of thy 
Low Countreys have made a ſhift to eat up thy Holland. 
Pains. How ill it follows, after yoy_have labour'd fo 
hard, you. ſhould talk ſo idely ? tell me how many good 
young Princes would do fo, their Fathers lying ſo ſick, as 
yours is. 
P. Henry. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins? 
Poins. Yes; and let it be an excellent good things 
P. Henry, It ſhall ſerve among Wits of no higher bresd- 
ing than thine. 
+ if op to; I ſtand the puſh of your one thing, that 
you'll tell. i 
c P. Henry. Why I tell thee, it is not meet that I ſhould 
be ſad now my Father is ſick; albeit I could tell to thee, 
as to one it pleaſes me, for fault of a better, to call my 
Friend, I could be ſad, and ſad indeed too. 
Poins. Very r N ſuch a Subjec. 
P. Henry. Thou think 'ſt me as far in the Devil's Book, as 


thou and Falſtaff, for obduracy and perſiſtency. Let the 


end try the Man. But I tell thee, my Heart bleeds in- 
wardly, that my Father is ſick; and keeping ſuch vile 
Company as thou art, hath in Reaſon taken from- me, all 
oftentatiou of Sorrow. * 
Poins, The Reaſon? 
P. Henry. What would ſt thou think of me, if I ſhoul@ 
? . 8 


Foins. I would think thee a moſt Princely Hypocrite. 
P. Henry. It would be every Man's thought; and thou 
art a bleſſed Fellow, to think as every Man thinks; never 
a Man's thought in the World keeps the Road-way bet- 
ter than thine; every Man would think me an Hy 
crite indeed, And what excites your moſt worſhi pful thought 
to think ſo? | * ä 


By Poms, 
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Poins. Why. becauſe you have ſeen ſolewd, and ſo much 
ingraffed to Falſiaff, — * 
P. Henry. And to thee, 1 
Poins. Nay, I am well ſpoken of, I can hear it with mine 
own Ears; the worſt they can ſay of me is, that I am 
a ſecond Brother, and that I am a proper Fellow of my 
Hands; and thoſe two things I confels I cannot help. Look, 
look, here comes Bardolph. 1 
P. Henry. And the Boy that I gave Falſtaff; he had him 
from me Chriſtian, and ſee if the fat Villain have not 
transform'd him Ape. | 5 
OY Enter Bardolph and Page. | 
| Bard, Save your Grace. +4 
P. Henry. And yours, moſt noble Bardol ph. + 
Point. Come, you pernicious Aſs, you baſhful Fool, 
muſt you be bluſhing ? wherefore bluſh you now ? what a 
Maidenly Man at Arms are you become? Is it ſuch a mats 
ter to get a Pottle-pots Maiden-head ? . '-.. 
Page, He call'd me even now, my Lord, through a red 
Lattice, and I could diſcern no part of his Face rom 20 
Window; at laſt 1 ſpy'd. his Eyes, and metheught he ha 
. Holes in the Ale· wives new Petticoat, and peeped 
through. _ * | 9 * 2. 
F. Henry. Hath not the Boy profited ? _ 7. 
Bard. Away, you whorſon upright Rabbet, away. 
Page. Away you raſcally Alchea's Dream, away. _ 
P. Henry. Inſtruct us, Boy, what Dream, Boy? __ 
Page. Marry, my Lord, Althea dream'd ſhe was deli- 
ver'd of a Firebrand, and therefore I call him her Dream. 
P. Henry. ACrowns-worth of good Interpretation; there 
Poins. O that this good Bloſſom could be kept from Cank- 
ers: Well, there is Six- pence to preſerye ther. 
Bard. If you do not make him be hang d among you, 
the Gallows ſhall be wronge. 1 
P. Henry. And how doth thy Maſter, Bardolth ? 
Bard, Well, my good Lord; he heard of your Grace's 
coming to Town, There's a Letter for you. fe 
P. Henry. Deliver d with good reſpect; and how doth the 
Marilemaſs, your Maſter? | 5 } j 
ard, 
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Bard. In bodily health, Sir. 
Foins. Marry, the immortal Part, needs a Phyſician; but 
that moves not him; though that be ſick, it dies not. 

P. Henry. I do allow this Wen to be as familiar with 
me as my Dog. And he holds his place, for look you 
how he writes. 

Foins reads, Fohn Falſtaff, Knight, — Every Man muſt 
know that, as oft as he hath occaſion to Name himſelf: 
Even like thoſe that are Kin to the King, for they never 
prick their Finger, but they ſay there * of the King's 
Blood ſpilt. How comes that? ſays he that takes upon 
him not to conceive: The Anſwer is as ready as a bor- 
rowed Cap; I am the King's poor Couſin, Sir. 

P. Henry. Nay, they will be Kin to us, but they will fetch 
it from Fapher. But to the Letter: Sir John Falſtaf, 
Knight, to the Son of the King, neareſt his Father, Harry Prince 
of Wales, greeting. | 

Poins. Why this is a Certificate. 

P. Henry. Peace. 

I will imitate the honourable Romans in brevity. 

Poins. Sure he means brevity in breath; ſhort-winded. 
I commend me to thee, I commend thee, and I leave thee. Pe 
not too familiar with Poins, for he miſuſes thy Favours [0 
much, that he ſwears thou art to marry his Siſter Nell. Re- 


pent at idle times as thou mayſt, and ſo farewel, Thine, 6 
yea and no: Which is as much as to ſay. as thou uſeſs him. 


Jack Falſtaff with my Familiars: John with my Brothers and 
Siſters: And Sir John with all Europe. 
My Lord, I will ſteep this Letter in Sack, and make him 
eat it. | : 

F. Henry. That's to make him eat twenty of his Words. 
n you uſe me thus, Ned? Muſt I marry your Si- 

er 

Poins. May the Wench have no worſe Fortune. But I + 
never ſaid ſo. 

P, Henry. Well, thus we Play the Fool with the time, 
and the Spirits of the Wiſe fit in the Clouds, and mock vs : 
Is your Mafter here in London ? 


Bard. Yes, my Lord. . | 
| B 4 P. Hey. 
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pP. Henry. Where ſups he? Doth the old Boor ſeed in the 
old Frank? 
Bard. At the old place, my Lord, in Eaft- cheap 
P, Henry, What . 
Page. Epheſians, my Lord, of the old Church. 
P. Henry. Sup any Women with him? _ * 
Page. None, my Lord, but old Miſtreſs Soich, and 
Mrs. Dol Tear-ſheet, 75 
P. Henry. What Pagan may that be? 
Page. A proper enen, Sir, and a Kinſwwoman 
of my Maſter” 8. 
P. Henry. Even ſuch Kin, as the Pariſh Heifer are to 
the Town Bull, 1 
- Shall we ſteal upon them, Ned, at Sup mer = 
Foins. I am ycur Shadow, my Lord, T'l follow wool 
P. Henry. Sirrah, you Boy, and Bardolph, no word to 
yeur Maſter that I am yet in Town. 155 
There's for your Silence. 'S 
Bard. 1 have no Tongue, Sir, 4 
Page. And for mine, Sir, I will govern * 
P. Henry. Fare ye well: Go. 

This Dol Tear-ſheet ſhould be ſome Road. 
6 Poins. 1 warrant you, as common as the way. between 
St. Albans and London, 

F. Henry. How might we ſee Falſtaff beſtow himſelf to 
Night in his true Colours, and not our ſelves be ſeen : 
Poins. Put on two Leather Jerkins, and Non and wait 
vpon him at his Table, like Drawers, 

P. Henry. From a God to a Bull? A heavy declenſion: 
It was Fove's Caſe. From a Prince to a Prentice a low 
transformation, that ſhall be mine : For in every thing, the 


** muſt weigh with the Folly. Follow me, Ned. 


Luut. | 
5 8 0 E NE in. | 
Enter Northumberland, Lady Northumberland, and Lady 
Percy. 


Nerth. I prethee, loving Wife, and geatle Daughter, 
| 43 put 


Sire an eren way unto my rough Afﬀaire, 
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Put not you on the Viſage of the Times, . 
And be Hke them to Percy, troubleſome. * 

L. North, IJ have given over, I will ſpeak no more: 
Do what you will: Your Wiſdom be your Guide. 

North, Alas, ſweet Wife, my Honour is at Pan, 
And but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

L. Percy. Oh yet, for Heav'ns ſake, go not to theſe Wars. 
The time was, Father, when you broke your Word, 
When you were more endear'd to it; than now; 
When your own Percy, when my: Heart-dear Harry, 
Threw many a Northward Look, to ſee his Father 
Bring up his Powers: But he did long in vain; 

Who. then perſuaded you to ſtay at home? 

There were two Honours loſt; yours and your Son's, 
For yours, may heav'nly Glory brighten it: | 
For his, it ſtuck upon him; as the Sun 

In the grey Vault of Heavn: And by his Light. 
Did all the Chevalry of England move 

To do brave Acts. He was, indeed, the Glaſs 
Wherein the noble Youth did dreſs themſelves. . 


| He had no Legs, that practis d not his Gate: 


And ſpeaking thick, which Nature made his blemiſſi, 
Became the Accents of the Valiant. | 
For theſe that could ſpeak low, and tardily, 

Would turn their own Perfection to Abuſe, 

To ſeem like him. So that in Speech, in Gate, 

In Diet, in Aſfections of delight, 

In Military Rules, Humours of Blood, 

Ne was the Mark, and Glais, Copy, and Book, 

That faſhion'd others. And him, O wondrous him! 


£ Miracle of Men! Him did you leave 


Second to none, un- ſeconded by you, 
To look upon the hideous God of War, 

1 diſadyantage, to abide a Field, $ 72.4 
Where nothing but the ſound of Hot-/27's Name 
Did ſeem defenſible: So you left him. f 
Never, O never do his Ghoſt the wrong. 
To hold your Honour more preciſe and nice 2 
With others, than with him. Let them alone 
The Marſhal and the Archbiſhep are ſtrong, . 

| By, Had 
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Had my ſweet Harry had but half their Numbers 
To day might I (banging on Hot ſpwr's Ne) 1 
Have talk d of Monmouth's Grave. | 
North. Beſhrew.your Heart, 
Fair Daughter, you do draw my Spirits from ms 
With new-lamenting ancient Over-ſights. 925 
But I muſt go, and meet with danger there; 
Or it will ſeek me in another place, 5 
And find me worſe provided. 
L. North, O fly to Scotland, 
Till that the Nobles, and the armed e 
Have of their Puiſſance made a little taſte. 8 
L. Ferey. If they get Ground, and vantage of the King; 
They join you with 1 like a Rib of Steel, | 
To make Strengh ſtron But, for all our loves, 
Firft let them try — 2 So did your. Son. 
He was ſo ſuffer d; ſo came I a Widow: i 
And never ſhall have length of Life enough, 
To rain —_ Remembrance with mine Eyes, H 
That it m grow and ſprout, as high as Heay't n, 
For — ation to my Noble Husband. 
North. Come, come, go in with me: tis with my Mind 
As with the Tyde, {well'd up.unto his height, 
That makes a ſtill · ſtand, running neither way. 
Fain would I go to meet the Archbiſhop, t 
But many thouſand Reaſons hold me back! 
I will reſolve for Scotland; there am l. * | 
Till Time and Vantage crave my Company. [ Exeunt: 


SCENE IV. 


Enter two Drawers. 


1 Draw. What haſt thou brought there? Apple. ohns$ 
Thou know'ſt Sir John cannot endure an Apple: ohn. 

„ Draw. Thou 1ay'ſt true; the Prince once ſet a Diſh of 
Apple- Johns before x (op and told him there were five more 
Sir Johns; and, putting off his Hat, ſaid, I will now take 

my leave ef theſe fix dry, round, old wither'd Knights. 
It anger d kim to Heart; but he hath forges that. 


I Dran, 


If 
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1 Draw. Why then cover, and ſet them down; and ſee - 

if thou canſt find out Sneak's Noiſe; Miſtreſs Tear-ſhees 
would fain have ſome Muſick. | 
2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the Prince, and Maſter Poins 


anon; and they will put on two of our Jerkins and Aprons, 
and Sir ohn muſt not know of it. Bardolph hath brought 


word, 
I Draw. Then here will be old Utis: it will be an ex- 
cellent Stratagem. 
2 Draw. Vll ſee if } can find out Sneak. [ Exennte- 
Enter Hoſteſs and Dol. haters 


Hoſt. Sweet Heart, methinks now you are in an excel- 
lent good temperality; your Pulſidge beats as extraordina- 
rily as Heart would deſire; and your Colour, I warrant 
you, is as red as any Roſe: But you have drank too much 
Canary, and that's a marvellous ſearching Wine; and it 
perfumes the Blood ere we can ſay what's this. Howdo- 
you now? 

Dol. Better than I was: Hem. 

Hoſt. Why, that was well ſaid: A good Heart's worth 
Gold. Look, here comes Sir John. 


Enter Falſtaff. 
Fal. When Arthur firſt in Court empty the R 
and was a King: How now, Miſtreſs Dol? 


Hoſt. Sick of a Calm: Yea, good-ſooth. 

Fal. So is all her Sect, if they be n ein they 
are ſick. 

Dol: You muddy Raſcal, is that all the comfort you 
give me? 

Fal. You make fat Raſcals, Miſtreſs Dol. : 

Dol. I make them! Gluttony and Diſeaſes make them, I 
make them not. 

Fal. If the Cook make the Gluttony. you help to make 
the Diſeaſes, Dol; we catch of you, Dol, we catch of you; 
Grant that, my poor Virtue, grant chat. 
Dol. Ay marry, our Chains, and our Jewels. | 

Fal. Your Brooches, Pearls, and Owches: For to ſerys- 
bravely, is to come halting eff, you know ; to come off the 
Breach with his Pike bent bravely, and to Surgery bravely; . 
to venture upon the 3 Chambers braveſy 


Hal 
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Hot. Why, this is the old faſhion; you twyo never meet 


— 


but you fall to ſome diſcord; you are both, in good troth, 
as Nheumatick as two dry Toaſts, you cannot one bear with 
anothers Confirmities. What the good - year? One muſt bear, 
and that muſt be you: you are the weaker Veſſel, as Boy 
ſay, the emptier Veſſel. 7 Iv Dol. 
Dol. Can a weak empty Veſſel bear ſuch a huge full Hogs- 
head ? there's a whole Merchants Venture of Bourdeauæ ſtuff 
in him; you have not ſeen a Hulk better ſtuft in the Hold. 
Come, Il be Friends with thee, Fack: Thou art going to 
the Wars, and whether I ſhall ever ſee thee again or no, there 
is no body cares. rn bn OW? 
uter Drawer. ; Sh 
Draw. Sir, Ancient Piffol. is below, and would ſpeak 
with you. | — f 22 
Hang him, ſw ing Raſcal, let him not come 
hither ;. it i the fou membre Rogue in England. 
Hoſt. If he ſwagger let him not come here: I muſt live 
amongſt my Neighbours, Vil no Swaggerers: I am in 
od, Name and Fame withthe very Beſt: Shut the Door, 
ere comes no Swaggerers here: 1 have not liv'd all this 
while to haveſwaggering now: Shut the Door, I pray you. 
Fal. Do'ſt thou hear, Hoſteſs _——- 1 
Hoſt. Pray you. pacifie your ſelf, Sir John, there comes 
no Swaggerers here. 18 
Fal. Do'ſt thou hear— it is mine Ancient. 
Heſs. Tilly-fally, Sir ohn, never tell me, your ancient 


Swaggerer comes not in my Doors. I was before Maſter 


Tifick the Deputy the other day; and as he ſaid to me---it was 
no longer ago than Wedneſday laſt; Neighbour Quickly, ſays 
he Maſter Demò dur Miniſter was by then: Neighbour 
Quicliy, ay s he, receive thoſe that are Civil; for, ſaith he, 
you are in an ill Name: Now he ſaid fo, I can tell whereu 

anz for, ſays he, you are an honeſt Woman, and well thought 
on, therefore take heed what Gueſts you receive: Receive, 
ſays he, no ſwaggering Companions. There come none here. 


Tou would bleſs you to hear what he ſaid. No, III no 


„ | | . uf 
Fal. He's no Swaggerer, Hoſteſs; a tame Cheater, he; 


you may ſtroak him 35 gently as a Puppey-Grey-Hound; he 
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will vot ſwagger with a Barbary Hen, if her Feathers turn 
back in any ſhew of reſiſtance, . Call him up, Drawer. 

Hof. Cheater, call you him? I will bar no honeſt Man 
my Houſe, nor no Cheater; but I do not love ſwagger- 
ing; I am the worſe when one ſays ſwagger: Feel, Ma- 
ſters, how I ſhake; look you, I warrant you. 

Dol. So you do, Hoſteſs, 

Hoſt. Do I? yea, in very Truth do I, if it were an Aſ- 
pen Leaf: I cannot abide Swaggerers. 

Enter Piſtol, Bardolph and Page. 

Pift. Save you, Sir John. 

Fal. Welcome, ancient Piſtol. Here, Piſtol, I charge | 
you with 'a Cup of Sack; Do you diſcharge upon mine 
Hoſteſe. 

12 I will diſcharge upon her, Sir John, with two. 
ets, 
IG: She is Piſtol proof, Sir, you ſhall hardly offend 


Haff. Come, I'll drink no Proofs, nor no Bullets: I 
will rink no more than will do me good for no Man's 
pleaſure, I. 

- Piſs. Then to you, Miſtreſs Dorothy, I will charge 


% Charge me! I ſcorn ou, ſcuryy Companion! What? 
You poor, baſe, raſcally, F 02x lack-Linnen-Mate; a- 
way, you mouldy * away, I am Meat for your 
Maſter. „ 

Pift. 1 know you, Miſtreſs Dorot 

Dol. Away, you cut. purſe Raſ, vou filthy Bung a- 
way: By this Wine, I'll thruſt my Knife in your moul- 
dy Chaps if you play the ſawcy Cuttle with me. Away 
you Bottle-ale Raſcal, you Basket-bilt ſtale Jugler you. 
Since when, I pray you, Sir ? what, with two Foints on 
your Shoulder? much.. 

Fist. I will murther your Ruff for this 

Hei. No, good Captain Piffol : Not here, ſweet Caps 
tain. 
Dol. Cap tain! thou abominable damn'd Cheater, art thou 
not abam to be call d Captain? If Captains were oy 
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mind they would truncheon you out, for aking take Names 
upon you, before you have carn'd them. You a Captain! 
u Slave! for what? for tearing a poor Whore's Ruff ina 
Bawdy Houſe? He a Captain! hang him, Rogue, he lives 
upon mouldy flew'd Prunes and dry'd Cakes. A Captain! 
Theſe Villains will make the word Captain odiouy here- 
fore Captains had need look to it. ; 
Bard. Pray thee go dawn, good Ancient. 
Fal. Hark thee hither, Miſtreſs Dol. | 
Piſt. Not 1: I tell thee what, Corporal et could 
tear = Pl! be reveng'd on her. 
. e. Pray thee go dowyn. 
6 Til fee ber damn d firſt: To Plaros Jamal Lake to 

the * Deep, where Erebus and Tortures vile alſo. 
Hold Hook and Line, ſay I: Down! Down Dogs, down 
Fates: Have we not Hiren here? 

Hoſt. Good Captain Peeſel be quiet, it is very late: I be- 
ſeech you now, aggravate your Choler. 

Pit. "Theſe be good Humours indeed. Shall Pack-Horſes, 
and hallow pamper'd Jades of Aſia, which cannot go but 
thirty Miles a Day, compare with Ceſar, aud with Cannibal, 
and Trojan Greeks? Nay, rather damn them with King 
Cerberus, and let the Welkin roar: Shall we fall foul for 
Toys? 
we By my troth, Captain, theſe are very bitter 
ords. 

Bard. Be gone, good Ancient : This will grow to aBrawl 
anon. 

Pit. Die Men, like Dogs; give Crowns like Pins: Haye 
wo "1 Hiren here? 

On hy word, Captain, there's none ſuch here. 
whe. the good-year do you think I would =P her? I 


pray be quiet 

Pift. Then feed, ang be fat, my fair Calipolis; come, give. 
me ſome Sack. Si fortune me tormente, ſperato me contente. 
Fear we broad-fides? No, let the Fiend give Fire: Give me 
ſome Sack: And Sweet-heart, I/e thou there: Come we 
to full Points here; and are & cœteras nothing? 

Tal. Piſtol, 1 would be quits. TE: 8 


' wp tf (wn Hi. 


„ Wu WW 


n 


King HENRY IV. 39 
Pt, Sweet Knight, kiſs thy Neafle: What! we have 
ſeen the ſeven Stars. 
Dol. Thruſt him down Stairs, I'cannot endure ſuch a 
Fuſtian Raſcal. | 
_ Pit, Thruſt him down Stairs? know we not Galloway 
Nags ? | 
Fal Quoit him down, Bardolph like a ſhoye-groat Shils 
ling: M. if he do nothing but ſpeak nothing, he fhall be 
nothing here, | : 

Bard. Come, get you down Stairs. EE 
Biff, What ſhall we have Inciſion? ſhall we embrew 2 
then Death rock me aſleep, abridge my doleful Days : Why 
then let grievous, ghaftly, gaping Wounds, untwine the Si- 
ſters three: Come, Atropos, I ſay. [Drawing his Sword. 

Hoſt. Here's good Stuff toward. 

Fal. Give me my Rapier, Boy. 

Dol. I prithee, Pack [ prithee do not draw. 

Fal. Get you down Stairs, 

TH | [ Drawing, and driving Piſtol out! 

Hot Here's a ly Tumult; Il! forſwear keeping 
Houle, before I'll be in theſe tirrits and frights. So; Mur- 
ther, I warrant now. Alas, alas, put up your naked Wea- 
pons, put up your naked Weapons. 

Dol. 1 prithee, Fack, be quiet, the Raſcal is gone: Ah 
you whorſon, little valiant Villain, you. | 
Ho Are you not hurt ith' Groin? Methought he 
made a ſhrewd thruſt at your Belly. 

Fal. Have you turn'd him our of Doors? 

Bard. Yes, Sir, the Raſcal's drunk: You have hurt him} 
Sir. in the Shoulder, | 

Fal. A Raſcal to brave me! y 

Dol. Ah, you ſweet little Rogue you: Alas, poor Ape, 
how thou ſweat'ſt? com, let me wipe thy Face. Come on 
you whorſon Chops---Ah Rogue, I love thee:--Thou art as 
valorous as Hector of Troy, worth five of Agamemmon; and 
ten times better than the nine Worthies: Ah Villain, 4 

Fal. A raſcally Slave! ] will toſs the Rogue in a Blanket. 

Dol. Do, if thou dar'ſt for thy Heart; If thou do'ſt Vil 

canvaſs thee between a pair of Sheets, 


Euter 
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* Enter Muſick, | of 
Page. The Muf 1 is come, Sir. 93 
Fal. Let them play; play, Sirs. Sit on my Kacey Dol. 

A Raſcal, bragging Slaye? he Rogue fled from me like 
Quick-filver. 

Dol. And thou follow'dft bim like a Church: Thou 
whorſon little tydie Bartholomew Boar- pig, when wilt thou 
leave fighting on Days, and foyning on Nights, and begin. 
to patch up thine old Body for Heaven? $ 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins diſguis'd. __. 
Fal. Peace, good Dol, do not ſpeak like a Deaths. Bead: 
Do not bid me remember mine End. 

Dol. Sirrab, what Humour is the Prince of? 

Fal. A good ſhallow young Fellow: He would have 

; made a good Pantler, he would have chipp'd Bread well, 

Dol. They ſay Poins hath a good Wit. 

Fal, He a good Wit? hang him, Baboon, his Wit 1 2s 

thick as Tewk-bury Muſtard : There is no more Cone n 
him, than is in a Mallet. 

Dual. Why doth the Prince love him ſa then? 4 
Fal. Becauſe their Legs are both of a bigneſs: And he 
plays at Quoits well, and eats Conger and Fennel, and drinks 


® 


off Candles ends for Flap-dragons, and rides the wild Wate 


with the Boys, and jumps upon joint Stools, and ſwears with 
a good Grace, and wears his Boot very ſmooth, like unto the 
Sign of the Leg, and breeds no bate with telling of diſcreet 
Stories; and ſuch other Gambol faculties he hath that ſhew 
a weak Mind and an able Body, for the which the Prince 
admits him: For the Prince himſelf is ſuch another: The 
weight of an Hair will turn the Scales between their Ha. 
ber de- 014. 

— col Would not this Nave of a Wheel haye his 
Ears cut off? 1 

- Poins, Let us beat fim before his Whore. 

P. Henry. Look, if the wither'd Elder hath.not his ral 
. like a Parrot. 

Poins. Is it not ſtrange that Deſre ſhould ſo many wp 
out- live Performance? 


OY 
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P. Henry. Saturn and Venus this Year in Conjunction! 
What ſays the Almanack to that? 

Poins. And look, whether the fiery Trigon his Man be not 
iſping to his Maſter's old Tables, his Note- Book, his Coun- 
ſel-keeper? 0 

Fal. Thou doſt give me flatt'ring Buſſes. 

Dol. Nay, truly, 1 kiſs thee with a moſt conſtant Heart. 

Fal. I am old, I am old. 

Dol. I love thee better than I love e er a ſcurvy young 
Boy of them all. | | 

Fal. What Stuff wilt thou have a Kirtle of? I ſhall re- 
ceive Mony on Thurſday: Thou ſhalt have a Cap to mor- 
row: A merry Song, come: It grows late, we will to Bed, 
Thou wilt forget me when I am gone. 

Dol. Thou wilt ſet me a weeping if thou ſay't fo: 
Prove that ever I dreſs my ſelf handſom till thy return ·— 
Well, hearken the end. 

Fal. Some Sack, Fancis. 

P. Henry. Poins. Anon, anon, Sir. x | 

Fal. Ha! a Baſtard Son of the King's ! And art not thou 
Pons his Brother? 

P. Henry. Why, thou Globe of ſinful Continents, what 


a Life doſt thou lead? 


Fal. A better than thou: I am a Gentleman, thou art a 
Drawer. 
P. Henry. Very true, Sir: And I come to draw you out 
by the Ears. | 
Hoſt. Oh, the Lord preſerve thy good Grace, Wel- 
come to London. Now Heav'n bleſs that {weet Face of thine: 
What, are you come from Wales ? | | 
Fal. Thou whorſon made compound of Majeſty, by 
dais light Fleſh and corrupt Blood thou art welcome. 
[Leaning his Hand upon Dol, 
Dol. How! you fat Fool, I ſcorn you. 
Poins. My Lord, he will drive you out of your revenge, 
to a merriment, if you take not the Heat. 
P. Hemy. You whorſon Candle-myne you, how vilely 
did you ſpeak of me even now, before this honeſt, virtu- 


-ous, civil Gentlewoman ? 


Toft. 
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Hoſt. Bleſſing on your good Heart, ind ſo ſhe is by my 


troth. 
Fal. Didſt thou hear me? 
P. Henry. Yes; and oy knew me, as you did 1 you 


ran away by Gads-hill, you knew I was at your TY 
ſpoke it on purpoſe, to try Fg patience. 

Fal. No, no, no; not fo: I did not think thou, 
within hearing. 


F. Henry. 1 ſhall drive you then to confeſs the wy F 


buſe, and then I know how to handle you. 1 
17 No abuſe, Hal, on my Honour, no abuſ. 
| . Not to diſpraiſe me, and call me Pantler, and 
Wee and I know not what? 4 
Fal. No abuſe, Hal. 5 
Poins. No abuſe! | 
Fal. No abuſe, Ned, in the World; honeft Ned, volt 
T diſprais d him before the Wicked, that the W * might 
not Fall in love with him; In which doing, ve done 
the part of a careful Friend, and true Subject, and thy Fa- 
ther is to give me thanks for it, No abuſe, Hal, none, 
Ned, none; no Boys, none. 
FP. Henyy. See now whether pure Fear, and entire Cow: 
ardiſe, doth not make thee wrong this yirtuotis Gentle wo- 
man, to cloſe with us? Is ſhe of the Wicked? Is thine 
Hofteſs here of the Wicked? Or is the Boy of the Wick; 
ed? Or honeſt A, whoſe erbarme in his Noſe, 3 
the Wicked? 
Poins. Anſwer, thou dead Elm, anſwer. 


Fal. The Fiend hath Prickt down Bardolph irrecoveri- 


ble, and his Face is Lucifer s Privy - Kitchin, where he 
doth nothing but roaſt Mault· Worms: for the Boy, there 
is a good Angel about him, but the Devil out- bids him 


too. 
P. Henry. For the Women? 
Fal. For one of them, ſhe is in Hell already, and burns 
r Souls: for the other, I owe her Mony ; and whether 
ſhe be damn'd for that, 1 know not. 
Hoſt. No, I warrant you. 
Feral. No, I think thou art not: I think thou art quit 
for that. Marry, there is another Indictment upon. = 
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for ſuffering fleſh to be eaten in thy Houſe, contrary to 
the Law, for the which I think thou wilt how. . 
Hoſt. All Victuallers do fo: What is a Joynt of Mutton 
or two in a whole Lent? * 
P. Henry. You, Gentlewoman. 
Dol. What fays ng eats ny 


Fal. lis Grace ſays that, which his fleſh rebels againſt. 


HyF. Who knocks fo loud at Door? Look to the Door 


2 . E, Francis. 


| Enter Peto. - 
P. Henry, Peto, how now? what News? 

Peto. The King, your Father, is at W:ftminſter, 
And there are twenty weak and wearied Poſts, 
Come from: the North; and as I came along, 


1 met, and oyer-took a dozen Captains, 


Bare-headed, ſweating, knocking at the Taverns, 
And asking every one for Sir Fohn Falſtaff. 
P. Henry. By Heaven, Poins, I feel me much to blame; 
So idly to prophane the precious time: 
When Tempeſt of Commotion, like the South 
Born with black * dotk begin to melt, 
And drop upon our bare unarmed Heads, 
Give me my Sword, and Cloak: 
54 good Night, | Exit. 
Fal. Now comes in the ſweeteſt Morſel of the Night, 
and we miſt hence, and leave it unpickt. More knocki 
at the Door? How now? what's the matter??? 
Bard. You muft away to the Court, Sir, preſently, 
A dozen Captains ftay at Door for you, 
Fal. Pay the Muſicians, Sirrah : Farewel Hoſteſs, fare- 
wel Dol. You fee, my good Wenches, how Men of Merit are 
fought after; the Undeſerver may ſleep, when the Man of 


* 


Action is call'd on. Farewel, good Wenches; if I be not 


ſent away poſt, I will ſee you again ere I go. 

Del. I cannot ſpeak ; if my Heart be not ready to burſt 
Well, ſweet Jack have a care of thy ſeltf. 

Fal. Farewel, farewel. Exit. 

Hoſt. Well, fare thee well: I have known thee theſe 
twenty nine Years, come Peſcod. time; but an honeſter, 


ind truer-hearted Man—— Well, fare thee well, 
| wes Bard, 


— — 
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Bard. Miſtreſs Tear-ſhees... 
Ha. What's the matter? 


Band. Bid Miſtreſs Tear-ſheet come to my Maſter. | 
Hoſt. O run, Dol, run; run, good Dol. [Exeunt, 


ACT H. SCENE I. 


Enter King Henry with a Page. « - 


x. 4 call the Earls of Surrey, and of Warwick: 
Letters, 


But ere they come, bid them o'er-read theſe 
And well conſider of them: Make gooc ſpeed. [Exit Pagii 


How many thouſands of my pooreſt Subjects 


Are at this hour aſleep! O Sleep, O gentle Sleep, 


Nature's ſoft Nurſe, how haye | frighted thee, 


That thou no more wilt weigh my Eye-lids down. 


And ſteep my Senſes in Forgetfulneſs?- 
Why rather, Sleep, lyeſt thou in ſmoaky Cribs, 
Upon uneaſie Pallads ſtretching thee, 


And huſht with —_—_ My to thy ſlumber, 
ders of the Great, 


Than in the perfum'd Cham 
Under the Canopies of coſtly State, 

And lull'd with ſounds of ſweeteſt Melody? 

O thou dull God, why ly'ſt thou with the vile, 
In loathſom Beds, 5 leay'ſt the Kingly Couch 

A watch-caſe, or a common Larum-Bell? | 

Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy Maſt, 

Seal up the Ship-boy's Z 

In Cradle of the rude imperious Surge, 

And in the Viſitation of the Winds, 

Wbo take the Ruffian Billows by the top, 


Curling their monſtrous heads, and hanging them 


With deaf ning Clamours in the ſlip'ry Clouds, 
That with the hurley, Death it ſelf awakes? 
Canſt thou, O partial Sleep, give thy Repoſe 


* 


To the wet Ses. boy in an hour ſo rude? 


* # #5 — ws 
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yes, and rock his Brains, 


And 


unt. 
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And in the calmeſt, and moſt Nilleſt Night, 
With all appliances and means to boot, - 
Deny it to a King? Then happy Low, lye down, 
Uneaſie lyes the Head, that wears a Crown, 
| Enter Warwick and Surrey. 

War. Many good-morrows to your Majeſty. 

K. Henry. Is it good-morrow. Lords? 

War. *Tis one a Clock, and paſt. 2 

K. Henry. Why then good-morrow to you all, my Lords: 
Have you read o'er the Letters that I ſent ou? 

Way. We have, my Liege. - 

K. Henry, Then you perceive the Body of our Kingdom , 
How foul it is; what rank Diſeaſes grow, | 
And with what Danger, near the Heart of it. 

Har. It is but as a Body, yet diſtemper'd, 

Which to his former Strength may be reſtor d, 
With good Advice, and little Medicine; | 
My Lord Northumberland will ſoon be cool'd. - 

K. Henry. Oh Heav'n, that one might read the Book of Fate. 
And ſee the Revolution of the Times 0 
Make Mountains level, and the Continent, 

Weary of ſolid firmneſs, melt it ſelf 
Into the Sea; and other Times, to ſee 
The beachy Girdle of the Ocean | 
Too wide for Neptune's Hips; how Chances mock- - 
And Changes fill the Cup of Alreration eee 
With divers Liquors, Tis not ten Yeats gone, 
Since Richard and Northumberland, great Friends, | 
Did feaſt together; and in two Years after, 
Were they at Wars. It is but eight Years ſince, '- 
This Percy was the Man neareſt my Soul; 
Who like a Brother, toil'd in my Affairs, 
And laid his Love and Life under my Foot: | 
Yea, for my fake, even to the Eyes of Richard — 
Gave him defiance, But which of you was by? ' - -- 
You, Couſin Nevil, as I may remember. [To Warwick; 
When Richard, wich his Eye, brim- full of Tears, - 
Then check'd and rated by Northumberland. 
Did ſpeak theſe words, now prov'd a Prophecy, 
Northwmberland, thou Ladder by the which 

> My 
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My Couſin Bullingbrote aſcends my Throne: 


(Though then, Heaven knows, I had no ſuch intent, 


But that neceſſity ſo bow d the State, 
That I and Greatneſs were compell'd to kiſs) 
The time ſhall come, thus did he follow it, | 
The time will come, that foul Sin, gathering head, 
Shall break into Corruption: So went on, 
Fore-telling this ſame Time's Condition, 
And +he Diviſion of our Amity. ba 

Mar. There is a Hiſtory, in all Mens Lives, 
Figuring the Nature of the Times deceas d; 


The which obſerv'd, a Man may propheſie, 


With a near aim, of the main Chance of things 


As yet not come to Life, which in their Seeds 


And weak beginnings lie entreaſured. 5 
Such things become the Hatch and Brood of Time; 
And by the neceſſary form of this, 
King Richard might create a perfect Gueſs, 
That great .Northumberland, then falſe to him, 
Would of that Seed grow to a greater Falſeneſs, 
Which ſhould not fiad a Ground to root upon, 
Unleſs on you. | 

. Henry. Are theſe things then Neceſſities? 
Then let us meet them like Neceſſities; 
And that ſame word even now cries out on us: 
They ſay the Biſhop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thouſand ſtrong. . 

War. It cannot be, my Lord: | 
Rumour doth double, like, the Veice and Eccho, 


The Numbers of the Feared. Pleaſe it * Grace 


To go to Bed; my Life, my Lor 

The Powers hk wow * y * forth, 
Shall bring this Prize in very eaſily. 

To comfort you the more, I have receiy'd 
A certain inſtance that Glendower is dead. 


. Your Majeſty hath. been this Fortnight ill, 


And theſe unſeaſon'd Hours perforce muſt add 


Vato your Sickneſs, 


K. Han. 


Fra: 
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K. Henry. I will take your Counſel: 
And were theſe inward Wars once out of Hand, 
We would, dear Lords, unto the Holy-Land. [Exentts 


SCENE I. 


Enter Shallow and Silence, with Mouldy, Shadow, Wart; 
Feeble, and Bull-calf. 


_  Shal. Come on, come on, come on; give me 


Hand, Sir, give me your Hand, Sir; an early Stirrer, by 
the Rood." And how doth my good Coulin Silence? 

Sil. Good Morrow, Colin Shallow. 

Shal. And how doth my Couſin, your Bed-fellow ? 
and your faireſt Daughter, and mine, my God-Daughter 
Elin? | 

Sil, Alas, a black Ouzel, Couſin Shallow. 

Shal. By yea and nay, Sir, I dare fay my Couſin #illiam 
is become a good Scholar? He is at Oxford ſtill, is he not? 
Sil. Indeed, Sir, to my Coſt. | 

Sal. He muſt then to the Inns of Court ſhortly: I was 
once of Clement - Inn; where, I think, they will talk of 
mad Shallow yet. 

Sil. You were call'd Luſty Shallow then, Couſin. 

. Shal. I was call'd any thing, and I would have done any 
thing indeed too, and roundly too. There was I, and 
little John Dot of Staffordſhire, and black George Bare, and 
Francis Pickbone, and Mill Squele à Cot-fal-man ; you had 


not four ſuch Swinge-bucklers in all the Inns of Court a- 


gain: And I may fay to you, we knew where the Bona- 
Roba's were, and had the beſt of them all at Command- 
ment. Then was Fack Falſtaff, now Sir John, Boy, and 


@ Page to Thomas Mowbray, Duke of Norfolk. 


Sil, This Sir ohn, Couſin, that comes hither anon a- 
bout Soldiers? 


Shal. The ſame Sir John, the very fame: I faw him 


break Schoggan's Head at the Court-Gate, when he was a 


Crack, not thus high; and the very fame Day I did fight 
with one Sampſon Stock-fiſh, a Fruiterer, behind Grays-Im. 
Oh the Mad Days that I have ſpent? and to ſee how ma- 
ny of mine old Acquaintance are dead? 3 
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Sil, We ſhall all follow, Couſin. 


. Shal. Certain, tis certain, very ſure, very ſure : Death 
is certain to all, all ſhall Die. How, a good Yoke of Bul: 


locks at Stamford Fair? 
Sil. Truly, Couſin, I was not there. 


Shal. Death is certain. Is on Double of your Town 


living yet ? | 

Sil. Dead, Sir. 4 

Shal; Dead! See, ſee, he Jrew. a good Bow: And 
Dead? He ſhot a fine Shoot, . Folm of Gaunt loved him 
well, and betted much Mony on his Head. Dead? He 
would haye clapt in the Clowt at Twelve Score, and car- 
ried you a fore-hand Shaft at fourteen, and fourteen and a 
half,” that it would have done a Man's Heart good to ſee, 
How, a Score of Ewes now? 
Sil. Thereafter as they be: A Score of good Ewes may 
be worth ten Pounds. | 

Shal. And is Old Double Dead? þ 
Enter Bardolph and Page. | 
2 Here come two of Sir John Falſtaff 's Men, as ! 

ink. 

Shal. Good Morrow, honeft Gentlemen. z 

Bard. I beſeech you, which is Juſtice Shallow? | 
 Shal. 1 am Robert Shallow, Sir, a poor Eſquire of this 
County, one of the King's s Juſtices of the Peace: | 
What 1s your good Pleaſure with me? | 

Bard. My Captain, Sir. commends him to you: My 


'Caprain, Sir * Falſtaff; a tall Gentleman, and a melt 


nt Le 
Shal. He greets mewell: Sir, I knew him a good Back. 


Sword Man, How doth the good Knight? May 1 ask, 
- how my Lady his Wife doth? 


Bard. Sir, Pardon, a Soldier j is better Accommodated- 


than with A Wite. 


Shal. It is well ſaid, Sir; and it is well faid indeed, too: 


| Better accommodated Alt is good, yea indeed is it; 


bod Phraſes are ſurely and every where very commen- 


dable. Accommodated it comes of Accommodo; very 


good, a good Phraſe. 
Bard 


4 


Y OK = md Oo 


th | 
ale 


vn 


nd 
im 
He 
ar- 
d a 
ſee. 


aa 


King HENRY IV. 49 


Bard. Pardon, Sir, I have heard the Word. Phraſe, 
call you it? By this Day, I know not the Phraſe: But 
I will maintain the word with my Sword, to be a Soldier- 
like Word, and a Word of exceeding good Command. 
Accommodated, that is, when a Man is, as they fay, Ac- 
commodated ; or. when a Man is, being whereby he thought 
to be Accommodated, which is an excellent thing, 

Enter Falſtaff. 

Shal. It is very juſt: Look, here comes good Sir John. 
Give me your Hand, give me your Worſhip's good Hand: 
Truſt me, you look well, and bear your Years very well. 
Welcome, good Sir John. 987 8 

Fal. I am glad to ſee you well, good Maſter Robert 


Shallow: Maſter Sure-card, as I think? 


Shal. No, Sir John, it is my Couſin Silence; in Com- 
miſſion with me. 

Fal. Good Maſter Silence, it well befits you ſhould be 
of the Peace. 

Sil, Your good Worſhip is welcome. 

Fal. Fie, this is hot weather, Gentlemen, have you pro- 
yided me here half a dozen of ſufficient Men? 

Shal. Marry have we, Sir: Will you fit? 

Fal. Let me ſee them, I beſeech you, 

Shal. Where's the Roll? Where's the Roll? Where's 
the Roll? Let me ſee, let me fee, let me ſee: So, fo, fo, 
ſo: Yea marry, Sir. Ralph Mouldy: Let them appear as I 
call: Let them do fo, let them do ſo. Let me lee, Where 

Moul. Here, if it pleaſe you. 

Shal. What think you, Sir John a good limb'd Fellow: 
Young, Strong, and of good Friends, 

Fal. Is thy Name Mowldy ? 

Moul, Yea, if it pleaſe you, 

Fal. Tis the more time thou wert us d. 

Shal. Ha, ha, ba, moſt excellent. Thirgs that are moul- 
dy, lack uſe: very ſingular good. Well ſaid, Sir John, 
very well ſaid. h | 

Fal. Prick him. | | 

Mol. I was prickt well enough before, if you could 
have let me alone: My old Dame will begundone now 

Vol. IV. C for 
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for one to do her Husbandry, and her Drudgery; you 
need not to have prickt me, there are * Men fiterts 
go out than I. 
Fal. Go to: Peace Mouldy, you That go. Mouldy, i bs 
time you were ſpent, 
Moul. Spent? 
. Shal. Peace, Fellow, Peace: ſtand afide: Know you 
where you are? For the other, Sir Fohn. Let me ſee: St- 
mon Shadow. 
Fal. Ay marry, let me have him to fit under: He ike 
to be a cold Soldier. 
Sbal. Where's Shadow? 
Sad. Niere, Sir. 
Fal. Shadow, whoſe Son art thon? 


r My Mother's Son, Sir. 
Thy Mother's Son! like enough; and thy Father's 


Shadow: So the Son of the Female is the Shadow of the 
Male: It is often ſo indeed, but not of the Father 's Subſtance. 
Shal. Do you like him, Sir Jahn? 
El. Shadow will ſerve for Summer. prick him; flv 
have a number of Shadows to fill up the Monty. 
Shal. Thomas Wart. ; 
Fal. Where's he? 77 
uf Here, Sir. 
Fa Is Ay Name Mart? 
1 ga | aged Wart 
Thou-art a v art. 3 
Shal. Shall I. THT dovyn, Sir John? 25 
Fal. It were — for his- Apparel is built upon 
his Back, and the whole Frame ſtands upon Pins: Prick 
him no more. 
Shal. Ha, ha, ha, you-can-do it, Sir; you can do it: 1 
eommend ou well. 
rancis F. 
eeble. Here, Sir. 
| Shoal. What Trade art thou, Feebled 
{Feeble. A Woman's Tailor, Sir. 
Shal. Shall 1 prick him, Sir? 


Fal. You may: 


"> 
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of that. 
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But if he had been a Man's Tailor he would have prick d 


you. Wilt thou make as many Holes in an Enemies Bat» 
tel, as thou haſt done in a Woman's Petticoat? | 
Feeble. I will do my good will, Sir; you can have no more. 
Fal. Well ſaid, good Woman's Tailor; Well faid, coura- 
gious Feeble: Thou wilt be as valiant as the wrathful Dove, 


or moſt magnanimous Mouſe, Prick the Woman's Tai- 


lor well, Maſter Shallow, deep, Maſter Shallow. 

Feeble. I would Wart might have gone, Sir. 

Fal. I would thou wert a Man's Tailor, that thou 
might't mend him, and make him fit to go. I cannot 
put him to be a private Soldier, that is the Leader of ſo 
many thouſands. Let that ſuffice, moſt forcible Feeble, 

Feeble. It ſhall ſuffice. | 

Fal. I am bound to thee, reverend Feeble. Who is the 
next? 

Shal. Peter Bulcalf of the Green: 

Fal. Yea, marry, let us ſee Bulcalf, 

Bul. Here, Sir. 

Fal. Truſt me, a likely Fellow. Come prick me BA. 
calf, till he roar again. | : 

Bul. Oh, good my Lord Captain. © 

Fal. What, doſt thou roar before th'art prickt? 

Bul. Oh, Sir, I am a diſeaſed Man. 
Fal. What Diſeaſe haſt thou ? | 

Bul. A whorſon Cold, Sir? a Cough, Sir, which I caught 
- oup Ringing in the King's Affairs, upon his Coronation 

ay, Sir, | 

Tal. Come, thou ſhalt go to the Wars in a Gown: 
We will have away thy Cold, and I will take ſuch or- 


der that thy Friends ſhall ring for thee. Is here all? 


Shal. There is two more called than your number, you 
mult have but four here, Sir; and fo, I pray you, go in 
with me to Dinner. | 

Fal. Come, I will go drink with you, but I cannot tar- 
ry Dinner. I am glad to fee you, in good troth, Maſter 


Shal. O, Sir John, do yeu remember ſince we lay all 


Night in the Wind-mill in Saint George's Fields? 


Fal. No more of that, goed Maſtcr Shallow, no more 
C 2 Sal. 
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-Shal. Hal it vras a merry Night. And i ow N. 1 


work alive? 
Fal. She lives, Maſter Shallow. | etl: 22 
Shal She never could away with me. 


Fal. Never. never: She would always 4 ſhe cou 


not abide Maſter Shallow. 
Shal. I cculd anger her to the Heart: She was then 1 


Bona roba. Doth ſhe hold her own well? 
Fal. Old, old,. Maſter Shallow. | 
Shal. Nay, ſne mult be old. ſhe cannot chuſe but heal; 
certain ſhe's old, and had Robin Nigbt- work by old * 
work; before | came to Clement's Inn. 


Sil - Fhat's fif y five years ago. 
Shal. Hah, Couſin Silence, that thou hadft ſeen thr 


that this Knight and 1 have ſeen: Hah, Sir John, ſaid I 


well? 
Fel. We have heard the Chimes at midnight, Maſter 


Shallow. 
Shal. That we have, that we have, in faith, Sir Fon we 
have: Our watch word was Hem-Boys. Come; let's to 
dinner; come, let's to dinner; Oh the days that we have 
ſeen! Come, come. 
Bul. Good Maſter Corporate Bardolph ſtand my Friend, 
and here is four Harry ten ry, þ in French Crowns for 
you: In very truth, Sir, | had as lief be hang'd, Sir, as 
go; and yet for mine owyn part, Sir, Ido not care, but ra- 
ther becauſe I am un willing, and for mine own part, have 
a deſire to ſtay with my Friends, elſe, Sir, I did not care 
for mine own part ſo much. : 
Bard. Go too; ſtand afide. 
Moul, And good Maſter Corporal Captain, for my y old 


'Dame's ſake ſtand my Friend: She hath no body to 


do any thing about her when I am gone, and ſhe's old 
and cannot help her ſelf: You ſhall have forty, Sir. 
Bard. Go tooz ſtand afide. | 2 

Feeble. I care not, a Man can die. but once; we cha 

death. I will never bear a baſe Mind: If it be my deſtiny, 


Ao: if it be not, ſo. No Man is too good to ſerve his Prince; 


and let it go which way it will, he that dies this Jr is 
quit for the next, , . 
| ar 
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Bard. Well ſaid, thou art a good Fellow. 

Feeble. Nay, I will bear no baſe Mind. 

Fal. Come, Sir, which Men fhall I have? 

Shal. Four of which you pleaſe. 1 | 

Bard. Sir, a word with you: I have three pound to- 
free Mouldy and Bulcalf. 4 

Fal. Go too: Well. 7 

Shal, Come, Sir John., which four will you have? 

Fal. Do you chuſe ſor me, , | 

Shal. Marry then, Mouldy, Bulcalf, Feeb!e. and Shadow. 

Fal. Mouldy and Bulcalf: for you, Mouldy ſtay at home 
till you are paſt Service: And for your part, Bulcalf, grow 
till you come unto it: I will none of you. 

Shal. Sir John, Sir John, do not your ſelf wrong, the 
are your likelieſt Men, and I would have you ſerv d wi 
the beſt: 

Fal. Will you tell me, Maſter Shallow, how to chuſe a 
Man? Care | for the Limb, the Thewes, the Stature, Bulk. 
and big aſſemblance of a Man? Give me the Spirit, Maſter 
Shallow. Where's art? You fee what a ragged appearance 
it is: He ſhall charge you and diſcharge you with the mo- 
tion of a Pewterer's Hammer; come off and on, ſwifter 
than he that gibbets on the Brewer's Bucket, And this ſame 
half-fac'd Fellow Shadow, give me this Man, he preſents no- 
mark to the Enemy, the fo-man may with as great aim 
level at the edge of a Pen- knife: And, for a Retreat, how 
ſwiftly will this Feeble, the Woman's Tailor, run off. O 
give me the ſpare Men, and ſpare me the great ones. Put 
me a Calyver into Wart's Hand, Bardolph. 

Bard. Hold, Wart, Traverſe; thus, thus, thus. 

Fal. Come, manage me your Calyver: So, very well, go 
to, very good, exceeding good. O give me always a lit- 
tle, lean, old, chopt, bald Shot. Well ſaid, Hart, thou 
art a good Scab: Hold, there's a Teſter for thee. 

Shal. He is not his Craft-maſter, he doth not do it right, 
Iremember at Mile-End-Green, when I lay at Clement's Inn, 
I was then Sir Dagenet in Arthurs Show, there was a little 
quiver Fellow, and he would manage you his Piece thus; 
and he would about, and about, and come you in, and come. 


you in: Rah, tab, tah, * he ſay; Bounce, would he ſay, 


3 
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and away age in would he go, and again would he come: | 


I ſhall never ſee ſuch a Fellow. 2 
Fal. Theſe Fellows will do well, Maſter Shallow. Fare- 
wel, Maſter Silence, I will not uſe many Words with you; 
are you well, Gentlemen both, I thank you, I muſt a 

dozen mile to Night. Bardolph, give the Soldiers Coats, 
Shal. Sir Fohn, Heaven bleſs you, and proſper your Af. 


fairs, and ſend us Peace, As you return, viſit my Houle. 
Let our old Acquaintance be renewed: Peradventure I 


will with you to the Court. 
Fal 1 would you would, Maſter Shallow. + 
Shal. Goto: I have ſpoke at a word. Fare you well. [ Exit. 
Fal. Fare you well, Gentlemen. On, Bardolth, lead 
the Men away, As I return I will fetch off thele Juſti- 
ces: I do ſee the bottom of (Juſtice Shallow. How ſub- 
ject we old Men are to this Vice of Lying? This ſame ſtary'd 


Juſtice hath done nothing but prate to me of the wildeneſs 


of his Youth, and the Feats he hath done about Turnbal- 
Freet, and every third word a Lie, duer paid to the hearer 
than the Tyrk's Tribute. I do remember him at Clement's Inn, 
Iikea Man made after Supper of a Cheeſe-paring. When he 
was naked, he was, forall the World, like a forked Radiſh, with 
a Head fantaſtically cary'd upon it witha Knife, He was ſo 
forlorn, that his Dimenſions, to any thick ſight, were inviſi- 
ble. He was the very Genius of Famine ; he came ever in the 
rearward of the faſhion: And now is this Vice's Dagger be- 
come a Squire, and talks as familiarly of John of Gaunt as if he 
had been ſworn Brother to him: And Il be ſworn he never 
ſaw him but once in the Tilt-yard, and then he burſt his 
Head, for crouding among the Marſhals Men. I ſaw it, and 
told Fohnof Gau he beat his own Name, for you might 
have truſzg him and all his Apparel into an Eel-skin: The 
Cafe of a Treble Hoboy was a Manſion for him; a Court; 
and now hath he Land and Beeyes, Well, I will be acquaint- 
ed with him, if I return; and it ſhall go hard but I will 
make him a Philoſopher'stwo Stones to me. If the young 
Dace be a Bait for the old Pike, | fee no reaſon, in the 
Law of Nature, but I may ſnap at him. Let time ſhape, 
and there's an end. [Ereunt · 
WM 
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ACT IV. SCENE l. 


Enter the Archbiſhop of York, Mowbray, Haſtings, and: 
Colevile. 


Tork. Hat is the Foreſt call'd? [Grace. 
Haſt. "Tis Gaultree Foreſt, and't ſhall pleaſe your 

York. Stand here, my Lords, and {end Diſcoverers forth, 
To know the numbers of our Enemies, 

Haſt. We have ſent forth already. 

York, *Tis well done, | 
My Friends and Brethren, in theſe great Aﬀairs, 
I muſt acquaint you, that I have receiv'd 
New-dated Letters from Northumberland: 
Their cold intent, tenure and ſubſtance thus, 
How doth he wiſh his Perſon, with ſuch Powers 
As might hold ſortance with his Quality, 
The which he could not levy; whereupon 
He is retir'd, to ripe his growing Fortunes, 
To Scotland: and concludes in hearty Prayers, 
That your Attempts may over live the hazard, 
And fearful meeting of their Oppoſite. 

Mow. Thus do the hopes we have in him touch ground 
And daſh themſelves to pieces. 2 

Enter a Meſſenger. 

Haſt. Now, what News?? 

Meſſ. Weſt of this Foreſt, ſcarcely off a Mile, 
In goodly Form comes on the Enemy: 
And by the Ground they hide, I judge their Number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thouſand. 

Mom. The juſt proportion that we gave them out, 
Let us ſway on, and face them in the Field, 

Enter Weſtmorland, 

York, What well appointed Leader fronts us here? 

Mow, I think it is my Lord of Weſtmorland. 

Weſt, Health and fair Greeting from our General, 
The Prince, Lord Fohn, and Duke of Lancaſter. 

York, Say on, my Lord of Weſtmorland, in peace: 


C.4 What 
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What doth concern your coming ? 
Weft. Then, my Lord, 

Unto your Grace do I in chief addreſs 7 

The ſübſtance of my Speech. If that Rebellion 

Came like it ſelf, in baſe and abject Routs, A 

Led on by bloody Youth, guarded with Rage, 

And countenanc'd by Boys and Beggary: 

I fay, if damn'd Commotion ſo appear 

In his true, native,-and moſt proper ſhape, 

Fou, Reverend Father, and theſe Noble Lords, 

Had not been here to dreſs the ugly form 

Of baſe and bloody Inſurrection, 4 7 

With your fair Honours. You, Lord Archbiſhop, * 

Whole See is by a Civil Peace maincain'd, © 


_ 


' 
Whoſe Beard the Silver Hand of Peace hath touch'd, 
Whoſe Learning and good Letters Peace hath tutor d, ] 
Whoſe white Inveſtments figure Innocence, 5 ] 
The Dove, and very bleſſed Spirit of Peace; 105 ] 
Wherefore do you 9 ill tranſlate your ſelf, . ( 


Ou: of the ſpeech of Peace, that bears ſuch Grace, 
Into the harſh and boiſt rous Tongue of War? \ 
Turning your Books to Graves, your Ink to Blood, \ 
Your Pens to Launces, and your Tongue divine 1 
To a loud Trumpet, and a Point of War? I C 

York, Wherefore do 1 this? So the Queſtion ſtands. : 


If 
Briefly to this end: We are all diſeas d, = 
And, with our ſurfeiting and wanton hours, 55 


Have brought our ſelves into a burning Feaver, O 
And we mult bleed for it: Of which Diſeaſe 3 
Our late King Richard, being infected, dy d. 5 T 
But, my moſt Noble Lord of Weſtmorland, $; A 
1 take not on me here as a Phyſician. of T. 
Nor do I, as an Enemy to Peace, 3 1 
Troop in the —_—_ of military Men: * 
Burt rather ſhew a while like fearful War, he Ce 
To diet rank Minds, ſick of Happineſs, {By Ar 
And purge th obſtructions which begin to ſtop + + Ar 
Our very Veins of Life. Hear me more plainly; _ Ye 
Ei 


I have in equal Ballance juſtly weigh'd, 4.” 
What Wrongs our Arms may do, what Wrongs we ſuffer, Th 
| ns And 
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And find our Griefs heavier th:n our Offences. _ 
We ſee which way the Stream of Time doth run, 
| And are inforc'd from our moſt Quiet there, 
By the rough Torrent of Occaſion, 
And have the ſummary of all our Griefs, 
When time ſhall ſerve, to ſhew in Articles, 
Which long ere this we offer'd to the King, 
And might by no Suit gain our Audience. a 
When we are wrong d and would unfold our Griefs, 
We are deny'd acceſs unto his Perſon, 
Even by thoſe Men that moſt have done us wrong. 
The danger of the Day's but newly gone, 
Whoſe Memory is written on the Earth 
With yet appearing Blood; and the Examples 
Of every minutes inſtance, preſent now, 
Hath put us in theſe ill-beſeeming Arms: 
Not to break Peace, or any Branch of it, 
But to eſtabliſh here a Peace indeed, 
di es both in Name and Quality. 
Weſt. Whenever yet was your Appeal deny d? 
Wherein have you been galled by the King ? 
What Peer hath been ſuborn'd to grate. on you, 
That you ſhould ſeal this lawleſs bloody Book 
Of forg'd Rebellion with a Seal divine? 
York. My Brother General, the Commonwealth 
I make my Quarrel in particular. 
Weſt. There is no need of any ſuch Redreſs; 
Or if there were, it not belongs to you. 
Mow. Why not to him in part, and to us all, 
That feel the bruiſes of the Days before, 
And ſuffer the Condition of theſe Times, 
To lay an heavy and unequal Hand 
Upon our Honours ? 
Weſt. O my good Lord Mowbray, . 
Conſtrue the Times to their Neceſſities, ; 
And you ſhall ſay, indeed, it is the Time, 
And not the King, that doth you Injuries. 
Vet, for your part, it not appears to me, 
Either from the King, or in the preſent Time, 
That you ſhould have an Inch of any Ground 
To build a Grief 0a: Were you not reſtor' d 
Y C's | To 
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To all the Duke of Norfoll's Seignories, 3 
Your noble and right well remembred Fathers? 
Mow. What thing, in Honour, had my Father loft 
That need to be reviv'd and breath'd in me ? 5 
The King that low d him, as the State ſtood then; | 
Was forc'd, perforce compell'd to baniſh him: a 
And then, that Henry Bullingbroke and he 
Being mounted, and both rowſed in their Seats, 
Their neighing Courſers daring of the Spur, 1 
Their armed Staves in charge, their Beavers down, 
Their Eyes of Fire, ſparkling through ſights of Steel, 
And the loud Trumpet blowing them together: 
Then, then, when there was nothing could haye ſtaid 
My Father from the Breaſt of Bullingbroke; E. 
O, when the King did throw his Warder down, 
His own Life hung upon the Staff he threv s, 
Then threw he down himſelf and all their Lives, 
That by Indictment, and by dint of Sword, ; 
Have fince miſcarried under Bullingb oke. 14 
Weſt. Vou ſpeak, Lord Mowbray, now you know not what. 
The Earl of Hereford was reputed then 1 
In England the moſt valiant Gentleman. 5 
Who knows, on whom Fortune would then have ſmil'd ? 
But if your Father had been Victor there, © 
He ne'er had botn it ont of Coventry. 13 
For all the Country, in a general Voice, * 
Cry'd hate upon him; and all their Prayers, and Love, 
Were ſet on Hereford, whom they doted on, 13 
And bleſs d, and grac' d, more than the King himſelf. 
But this is meer digreſſion from my Purpoſe. 125 
Here come l from our Princely General, 62 
To know your Griefs; to tell you from his Grace, 
That he will give you Audience; and wherein 
It ſhall appear, that your Demands are jult, 
You ſhall enjoy them, every thing ſet off . 
That might ſo much as think you Enemies. Wo 
Mow. But he bath forc'd us to compel this Offer; 
And it proceeds from Policy, not Love. PE: 
Ha. Mowbray, you over-ween to take it ſo: | 4 | 
is 
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This Offer comes from Mercy, not from Fear. 
For lo, within a Ken our Army lyes; 
Upon mine Honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of Fear. 
Our Battel is more full of Names than yours, 
Our Men more perfe& in the uſe of Arms, 
Our Armour all as ſtrong, our Cauſe the beſt, * 
Then Reaſon will, our Hearts ſhould be as good. 
Say you not then our Offer is-compell'd, 
Mow. Well, by my Will we ſhall admit no Parley: 
Weſt. That argues but the ſhame of your Offence: 
A rotten Caſe abides no handling. 
Haff. Hath the Prince ＋ a full Commiſſion, 
In very ample Vertue of his Father, | 
To hear, and abſolutely to determine 
Of what Conditions we ſhall ftand upon? 
Weſt. That is intended in the General's Name: 
I muſe you make ſo light a Queſtion. 
York, Then take, my Lord of Weſtmorland, this Schedule, 
For this contains our general Grievances: | 
Each ſeveral Article herein redreſs'd, ; 
All Members of our Cauſe, both here, and hence, 
That are infinewed to this Action, 


Acquitted by a true ſubſtantial Form, 


And preſent Executions of our Wills, 
To us, and to our Purpoſes confin'd, 
We come within our awful Banks again, 
And knit our Powers to the Arm of Peace. 

Weſt. This will I ſhew the General. Pleaſe you, Lords, 
In fight of both our Battels, we may meet 
At either end in Peace; which Heav'n fo frame, 
Or to the place of difference call the Swords, 
Which muſt needs decide it, 

York, My Lord, we will do fo. [Exit Weſt. 

- Mow, There is a thing within my Boſom tells me, 

That n» Conditions of our Peace can ſtand, 

Hoſt, Fear you not that, if we can make our Peace 
Upon ſuch large Terms, and ſo abſolute, 
As our Conditions ſhall intiſt upon, 
Our Peace ſhall ſtand as firm as Rocky Mountains. 

Mow, 
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Mow. Ay, but our Valuation ſhall be ſuch, 
That every ſlight, and falſe-derived Cauſe, 
Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton Reaſon, 
Shall to the King taſte of this Action; | 
That were our Royal Faiths, Martyrs in Love, | 
We ſhall be winnowed with ſo rough a Wind, ml 
That even our Corn ſhall ſeem as light as Chaff, 12 
And good from bad find no partition. 8 . 
York, No, no, my Lord, note this; the King is Weary 
Of dainty, and ſuch picking Grievances: 4K 
For he hath found,. to end one doubt by Death, 
Revives two greater in the Heirs of Life. 
And therefore will he wipe his Tables clean, 
And keep no Tell-tale to his Memory, 
That may repeat, and Hiſtory his Loſs, 9 
To new Remembrance, For full well he knows, 
He cannot ſo preciſely weed this Land, | 
As his — preſent occaſion; 
His Foes are ſo enrooted with his Friends, 
That plucking to unfix an Enemy, 
He doth unfaſten ſo, and ſhake a Friend. f 
So that this Land, like an offenfive Wiſe, 
That hath enrag'd him on, to offer ſtrokes, Fi 
As he is — holds his Infant up, z 
And hangs reſolv'd Correction in the Arm, 
That was uprear'd to Execution, 
HFaſt. Belides, the King hath waſted all his Rods 
On late Offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very Inſtruments of Chaſtiſement: 
So that his Power, like to a Fangleſs Lion, 
May offer, but not hold. | 
| York, Tis very true: 
x And therefore be afſur'd, my good Lord Marſhal, 
| If we do now make our Atonement well, 
4 Our Peace will, like a broken Limb united, 
| Grow ſtronger, for the breaking. 
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1 Mow. Be it ſo. þ I 
Here is return'd my Lord of Weſtmorland, i Bi 
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To meet his Grace, juſt diſtance tween our Armies? 
Mow. Your Grace of York, in Heay'n's Name then for: 
* 
e. Before, and greet his Grace, my Lord, we come. 
| Enter Prince John of Lancaſter. | : 
Lan. You are well encountred here, my Couſin Mowbray z 
Day to you, gentle Lord Arch-Biſhop, 
And ſo to you, Lord Haſtings, and to all. 
My Lord of York, it better ſhew'd with you, 
When that your Flock, aſſembled by the Bell, 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your Expoſition on the holy Text, 
Than now to ſee you here an Iron Man, 
Cheering a rout of Rebels with your Drum; 
Turning the Word to Sword, and Life to Death: 
That Man that fits within a Monarch's Heart, 


And ripens in the Sun-ſhine of his Favour, 


Would he abuſe the Countenance of the King, 
Alack, what Miſchiefs might he ſet abroach, | 
In ſhadow of ſuch Greatneſs? With you, Lord Biſhop; 
It is even ſo. Who hath not heard it ſpoken, 
How deep you were within the Books of Heay'n? 
0 us, the Speaker in his Parliament: 

o us, th' imagin'd Voice of Heav'n it ſelf; 
The very Opener, and Intelligencer 
Between the Grace, the Sanctities of Heav'n, 
And our dull workings. O, who ſhall believe, 
But you miſuſe the reverence of your Place, 
Employ the Countenance and Grace of Heay'n, 
As a falſe Favourite doth his Prince's Name, 
In Deeds diſhonourable? You have taken up, 
Under the counterteited Zeal of Heay'n, 
The Subjects of Heayv'n's Subſtitute, my Father, 
And both againſt the Peace of Heay'n, and him, 
Have here up-ſwarmed them. 

York, Good my Lord of Lancaſter, 
I] am not here againſt your Father's Peace: 
But, as I told my Lord of Weſtmorland, 
The Time, miſ- order d, doth in common Senſe 
Crowd us, and cruſh us, to this monſtrous Form, 


0 | 
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To hold our ſafety up. I ſent your Grace 
The Parcels arid Particulars of our Grief, | 
The which hath been with Scorn ſhov d from the Court + 
Whereon this Hydra-Sori of War is born, FEI. 
Whoſe dangerous Eyes may well be charm'd aſleep, 
With grant of our moſt juſt and right Delire; 
And true Obedience, of this Madneſs cur'd, 
Stoop tamely to the Foot of Majeſty. 
Mow. If not, we ready are to try our Fortunes 
To the laſt Man. | 
Haſt. And though we here fall down, 
We have Supplies to ſecond our Attempt : 
If they miſcarry, theirs ſhall ſecond them. 
And fo, ſucceſs of Miſchief ſhall be born, 
And Heir from Heir ſhall hold this Quarrel up, 
Whiles England ſhall have Generation. 


Lan. You are too ſhallow, Haſtmgs, much too ſhallow, þ 


To ſound the bottom of the After-umes. 
Weſt. Pleaſeth your Grace, to anſwer them directly, 


How far-forth you do like their Articles? 

Lan. I like them all, and do allow them well: 
And ſwear here, by the Honour of my Blood, 
My Father's Purpoſes have been miſtoox, 

And ſome, about him, have too laviſhly 
 Wreſted his Meaning and Authority. 

My Lord, theſe Griefs ſhall be with ſpeed redreſt; 
Upon my Life, they ſhall. If this may pleaſe you, 
Diſcharge your Powers unto their — Counties, 
As we will ours; and here between the Armies, 
Let's drink together friendly, and embrace, 

That all their Eyes may bear thoſe Tokens home, 


Of our reſtored Love and Amity. 

York. I take your Princely word, for theſe Redreſſes. 
Lan, I give it you, and will maintain my word; 

And thereupon I drink unto your Grace. | 
Haſt. Go Captain, and deliver to the Army 

This News of Peace; let them have Pay, and part: 


I know it will well pleaſe them, 


Hie thee, Captain. (Er Colevile, 
: York, 


E 
S 


* 


E. 


And let our Army be diſcharged too. Eis well, 
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Tork. To you, my noble Lord of Weflmorland. 
We. I pl Gracez | 
And if 2 kate — pains I have below d, 
To breed this preſent Peace, 
You would drink freely; but my Love to ye 
Shall ſhew it ſelf more _ hereafter. 
York. 1 do not doubt you 
Weſt. 1 am glad of it. 
Health to my Lord, and gentle Couſin Mowbray. 
Mow, You wiſh me Health in very happy Scaſon}- 
For I am on the ſudden ſomething itt. 
York. Againſt ill Chances Men are ever merry, 
But Heavineſs fore- runs the good Event. 
Weſt. Therefore be merry Coz, fince ſudden Sorrow 
Serves to ſay thus; ſome good thing comes to Morrow. 
York. Believe me, I am paſſing light in Spirit. 
Mow. So much the worſe, if your oven Rule be true; 
9 word of Peace is render d; hark how they 
t | 
Mow. This had been chearful after victory. 
York. A Peace is of the Nature of a Conqueſt; 


Tor then both Parties nobly are ſubdu d, 
And neither Party Loſer... 


Lan. Go, my Lord, 


And, good my Lord, ſo pleaſe you; let our Trains | 
March by us, that we may peruſe the Men 
We ſhould have cop'd withal. 101 

Tork. Go, good Lord Haſtings : * gr 


And ere they be diſmiſs d, let them march by. Ex. Hall; 


Lan, I truſt, Lords, we ſhall to Night lye together. 
Enter Weſtmorland. 

Novy Coufin, where fore ſtands our Army till? 

Haft. The Leaders, having Charge from you to b 
Will not go off until they hear you ſpeak. 

Lan, They know their Duties. 

Enter Haſtings, 
Haſt. Our Army is diſpers d: 


| Like Youthful Steers unyoak d, they took their Courſs 


Eaſt, Weſt, Nortb, South: Or like a School broke up, 1 
Eac 
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Each hurries towards his Home, and ſporting Place? . 

Weſt Good Tidings, my Lord Haſtings, for the which dit 
I do arreſt thee, Traitor, of high Treaſon: rof 
And you Lord Arch-biſhop, and you Lord Mowbray, He 


Of Capital Treaſon, I attach you both. 
Mom. Is this Proceeding juſt and honcurable ? = | 
Weſt. Is your Aſſembly ſo? | Ca 


York. Will you thus break your Faith? Ne 
Lan. fone ou none: W! 
I promis d you Redreſs of theſe ſame Grievances Th 
Whereof you did complain; which by mine Honour; On 


will perform,: with a 'moſt. Chriſtian Care. 
But for you, Rebels, look to tafte the Due 
Meet for Rebellion, and ſuch Acts as yours. 
Moſt ſhallowly did you theſe Arms commence, 


Fondly brought here, and fooliſhly ſent hence, diti 
Strike up our Drums, purſue the ſcatter d ſtray, eſt 
Heay'n, and not we, have ſafely fought to Day. pot 
Some guard theſe Traitors to the Block of Death, pur 
Treaſons true Bed, and Yielder up of Breath. {Execan2. Dal 
Enter Falſtafl and Colevile. wh 
Fal. What's your Name, Sir? Of what. Condition are ly f 
you? And of what Place, I pray? - | and 
Cole, I am a Knight, Sir: 1 
And my Name is Colevile of the Dale. vin; 
Fal. Well then, Colevile is your Name, a Knight is your ] 


Degree, and your Place, the Dale. Colevile ſhall ftill be I be 
your Name, a Traitor your Degree, and the Dungeon day 
your Place, a place deep enough: So ſhall you ſtill be Cole- Ball 
vile of the Dale. kiſſi 

Cole. Are not you Sir ohm Falſtaff? you 

Fal. As good a Man as he, Sir, who Cer I am: Do ye the 
yield, Sir, or ſhall I ſweat for you? If I do ſweat, they Moc 
are the drops of thy Lovers. and they weep for thy Death, Pins 
therefore row ze up Fear and Trembling, and do obſer- there 


vance to my Mercy, | | | I 
Cole. I think you are Sir Fohn Falſtaff, and in that E. 
thought yield me. 2 L. 
Fal. I have a whole School of Tongues in this Belly of Fe 
al ſpeaks any other | me 


mine, and not a Tongue of them 


| word 
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word but my Name: And I had but a Belly of any ins 
differency, I were ſimply the moſt active Fellow in Eu- 
rope: My Womb. my Womb, my Womb undoes me. 
Here comes our . 
Enter Prince John of Lancaſter, and Weſtmorland. 

Lan. The Heat is paſt, follow no farther now, 
Call in the Powers, good Couſin Weſtmorland. [ Exit Weſt, 
Now Falſtaff, where have you been all this while? 
When every thing is ended, then you come. 
Theſe tardy Tricks of yours will, on my Life, 
One time or other, break ſome Gallow's Back. | 

Fal. I would be ſorry, my Lord, but it fhould be thus: 
I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was the Reward 
of Valour. Do you think me a Swallow, an Arrow, or 
a Bullet? Have I, in my poor and old Motion, the expe- 
dition of Thought? I ſpeeded hither with the very extream- 
eſt Inch of Poſſibility. I have foundred nineſcore and odd 
Poſts: And here, Travel-tainted as J am, have, in my 
pure and immaculate Valour, taken Sir John Colevile of the 
Dale, a moſt furious Knight, and valorous Enemy : But 
what of that? He ſaw me, and yielded; that I may juſt- 
ly fay, with the hook-nos'd Fellow of Rowe, I came, ſaw, 
and overcame. | 


Lan. It was more of his Courteſie, than your Deſer- 


ving. | 

Bal I know not; here he is, and here I yield him; and 
I beſeech your Grace, let it be book'd with the reſt of this 
days Deeds; or, 1 ſwear, I will have it in a particular 
Ballad, with mine own Picture on the top of it, Colevile 


killing my Foot: To the which courſe, if I be enforc'd, if 


you do not all ſhew like gilt tewo- pences to me; and I. in 
the clear Sky of Fame, o'er-ſhine you as much as the full 
Moon doth the Cynders of the Element, which ſhew like 
Pins Heads to her, believe not the word of the Noble; 
therefore let me have right, and let Deſert mount: 

Lan. Thine's too heavy to mount. 

Tal. Let it ſhine then. 

Lan. Thine's too thick to ſhine. 
Fal. Let it do ſomething, my good Lord, that may do 
me good, and call it what you WII. 

0 | Lax. 
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Lan. Is thy Name Colevile? 
Cole. It is, my Lord. 
Lan. A famous Rebel art thou, Colevile. 
Fal. And a famous true Subject took him. 
Cole, I am, my Lord, but as my Betters are, 
That led me hither; had they been rul'd by me, 
You ſhould have won them dearer than you have. 
Fal. I know not how they ſold themſelves; but thou, 
like a kind Fellow, gay'ſt thy ſelf away; and I thank thee, 


for thee, 
| Enter Weſtmorland. 

Zan. Have you left Purſuic? 

Weſt. Retreat is made, and. Execution ſtay'd, 

Lan. Send Colevile, with his Confederates, 
To Tork, to preſent Execution. 
Blunt, lead him hence, and fee you guard him ſure. 

| [Exit Colevile, 

And now diſpatch we toward the Court, my Lords; 
I hear the King, my Father, is ſore ſick: 
Our News ſhall go before us to his Majeſty, 
Which, Couſin, you ſhall. bear, to comfort him: 
And we with ſober ſpeed will follow you. W457 

Fal. My Lord, I beſeech you, give me leave to go thro 


Glouceſterſhire; and when you come to Court, ſtand my 


good Lord, pray, in your good report. | 

Lan. Fare you well, Falſtaff; I, in my condition, 
Shall better ſpeak of you, than you deſerve. 

Fal. I would you had but the Wit; twere better than 
your Dukedome. Good faith, this ſame young ſober- 

ooded Boy doth not love me, nor a Man cannot make 
him laugh; but that's no marvel, he drinks no Wine. There's 
never any of theſe demure Boys come to any proof; for thin 
Drink doth ſo over · cool their Blood, and making many Fiſh- 
Meals, that they fall into a kind of Male Green · ſickneſs; and 
then. when they marry, they get Wenches. They are ge- 


arry 5 
nerally Fools, and Cowards; which ſome of us ſhould be 
too, but for inflammation. A good Sherris-Sack hath atwo- 
fold Operation in it; it aſcends me into the Brain, dries me 
there all the fooliſh, and dull, and crudy Vapours, which 
environ it; makes it apprehenſive, quick, forgetive, _ 
r | nimble, 


[ Exit. 
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nimble, fiery, and delectable Shapes; which deli ver d o'er 
to the Voice, the Tongue, which is the Birth, becomes 
excellent Wit. The ſecond property ef your excellent 
Sherris, is, the warming of the Blood; which before, 
cold and ſettled, left the Liver white and pale; which is 
the Badge of Puſillanimity, and Cowardice ; but the Sher- 
ris warms it, and makes it courſe from the inwards, to 
the Parts extreme; it illuminateth the Face, which, as a 
Beacon, gives warning to all the reft of this little King- 
dom, Man, to arm; and then the Vital Commoners, and 
inland petty Spirits, muſter me all to their Captain, the 
Heart; who great, and puft up with his Retinue, doth 
any Deed of Courage; and this Valour comes of Sherris: 
$0 that Skill in the Weapon is nothing, without Sack, for 
that ſets it a work; and Learning a meer Hoard of Gold, 
kept by a Devil, till Sack commences it, and ſets it in 
Act, and uſe, Hereof comes it, that Prince Harry is va- 
lant; for the cold Blood he did naturally inherit of his 
Father, he hath, like lean, fteril, and bare Land, manu- 
red, husbanded, and tili'd, with excellent endeavour of 
drinking good and good ſtore of fertil Sherris, that fe is 
become very hot, and valiant. If I had a thouſand Sons, 
the firſt Principle I would teach them, ſhould be to for- 
ſwear thin Potations, and to addict themſelves to Sack. 
| Enter Bardolph. 

How now, Bardolph ? | 

Bard. The Army is diſcharged all, and gone. 

Fal. Let them go; I'll through Gloceſterſhire, and there 
will I vifit Maſter Robert Shallow, Eſquire: I have him al- 
ready tempering between my Finger and my Thumb, 
and ſhortly will I ſeal with him. Come away. [Exemh. 


SCENE IL 


Enter King Henry, Warwick, Clarence, and Glouceſte] 


K. Henry. Now Lords, if Heav'n doth give ſucceſsful end 
To this Debate that bleedeth at our Doors, | 
We will our Youth lead on to higher Fields, 


"> And 


68 The Second Part off | 


And draw no Swords. but what are ſanctify d. 

Our Navy is addreſs'd, our Power collected, 

Our Subſtitutes. in abſence, well inveſted, 
And every thing lyes level to our wiſh: 

Only we want a little perſonal Strength: 

And pawſe us, till theſe Rebels, now a · foot, 

Come underneath the Voak of Government. 


Mar. Both which we doubt not, but your Majeſty | fl 


Shall ſoon enjoy. | Soi 
R. Henry Humphry, my Son of Glouceſter, where is the 
Prince your Brother? 
Glo. I think he's gone to hunt. my Lord, at Windfor.. 
K. Henry, And how accompanied? 
Glo. I do not know, my Lord. i 
K. Henry. Is not his Brother, Thomas of Clarence, with him? 
Glo. No, my good Lord, he is in Preſence here. : 
Clay. What would my Lord and Father? 2 
K. Henry, Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of Clarence, 
How chance thou art not with the Prince, thy Brother? 
He Jovcs thee, and thou do'ſt negle& him, Thomas; 
Thou Hiſt a better place in his Affection 
Than all thy Brothers: Cheriſh it, my Boy, 
And Noble Offices thou may'f effect 
Of Mediation, after I am dead, 
Between his Greatneſs, and thy other Brethren. 
Therefore omit him not; blunt not his Love, 
Nor loſe the good Advantage of his Grace, 
By ſeeming cold or careleſs of his Will 
For he is gracious if he be obſerv'd: 
He hath a Tear for Pity, and a Hand 
Open as Day, for melting Charity : 
Yet notwithſtanding, being incens'd, he's Flint, 
.humorous as Winter, and as ſudden 
As Flaws ＋ in the Spring of Day. 
His Temper therefore muſt be well obſerv'd: 
. Chide him for faults, and do it reverently, 
When you perceive his Blood inclin'd to Mirth: 
But being moody, give him line and ſcope, 
Tl that his Paſſions, like a Whale on ground, 


Wu 
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Confound themſelves with working Learn this, Thomas: 
And thou ſhalt prove a Shelter to thy Friends, 
A Hoop of Gold to bind thy Brothers in: 
That the united Veſſel of their Blood, © 
Mingled with Venom of Sugg: tion, 
As force, perforce, the will pour it in, 
Shall never leak, though it do work as ſtrong 
As Aconitum, or raſh Gun-powder. 
Clar I ſhall obſerve him with all care and dove. 
K. Henry. Why art thou not at Wimdſor with him, Thomas? 
Clar. He is not there to day; be dines in London. 
K. Henry. And how accompanied? Can'ſt thou tell that? 
Clay. With Poins, and other his continual Followers. 
K. Henry. Moſt ſubject is the fatteſt Soil to Weeds; 
And He, the Noble Image of my Youth, 
Is over-ſpread with them; therefore my Grief 
Stretches it ſelf beyond the Hour of Death, 
The Blood weeps from my Heart, when 1 do ſhape; 
In forms imaginary, th unguided Days, 
And rotten Times, that you ſhall look upon, | 
When I am ſleeping with my Anceſtors. 
For when his head-ſtrong Riot hath no Curb, 
When Rage and hot Blood are his Counſellors, 
When Means and laviſh Manners meet * f 
Oh, with what Wings ſhall his Affection fly 
Tow'rds fronting Peril, and oppos d decay? | 
War. My gracious Lord, you look beyond him quite: 
The 17 — but — his f mpanions, : 
Like a tran 0 wherein, to gain the Language; 
'Tis * = moſt immodeſt — 
Be look d upon, and learn d; which once attain'd, 
Your Highneſs knows, comes to no farther uſe, 
But to be known, and hated. So, like groſs terms, 
The Prince will, in the per fectneſs of time, 
Caſt off his Followers; and their Memory 
Shall as a Pattern, or a Meaſure live, 
By which his Grace muſt mete the lives of others, 
Turning paſt Evils to advantages. | 
K. Henry. 'Tis ſel dom, when the Bee doth leave her Comb 
In the .dead Carrion, 


Enter 
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| Enter Weſtmorland. packs | q | 

Who's here? Weſtmorland? ' 
Weſt, Health to my Soveraign, and new e Happineſs 
Added to that, that-I am to deliver. 
Prince Jom, your Son, doth kiſs your Grace's Hand: 
Mowbray, the Biſhop, Scroop, Haſtings, and all, 
Are brought to the Correction o 1 Law; . 
There is not now a Rebel's Sword unſneath d, 
But Peace puts forth her Olive every where: 15 
The manner how this Action hath been born, 
Here, at more leifure, may your Highneſs read, 
With every courfe, in his Particular. 4 

R. Henry. O Weſtmorland, thou art a Sun mer Bird, 
Which ever, in the haunch of Winter, fings 
The lifting up of Day. 55 

| Enter Harecourt, =; 

Look, here's more News. 

Hare. From Enemies Heav'n keep your 
And when = ſtand againſt you, may t 


a” 
As thoſe that J am come to tell you of. | 
The Earl Northumberland, and the Lord ardelf, 
With a great Power of Engliſh, and of Scots, = 
Are by the Sheriff of York: ſhire overthrown: 1: 
The manner, and true order of the Fight, 
This Packet, ple iſe it you, contains at large. 
K. Henry. And wherefore ſnould theſe good News | 
make me fick? Dl 
Will Fortune never come with both hands full, I 
But write her fair words till in fouleſt Letters? 
She either gives a Stomach, and no Food, 5 
Such are the Poor, in health; or elſe a Feaſt, 
And takes away the Stomach; ſuch are the Ricky, 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. | 
I ſhould rejoice now at this happy News, a 
And now my Sight fails, and my Brain is g' r 
O me, come near ine, now I am much ill. 
Glo. Comfort your Majeſty. = 
Cla. Oh, my Royal Father, Us 


Weſt. My Soveraign Lord, chear up your ſelf, 6 bk up. 
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War. Be patient, Princes; you do know, theſe Fits 
Are with his Highneſs very ordinary. 
Stand from him, give him Air: 
He'll ſtraight be well. | 
Cla. No, no, he cannot long hold out; theſe Pangs, 
Th' inceſſant Care, and labour of his Mind, 
Hath wrought the Mure, that ſhould confine it in, 


So thin, that Life looks through, and will break out. 


Glo. The People fear me; tor they do ob{grve 
Unfather'd Heirs, and loathly Births of Nature: 
The Scaſons change their Manners, as the Year 

Months aſleep, and leap'd them over. 
4. The River hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between; 
And the old Folk, Time's doating Chronicles, 
Say it did fo, a little time before 
That our Grand- fire Edward ſick d, and dy'd. 

War. Speak lower, Princes, for the King recovers. 

Glo. This Apoplexy will, certain, be his end. 

K. Henry. I pray you take me up, and bear me hence 
Into ſome other Chamber: ſoftly, *pray. 

Let there be no noiſe made, my gentle Friends, 
Unleſs ſome dull and favourable hand 
Will whiſper Muſick to my weary Spirit. 

War. Call for the Muſick in the other Room. 

X Henry. Set me the Crown upon my Pillow here, 

Cla. His Eye is hollow, and he changes much, 

War. Leſs noiſe, leſs noiſe. 

f Enter Prince Henry. 

P. Henry. Who ſaw the Duke of Clarence? 

Cla. 1 am here, Brother, full of heavineſs. | 
P. Henry. How now; Rain within Doors, and none a- 
broad? How doth the King? 

Glo. Exceeding ill. 

F. Henry. Heard he the gcod News yet? 
Tell it him. 

Glo. He alter'd much, upon the hearing it. 

F. Henry. If he be fick with Joy, 

He'll recover without Phyſick. | 

War. Not ſo much noiſe, my Lords, 

Sweet Prince, {peak low. 
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The King, Father, is diſpos'd to ſleep. = 4 j 

? Cla. 1 into the other Rom. 
War. Wilt pleaſe your Grace to go along with us? 
P. Henry. No; 1 will fit, and watch here by the King. 


[Exeunt all but P. Henry, 


Why doth the Crown lye there, upon his Pillow, 
* ſo troubleſome a Bed- fellow? 2 
O poliſh'd Perturbation! Golden Care! . = 
That keep'ff the Ports of Slumber open wide 
To many a watchful Night: Sleep with it now, 
Yet not ſo ſound, and half ſo deeply ſweet, 
As he whoſe Brow, with homely Biggen bound. 
Snores out the Watch of Night. © Majeſty! _ 
When thou doſt pinch thy Bearer, thou doll nie 
Like a rich Armor, worn in heat of day, Ny 
That ſcald't with ſafety ; by his Gates of Breath 
There lyes a downy Feather, which ſtirs not: 

Perforce muſt moye. My gracious Lord! my Father! 
This Sleep is ſound indeed; this is a Sleep, 
That from this Golden Rigol hath divorc'd a 
So many Engliſh Kings. Thy due from me, _ 
Is Tears, and heavy Sorrows of the Blood, I 


Which Nature, Love, and filial Tenderneſs ©. 
Shall, O dear Father, pay thee plenteouſly. 25 


ich, as immediate from thy place, and blood, 


= due, from thee, is this Imperial Crown, ha 
W $ 
Lo, here it fits, 15 


Derives it ſelf to me. 


Which Heay'n ſhall guard: And put the World 's whole 
.  ftrength | 0 - 
Into one Gyant Arm, it ſhall not force — 


This Lineal Honour from me. This from thee, 
Will I to mine leave, as tis lef to me. Exit. 
Euter Warwick, Glouceſter, and Clarence, 
R. Henry. Warwick! Glouceſter! Clarence! : 
Cla. Doth the King call? BEE 
War. What would your Majeſty? how fares your Grace? 
K. Henry. Why did you leave me here alone, my Lords? 
Cla. We left the Prince, my Brother, here, my Liege; 
Who undertook to ſit and watch by you. 1 
X. Henry 
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K Henry The Prince of Wales! where is he ? let me ſee him. 
War. The door is open, he is gone this way. 


Glo. He came not through the Chamber where we ftaid. 
k. Henry. Where is the Crown? whotookit from my 


Pillow? 
War. When we with- drew, my Liege, we left it here. 
R. Henry. The Prince hath ta en it hence: 8 


Go ſeek him out. 
Is he fo haſty, that he doth ſupfoſe | 
My ſleep, my death? Find him, my Lord of Warwick, 
Chide him hither; this part of his conjoins : 
With my Diſeaſe, and helps to end me. 
See, Sons, what things you are: 
How quickly Nature falls into revolt, 
When Gold bed her Object? 
For this, the fooliſh over- careful Fathers 
Have broke their {leeps with Thought, 
Their brains with Care, their bones with Induſtry. . - 
For this, they have engroſſed and pil'd up 7 
The canker heaps of ſtrange-atchieved Gold: 
For this, they have been thoughtful to inveſt 
Their Sons with Art, and Martial Exerciſes: 
When, like the Bee, culling from every Flower 
The virtuous Sweets, our Thighs packt with Wax, 
Our Mouths with Honey, we bring it to the Hive; 
And like the Bees, are murthered for our Pains. 
This bitter taſte yield his Engroſs ments 
To the ending Father, 
Enter Warwick. 
Now where is he, that will not ſtay ſo long, | | 
Till his Friend, Sickneſs, hath determin'd me? 
Har. My Lord, I found the Prince in the next Room, | 
Waſhing with kindly Tears his gentle Cheeks, * 
With ſuch a deep demeanour, in great Sorrow, 3 | 
That Tyranny, which never quafft but Blood, 
Would, by beholding him, have waſh'd his Knife 
With gentle Eye-drops. He is coming hither. | 
K. Henry. But wherefore did he take away the Crown? 
Enter Prince Henry. 
Lo, where he comes. Come hither to me, Ea vj. 
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Depart the Chamber, leave us here alone. [Exit. 
. Henry- | never thought to hear you ſpeak. again. 
k. Henry, Thy wiſh was Father, Harry, to that thought: 
I ny too long by thee, 1 weary thee, f 
'Do'ſt thou ſo hunger for my empty Chair, . 
That thou wilt needs inveſt thee with my Honours, 
Before thy Hour be ripe? O fooliſh Youth! . _ 
Thou ſeek'ft the Greatneſs, that will over-whelm thee; 
| Stay but a little; for my Cloud of Dignity „ 
Is held from falling. with ſo weak a wind, 4 
That it will quickly drop; of Day is dim 8 
Thou haſtftoln that, which after ſome few hours 
| ine, without offence; and at my death 
Thou haſt ſeal'd up my Expectation. 
Thy Life did manifeſt, thou lov'dſt me not, 
And thou wilt have me die afſur'd of it. 9 4 
Thou hid'ſt a thouſand Daggers in thy Thoughts. 
hich thou haſt whetted on thy ſtony Heart, py 
o ſtab at half an hour of my frail Lite. pt: 
What! can'ſt thou not forbear me half an hour? Y 
Then get thee gone, and dig my Grave thy ſelf, K 
And bid the 25 Bells ring to thy ear. 5 / 
That thou art Crowned, not that I am dead; == 1 
C 
A 
T 


Let all the Tears, that ſhould bedew my Herſe, +» 
Be drops of Balm, to ſanctifie thy Head: 11 


nly compound me with forgotten duſ;;, 
Give that, which gave thee Life, unto the Worms: C 
Pluck down my Officers, break my Decrees: — _ (/ 
For now a time is come, to mock at Form. 15 11 
Henry the Fifth is Crown'd; Up Vanity, 5 At 
Down Royal State: All you ſage Counſellors hence: Ha 
And to the Engliſh Court, aſſemble now . TI 
From ev'ry Region, Apes of Idleneſs. . + Or 
Now Neighbout-Confinee, purge you of your-Scum; Pre 
Have you a Ruffian that will twear?.drink? dance“ But 
Revel the Night? rob? murder? and commit Hat 
The oldeſt fins, the nevreſt kind of was? Thu 
Be happy, he will trouble you no more? 2 Acc 
England ſhall double gild his trebble guilt, 5 o 
England (all give him Office, Honour, Might; Tha 
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For the Fifth Harry, from curb'd Licence plucks 
The muzzle of Reſtraint, and the wild Dog 
Shall fleſh his Tooth in every Innocent. 
O my poor Kingdom, fick with civil Blows, 
When that my Care could not with-hold thy Riots, 
What wilt thou. do, when Riot is thy Care? 
O, thou wilt be a Wilderneſs again, 
Peopled with Wolves, thy old Inhabitants, 

P. Henry. O pardon me, my Liege, [Kneeling. 
But for my Tears, 
The moſt Impediments unto my Speech, 
I had fore-ftall'd this dear and deep Rebuke, 
Ere you, with Grief, had ſpoke, and I had heard 
The courſe of it ſo far. There is your Crown, 
And he that wears the Crown immortally, 
Long guard it yours; if I affe& it more, 
Than as your Honour, and as your Renown, 
Let me no more from this Obedience riſe, 
Which my molt true and inward dutious Spirit 
Teacheth this proſtrate and exterior bending. 
Heav'n witneſs with me, when I here came in, 
And found no courſe of Breath within your Majefty, 
How cold it ſtruck my Heart. If I do feign, 
O let me, in my prefent wildneſs, die, 
And never live, to ſhew th incredulous World, 
The noble change that I have purpoſed. 
Coming to look on you, thinking you dead, 
(And dead almoſt, my Liege, to think you were) 
{ ſpake unto the Crown, as having lens 
Aud thus upbraided it. The care on thee dependi 
Hath fed 8 the Body of my Father, * 
Therefore, thou beſt of Gold art worſt of Gold, 
Ocher, leſs fine in Carrat, is more precious, 
Preſerving Life, in Med cine potable: 
But thou, moſt fine, moſt honour d, moſt renown'd, 
Haſt eat the Bearer up, | | 
Thus, my Royal Liege, "bbs 
Acculing it, I pat it on my Head, 
To ry = it, as with an Enemy, 
That had before my Face murder d my Father, 
D 2 The 
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The Quarrel of a true Inheritor: _.__. 3: 4s 
But if it did infect my Blood with Joy, Br 
Or ſwell my Thoughts to any train of Pride, | 
If any Rebel, or vain Spirit of mine, . 


Did, with the leaſt Affection of a Welcome, 1 
Gixre entertainment to the might of it, 
Let Heay'n for ever keep it from my Head, 
And make me as the pooreſt Vaſlal is, | #21 
That doth with Awe and Terror kneel to it. *y 
K. Henry. O my Son! | | % _ i; 
Heav'n put it in thy mind to take it hence, 5 


That thou might ſt join the more thy Father's Love, 
Pleading ſo wiſely, in excuſe of it. | 
Come hither Harry, fit thou by my Bed, 2 
And hear, I think, the very lateſt Counſel i 
That ever I ſhall breath. _Heay'n knows, my Son, 
By what by-paths, and indirect crook'd-yrays _ 1s 
I met this Crown; and I my ſelf know = 515 1 8 
How troubleſome it ſate upon my Head. wo 
To thee, it fhall deſcend with better Quiet, 


Better Opinion, better Confirmation : m_ 
For all the Soil of the Atchievement goes 

With me, into the Earth. It ſeem'd in me, 

But as an Honour ſnatch'd with boiſt'rous Hand, 
And I had many living to upbraid | 

My gain of it, by their Aſſiſtances, ; 
Which daily grew to Quarrel, and to Blood-ſhed, 
Wounding ſuppoſed Peace. All theſe bold Fears, 
Thou ſeeſt, with peril, I have anſwered: | 
For all my Reign hath been but as a Scene FS 
Acting that Argument. And now my Death 77 | 
Changes the Mode: For what in me was purchas'd, 
Falls upon thee, in a more fairer ſort. 

So thou the Garland wear ſt ſucceſſively; | 
Yet, though thou ftand*ſt more ſure, than I could do; 
Thou art not firm enough, fince Griefs are green: 
And all thy Friends, which thou muſt make thy Friends 
Have but their Stings, and Teeth, newly ta'en out; 
By whoſe fell working, I was firſt advanc'd, 5 
And by whoſe Power, I well might lodge a Fear 
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To be again diſplacd. Which to avoid, 
I cut them off, and had a purpoſe now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land; 


Left Reſt, and lying ſtill, might make them look. 


Too near unto my State. Therefore, my Harry, 

Be it thy Courſe to buſie giddy Minds 

With Foreign Quarrels ; that Action, hence born out, 
May wafte'the Memory of the former Days. 

More would I, but my Lungs are waſted ſo, 


That ſtrength of Speech is utterly deny d me. 


How I came by the Crown, O Heaven forgive: 

And grant it may, with thee, in true Peace live. 
P. Henry. My gracious Liege, 

You won it, wore it, kept it, gave it me; 

Then plain and right muſt my Poſſeſſion be ; 

Which I, with more, than with a common Pain, 

Gainſt all the World, will rightfully maintain. 
Euter Lord John of Lancaſter and Warwick. 
K. Henry. Look, look, | 


Here comes my Fohn of Lancaſter. 
| Lan. Health, Peace and Happineſs 


But Health, alack, with youthful Wings is flown 
From this bare, wither'd Trunk. Upon thy fight 
My worldly Bufineſs makes a Period, 
Where is my Lord of Warwick ? 

P. Henry. My Lord of Warwick. 

R. Henry. Doth any Name particular belong 
Unto the Lodging, where I firſt did ſwoon? 
Mar. Tis call'd Feruſalem, my noble Lord. 

K Hemy. Laud be to Heav'n: 
Even there my Life muſt end. 
It hath been propheſy d to me many Years, 

I ſhould not die but in Feruſalem: | 

Which, vainly, I ſuppos'd the Hol Land. 

But bear me to that Chamber, there 1'l] lye: 

In that Feruſalem, ſhall Harry die. [Exemnt, 
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ACT v. SCENE L © 
Enter Shallow, Silence, Falſtaff, Bardolph, Page, and Day: 


Shal. N Cock and Prey " ſhall not away 16 Mighty) 


What, Davy, 2 | 85 
Fal. You muſt excuſe — Maſter Robert Shallow. © 
Shal. 1 will not excuſe you: You ſhall not be excuſed. 
Excuſes ſhall not be admitted: There is no Excuſe ſhall fr: 
You ſhall not be excus'd. 
Sha W Davy, | let me (al; 
Shal. Da et me ſee, Davy, let me ; 
William, Cook, bid him come hither —— oy, te you ſhall 
not be excusd, 
Davy. Marry, Sir, thus: Thoſe Precepts cannot be ferv'd; 
and again, Sir, ſhall we ſow the head-land with Wheat? 
Shal. With read Wheat, Dav wy, But, for William, Cook; 
are there no young Pidgeons? 


Davy. Yea, Sir. Z 


. 
5 ; 
web - 


Here is now the Smith's Note for Shooing, 


And Plough-Irons, 


, nb _—_ be caſt, and paid Sir Fohn, you ſhall not 
excus 
Davy. Sir, a new link to the Bucket muſt needs be bad. 
And, Sir, do you mean to ſtop any of Milliam's Wages about 
the Sack he fot the other day at Hinckley Fair? 
Shal. He ſhall anſwer it. 
Some Pigeons, Davy, a couple of ſhort-legg'd Hens; a joint 
of Muttoff, and any pretty little tiny Kickſhaws, tell Wit 
liam Cook. 55 
Davy. Doth the Man of War ſtay all Night, Sir? : 
Shal. Yes, Davy. 2 
I will uſe him well. A Friend i'th' Court is better than a 
Penny in Purſe. Uſe his Men well, Davy, for they are arrant 
Knaves, and will back-bite, 
No worſe than 22805 are bitten, Sir; for they hand 
Bous foul Linnen. 
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Shal. Well conceited, Davy. About thy buſineſs, Davy. 

Davy. Bering +5 Sir, 

To countenance William Viſer of Woncot, againſt Clement 
Perkes of the Hill. 

Shal. There are many Complaints, Davy, againſt tha: 
Viſor, that Viſor is an arrant Knave, on my Knowledge. 

Davy. I grant your Worſhip that he is a Knave, Sir; but 
yet, Heay'n forbid, Sir, but a Knave ſhould have ſome coun- 
tenance at his Friends requeſt. An honeſt Man, Sir, is able 
to ſpeak for himſelf, when a Knave is not. I have ſerv'd your 
Worſhip truly, Sir, theſe eight Years; and if I cannot once 
or twice in a Quarter bear out a Knave againſt an honeſt 
Man, I have but a very little credit with your Worſhip. 
The Knave is mine honeſt Friend, Sir, therefore, I be- 
leech your Worſhip, let him be countenanc'd. 

- Shal. Go too, l 

i ſay he ſhall have no Wrong: Look about, Davy. 

Where are you, Sir Jahn! Come, off with your Boots. 
Give me your Hand, Maſter Bardolph. 

Bard, J am glad to ſee your Worſhip. 

Shal. I thank thee, with all my Heart, kind Maſter Bay. 
doith, and welcome, my tall Fellow : [To the Page. 
Come, Sir John. p 

Fal. IIl follow you, good Maſter Robert Shallow. Bar- 
dolph, look to our Horſes, If I were ſaw'd into Quanti- 
ties, I ſhould make four dozen of ſuch bearded Hermites 
Staves, as Maſter Shallow, It is a wonderful thing to ſee - 
the ſemblable Coherence of his Mens Spirits and his: 
They, by obſerving of him, to bear themſelves like fool- 
iſh Juſtices: He, by converſing with them, is turn'd in- 
to a Juſtice-like Servingman. Their Spirits are ſo mar- 
ried in Conjunction with the Participation of Society, 
that they flock together in conſent like ſo many Will 
Geeſe, If I had a Suit to Maſter Shallow, I would hu- 
mour his Men w.th the imputation of being near their 
Maſter. If to his Men, I would curry with Maſter Shal- 
low, that no Man could better Con. mand his Servants. 
It is certain, that either wiſe bearing or ignorant Car- 
riage is caught, as Men take Diſeaſes, one of another: There. 
fore let Men take heed of their Company. I will deviſe 
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Matter enough out of this Shallow to keep Prince Henry in 
continual Laughter, the wearing out of fix Faſhions, which 


is four Terms, or two Actions, and he ſhall laugh with In- 


tervallums. O, it is much that a Lie with a {light Oath, 
and a Jeſt with a ſad Brow, will do with a Fellow that ne- 
ver had the Ache in his Shoulders. O you ſhall ſee him 


laugh, till his Face be like a wet Cloak ill laid up. 
Shal. Sir John. bs, 


Fal. I come, Maſter Shallow; 1 eome, Maſter Shallow, 
| *Y [Exeunt. i 


SCEN-E II. 
Enter the Earl of Warwick and the Lord Chief Fuſtice. 


War. How now, my Lord Chief Juſtice, whither away ? 
Ch. Fuſt. How doth the King? 
War, Exceeding well: His Cares 
Are now all ended. 
Ch. Fuſt. 1 hope not dead. 
Mar. He's walk'd the way of Nature, 
And,.to our Purpoſes, he lives no more. 


1 would his Majeſty had call'd me with him, 


The Service that I truly did his Life 


_ Hath left me open to all Injuries. 


Har. Indeed I think the young King loves you not. 
Ch. Fuſt. I know he doth not, and do arm my felt 
To welcome the condition of the Time, 
Which cannot look more hideouſly vpon me, 
Than J have drawn it in my fantaſie. 5 
Enter Lord John of Lancaſter, Glouceſter and Clarence. 
Mar. Here come the heavy Iſſue of dead Harry: 
O, that the living Harry had the Temper 
Of him, the worſt of theſe three Gentlemen: 
How many Nobles then ſhould hold their Places, 


That muſt ftrike ſail to Spirits of vile ſort? 


Ch. Fuſt. Alas, I fear all will be over-turn'd. 
Lan, Good morrow, Couſin Warwick, good morrow. 
Glo. Clar, Good morrow, Couſin. | 

T5 Lan. 
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Lan. We meet like Men that had forgot to ſpeak. 

Har. We do remember; but our Argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much Talk. 

Lan. Well, peace be with him that hath made us heavy. 

Ch. Fuſt. Peace be with us, left we be heavier. 

Glo. O, good my Lord, you have loſt a Friend indeed: 
And, I dare ſwear, you borrow not that Face 
Of ſeeming Sorrow, it is ſure your own. 

Lan. Tho' no Man be afſur'd what Grace to find, 

You ſtand in coldeſt Expectation. 
Jam the ſorrier, would *twere otherwiſe. 

Cla. Well, you muſt now ſpeak Sir John Falſtaff fair, 
Which ſwims againſt your ſtream of Quality. 

Ch, Fuſt. Sweet Princes, what I did, I did in honour, 
Led by th' Imperial Conduct of my Soul, 
And never ſhall you ſee that I will 
A ragged and foreſtall'd Remiſſion. 

If Troth and upright Innocency fail me, 
Fl! to the King, my Maſter that is dead, 
And tell him who hath ſent me after him. 

War. Here comes the Prince, 

Enter Prince Henry. 

Ch. uſt. Good morrow, and Heav n ſave your Majeſty. 

P. Henry. This new and gorgeous Garment, Majeſty, 
Sits not ſo. eaſie on me as you think. 

Brothers, you mix your Sadneſs with ſome Fear; 
This is the Engliſh, not the Turkiſh Court: 

Not Amurah an Amurah ſucceeds, | 
But Harry, Harry. Yet be fad, good Brothers, 
For, to ſpeak truth, it very well becomes you; 
Sorrow 5 Royally in you appears, 

That I will deeply put the Faſhion on, 

And wear it in my Heart. Why then be ſad, 

But entertain no- more of it, good Brothers, 
Than a.joint-burthen laid upon us all. 

For me, by Heav'n, I bid you be aſſur d, 

Il be your Father and your Brother too: 

Let me but bear your Love, I'll bear your Cares; 
But weep that Harry's dead, and fo will J. | 
But Harry lives, that ſhail convert thoſe Tears. 
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By number, into hours of Happineſs. | 5 
Lan. c. We hope no other from your Majeſty,” 
P. Henry. You all look ſtrangely on me; and you moſt, 
You are, I think, aſſur'd I love you not. [To the Ch. Fuft. 
Ch. Fuſs. I am aſſur d, if I be meaſur d rightly, 
Your Majeſty hath no juſt cauſe to hate me. {forget 
P. Henry. No! How might a Prince of my great Hopes 
So great Indignities you laid upon me ? 


What! Rate! Rebuke! and roughly ſend to Priſon 


Th'immediate Heir of England! Was this eaſie ? 

May this be waſh'd in Lethe, and forgotten? 
Ch. Fuft. I then did uſe the Perſon of your Father; 

The Image of his Power lay then in me, 

And, in th' Adrainiſtration of bis Law, 

Whiles I was buſie for the Common-wealth, 

Your Highneſs pleaſed to forget my Place, 

The Majeſty and Power of Law and Juſtice, 

The Image of the King, whom I preſented, 

And ſtruck me in my very Seat of Judgment: 

Whereon, as an Offender to your Father, 

I gaye bold way to my Authority, | 

And did commit you. If the Deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the Garland, 

To have a Son, ſet your Decrees at naught? 

To pluck down Juſtice from your awful Bench? 

To trip the Courſe of Law, and blunt the Sword 

That guards the ue and fafety of your Perſon? 

Nay, more, to ſpurn at your moſt Royal Image, 

And mock your workings in a ſecond Body ? 

Queſtion your Royal Thoughts, make the caſe yours; 

Be now he Father, and propoſe a Son: | 

Hear your own Dignity ſo much prophan'd, 

See your moſt dreadful Laws fo looſely ſlighted; 

Behold: your ſelf ſo by a Son diſdain'd: 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And in your Power ſoft ſilencing your Son: 

After this cold confiderance, {ſentence me; 

And, as you are a King, ſpeak in your State, 

What I have done that misbecame my Place, 

My Perſon, or my Liege's Sovereignty. 


F. Henry, 


r dM wvEeA_mBSkC_cs... oc or er Ei i 


King HENRY IV. 93 

P. Henry. You are right Juſtice, and you weigh this well; 
Therefore ſtill bear the Ballance, and the Sword: 
And I do wiſh your Honours may increaſe, 
Till you do live to ſee a Son of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did: 
So ſhall 1 live to ſpeak my Father's words. 
Happy am I, that have a Man fo bold, 
That dares do Juſtice on my proper Son; 
And no leſs happy having ſuch a Son, 
That would deliver up his Greatneſs fo 
Into the Hands of Juſtice, . You did commit me; 
For which I do commit into your Hand 
Th'unſtained Sword that you have us d to bear, 
With this Remembrance, that you uſe the fame 
With the like bold, juſt and impartial Spirit 
As you have done gainſt me. There is my Hand, 
You ſhall be as a Father to my Youth. 
My Voice ſhall ſound as y ds prompt mine Ear, . 
And I will ftoop and humble my Intents 
To your well practis d wiſe Directions. 
And Princes all, believe me, I beſeech you; 
My Father is gone wild into his Grave, 
(For in his Tomb lye my Affections) 
and, with his Spirit, ay I ſurvive, 


To mock the Expectations of the World: 
To fruſtrate Propheſies, and to race out 


Rotten Opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my ſeeming. The tide of Blood in me 
Hath proudly flow'd in Vanity till now. 
Now doth it turn and ebb back to the Sea; 
Where it ſhall mingle with the ſtate of Floods, - 
And flow henceforth in formal Majeſty, 
Now call we our High Court of Parliament, 
And let us chuſe ſuch Limbs of noble Counſel - 


That the great Body of our State may go 


In equal rank with the beſt govern d Nation; 
That War or Peace, or both at once, may be 
As things acquainted and familiar to us,. 
In which you, Father, ſhall have formoſt Hand. 
| [To Lord Chief Fu dice. 
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Our Coronation done, we will accite 
(As | before remembred) all our State, 
nd (Heav'n conſigning to my good Intents) 
No Prince, nor Peer, hall have juſt cauſe to ſay, 
Heav'n ſhorten Harry's happy Life one day. Exeumt. 


Enter Falſtaff Shallow, Silence, Bardolph, Page, and Davy. 


Shal. Nay, you ſhall ſee mine Orchard, where in an Ar- 
bor we will eat a laſt Year's Pippin of my own graffing, 
with a Diſh of. Carraways, and ſo forth: Come, Couln 
Silence; and then to Bed. | 1% FL 

Fal. You have here a goodly Dwelling, and a rich 

Shal. Barren, barren, barren: Beggars all, Beggars all, 
Sir Fohn: Marry, good Air. Spread Davy, ſpread Davy: 
Well ſaid, Davy. é 
Fal. This Davy ſerves you for good Uſes; he is your 
Servingman, and your Husbandman. | 

Shal. A good Varlet, a good Varlet, a very good Varlet, 
Sir John: I havedrank too much Sack at Supper. A good 
Varlet. Now fit down, now fit down: Come, Couſin. 

Sil. Ah, Sirrah, quoth-a, | 
We ſhall do nothing but eat, and make good Chear, [ Singing. 
And praiſe Heav'n for the merry Tear; 9 
When Fleſh is cheap and Females dear, 

And luſty Lads roam here and there; 
So merrily, and ever among ſo merrily, &c. 

Fal. There's a merry Heart, good Maſter Silence. I'll 
give you health for that anon. Fn 

Shal. Good Maſter Bardolph: Some Wine, Davy. 

Darzy. Sweet Sir, fit; I'll be with you anon ; moſt ſweet 
Sir, fit. Maſter Page, fit: Good Maſter Page, fit: Proface. 


What you want in Meat we'll have in Drink; but you bear, 


the Heart's all. 
Shal. Be merry, Maſter Bardolph, and my little Soldier 
there, be merry. 7 | wh h pol 
Sil. [Singing ] Be merry, be merry, my Wife has all, 
For Women are Shrews, both. ſhort and tall; 


I. 


Is 


[is 


| Iis merry in Hall, whey Beard; wag all, 
And welcome, merry Shrovetide. 
Be merry, be merry. 
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Fal. 1 did not think Maſter Stn had been 2 Man of 


; this Mettle. 


Sil. Who 1? I have ded merry twice aid. woe ere 


nov. 


Dav. There is a diſh of Leather-coats for vou. 
Shal. Davy. 
Dav. Your Worſnip— I be with you ſtreight. 


Cup of Wine, Sir? 


Sil. [ Singing. ] A4 Cup Mine, 
That's brisk and fine, © 
And drink unto the Leman mine; 


And a merry Heart lives long-a. 


Fal. Well ſaid, Maſter Silence. 
Sil. If we ſhall be merry, now comes in the ſweet of 


the Night. 


Fal. Health and long Life to you, Maſter Silenen. 
Sil. Fill the Cup, and let it come. II pledge you, were't 
a mile to the bottom. | 
Shal. Honeſt Bardolph, welcome; if thou wantft any 
thing and wilt-not cal beſhrew thy Heart. Welcome my 


. little tyny Thief, and welcome indeed too: I'll drink to 


Maſter Bardolph, and to all the Cavileroes about London. 
Dav. | hope to ſee London, once ere I dye, 

Bard. It Im ght ſee you there, Davy. 
Shal. You'll crack a Quart together; Ha, will you not, 
Maſter Bardolph ? | 

Bard. Yes, Sir, in a pottle Pot. 

Shal, I thank thee; the Knave will ſtick by thee, I can 
affure-thee that. He will not out, he is true bred, 

Bard, And VII ſtick by him, Sir. | 

Shal. Why, there ſpoke a King: Lack nothing, be merry: 
Look, who's at Door there, ho: Who knoeks ? 

Fal. Why now you have done me right. | 

Sil. [Singing.] Do me right, and dub me Knight, Samingo, 
Is't not ſo? 

Fal 'Tis ſo. 


Sil. Is't? Why then ſay an old Man can do ſomewhat. 


Dau. 
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Dav. If it pleaſe your Worſhip there's one Piſ come 


from the Court with News. 
- Fal. From the Court? Let him come. 
— Enter Piſtol, 
How now, Piſtol? | 
Piſt. Sir John, ſave you, Sir. 
Fal. What Wind blew you hither, Piel? 
Piſt. Not the ill Wind which blows none to good, ſweet 
* Thou art now one of the greateſt Men in the 
ealm. 
Sil. Indeed, I think he be, but Goodman Puff of Barſon. 


Pift. Puff? puff in thy Teeth, moſt recreant Coward baſe. 
Sir John, I am thy Piſtol, and thy Friend; belter skelter 


have 1 rode to thee, and Tydings do I bring, and lucky 
Joys, and golden Times, and happy News of price. 
Fal. I prithee now deliver them, like a Man of this World. 
Pit. A footra for the World, and Worldlings baſe, 
I ſpeak of Africa, and Golden Joys. 
Fal. O bale Aſſyrian Knight, what is thy News? 
Let King Covitha know the truth thereof. 
Sil. And Robin- hood, Scarlet, and John. | 
Fi. Shall dunghil Curs confront the Helicon: ? 
And ſhall good News be battled ? 
Then Fiſtol lay thy Head in Fury's Lap. 
Shal. Honeſt Gentleman, 
I know not your breeding. 
ift. Why then lament therefore. 
Shal. Give me pardon, Sir. | 


If, Sir, you come with News from the Court, I take it, 
there is but two ways, either ta utter them, or to concral 


them. I am Sir, under the King, in ſome Authority. 
Piſt. Under which King? Rot 
Bezonian, ſpeak, or dye. 
Shal. Under King Harry. 
Piſt. Harry the Fourth? or Fifth? - 
Sbal. Harry the Fourth. 
Piſt. A footra for thine Office. | | 
Sir Fohn, thy tender Lamb- kin now is King, 
- Harry the Fifth's the Man, I ſpeak the — 7 
When Piſtol lies, do this, and fig me, like 


The 
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The bragging Spaniard. 
| ral What is the old King dead? 
| Piff, As * 

Tbe Things I are juſt, 
Fal. 7 Bardelph, Zadie my Horſe, 
Maſter Robert Shallow, chuſe what Office thou wilt 
Ia the Land, 'tis thine. Piſtol, I will double charge thee 
With Dignities. | 

Bard. O joyful day! 
1 would not take a Knighthood for my Fortune, 
Piſt. What? I do bring good News. 
Fial. Carry Maſter Silence to Bed: Maſter Shallow, my 
' Lord Shallow, be what thou wilt, I am Fortune's — . 
Get on thy Boots, we'll ride all Night. Oh, ſweet Piſtol; 
away Bar Iph: Come, Piſtol, utter more to me; and, withal, 
deviſe ſomething to do thy ſelf good. Boot, boot, Maſter 
Shallow, 1 know the young King is ſick for me. Let us take 
any Man's Horſes: The Laws of England are at my Com- 
mandment. Happy are they which have been my Friends; 
and wo unto my Lord Chief Juſtice. 

Pit. Let Vultures vile ſeize on his Lungs alſo : 
Where is the Life that late I led, ſay they? 
| Why here it is, welcome thoſe pleaſant Days, Exaunt. 


SCENE IV. 


Euter Hoſteſs Quickly, Doll Tear-ſheet and Beadles. 
- Hoff. No, thou arrant Knave, I would 1 might die, that 
I might have thee hang d; thou haſt drain my Shoulder 
out of joynt. | 
Bead. The Conſtables have deliver'd her over to me; and, 
ſhe ſhall have whipping Cheer enough, I warrant her. There 
bath been a Man or two, lately, kill'd about her. 

Dol. Nut-hook, nut-hook, you lie: Come on, I'll tell 
thee what, thou damn'd Tripe-viſag'd Raſcal, if the Child 
I now go with do miſcarry, thou hadſt better thou hadſt 
ſtrook thy Mother, thou Paper-fac'd Villain. 

Hoff. © that Sir John were come, he would make this 
a bloody wr to ſome body, But I would the Fruit of her 
Womb might miſcarry. N 

Bead, 
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Bead. If it do, you ſhall have a dozen of Cuſhions a- 
gain, you have but eleyen now. Come, I charge you both + 
go with me, for the Man is dead that you and Py Mol bear 


amon 


Rogue; you filthy famiſh'd 
ſwing d I'll forſwear half Kirtles. 
Bead. Come, come, you ſhe- -Knight-arrant, come. 


Hoff. O, that Right ſhould thus 0 ercome e wa, 


of ſufferance comes eaſe. | 
Dol. Come, you Rogue, cone ; | | 


Bring me to a Juſtice. | 
Hoſt. Yes, come, you Rtary'd' Blood- Wind,” 


Dol. Goodman Death, Goodman Bones. 
Hoſt. Thou — thou. 
Dol. Come, 2 thin Thing: 
Come, you Raſcal. 
Nrw Very well. 


SCENE v. 


Bur- two Grooms. & 9 


1 Groom. More Ruſhes, more Ruſhes. a 
2 Gooom. The Trumpets have ſounded twice. ; 
1 Groom. It will be two of the Clock ere they come 
from the Coronation. - ¶Exeunt Grooms, 
Euter Falſtaff, Shallow, Piſtol, Bardolp h and Page. 
Fal. St ind here by me, Mafter Roben Shallow, I will 
make the King do you Grace: I will lear upon him as he 
comes by, and do but mark the Countenance that he 1 4 
give * * m"_ , 
Pife. Bleſs t ungs, Knight. 
br 1 Piſtol, ſtand behind me. O, if I 120 
had time to have made new Liyeries, l Se have be- 
ſtow'd the thouſand Pound I borrow'd of you. But it is 


no matter, this poor She doth: better; this doth infer the 
Zeall had to ſee him. | | 5 
- Shal. It doth ſo. | T 


wi 
ng * 1 
| 5 
* - 
« bp; 
* 2 
* 


Fal. It ſhews my earneſtneſs in Affection. 


you. 2 
Dol. Ill tell thee what, thou thin Man in a Cenfor; 1 1 
will have you as ſoundly ſwing d for this, you blue bottled 
rrectioner, if you be not 


wi, 


1 


4d Re \ we 


Piſt. It doth ſo. | 1 455 nod 
Fal. My Derocka. | | 0? 29251 
Piſt. It doth, it doth, it 2 — N 
Fal. As it were to ride Day and Night, 


And not to deliberate, not to-remember,-:;/:; 1 | 11 T 
Not to have patience to ſhift mee. 14 od 1 Hive 02 
Shal. It is moſt certain. n any 


Fal. But to. ſtand ſtained with Travel and. Sweating 
with deſire to ſee him, thinking of nothing elſe, | ron 
all Affairs in oblivion, as if there were —_—— 
done but to ſee him, 

Piſt. Tis ſemper idem; for ae hos nihil ef. ?Tis all 
in every part. uch 40 

Shal. *Tis fo indeed. 11 | 

Pit. My Knight, I will enflame th Noble Liver, and 
make thee rage. Thy Dol, and Helen of thy noble Thoughts 
is in baſe Durance and contagious Priſon; hald thither 
by moſt mechanical and dirty Hands. Rowze up Re- 
venge from Ebon Den, and fell Aledo's * for Dol 's 
in. Piſtol ſpeaks nought but troth, a; 4! 

Fal. I will il deliver her. | 7 
1 _ There roar'd the Sea; and Trumpet Clangour 

ounds. 
The Trumpets e Enter King Henry the Fifth, his Brothers 
. and the Lord Chief Juſtice, 

Fal. Save thy Grace, King Hal, my Royal Hal. 

Piſt. The Heay'ns thee guard and —_ moſt Royal 
Imp of Fame.. 

Fal. Save thee, my ſweet Boy. 

King. My Lord Chief Juſtice ſpeak to — vain Man, 

Ch.Fuſt. Have you your Wits? 

Know you what tis you ſpeak? 

Fal. My King, my Fove, I ſpeak to the, my Heart. 

Ring. I know thee not, old Man: Fall to thy Prayers: 
How ill white Hairs become a Fool and Jeſter! 

I have long Dream'd of ſuch a kind of Man, 

So ſurfeit-ſwell'd, ſo old, and ſo prophane; 

But, being awake, I do deſpiſe my Dream. 
Make leſs thy Body, hence, and more thy Grace, 
Leave * Know, the Graye doth ape 
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For thee, thrice wider than for other Men. 
Reply not to me with a Fool- born jeſt; 5 
Preſume not that I am the thing I was, . 8 
For Heay'n doth know, ſo ſha!l the World perceive. 
That I have turn'd away my former ſelf 
So will I thoſe that kept me Company. | 
When thou doſt hear I am as I haye been, +4 
"Approach me, and thou ſhalt be as thou waſt, 
The tutor and the feeder'df my Riots 
Till then I baniſh thee, on pain of Death, 
As I have done the reſt of my Miſ-leaders, 
Not to come near our Perſon by ten Mile. 
For competence of Life 1 will allow you, 
That lack of Means enforce you not to Evil: 
And, 'as we hear you do redeem your ſelves, _ 
We will, according to your Strength and Qualities, 

Give you Advancement. Be it your Charge, my Lord, 
To ſee perform'd the Tenour of our Word. 12 on. 
; | it Ring 

Fal. Maſter Shallow, I owe you a thouſand Pound. : 

Shal. Ay marry, Sir Jobn, which I beſeech you to let 
me have home with me, 9 

Fal. That can hardly be, Mr. Shallow. Do not you grieve 
at this; 1 ſhall be ſent for in private to him: Look you, 
he muſt ſeem thus to the World. Fear not your Ad- 
8 I will be the Man yet that ſhall make you 

t. ; | 


Shal. 1 cannot well perceive how, unleſs you ſhould 


ive me your Doublet and ſtuff me out with Straw. 1 
h you, good Sir John, let me have five hundred of 
my thouſand, £5. 
Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word. This, that 
you heard, was but a Colour. 117 
: Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, Sir John. 
Fal. Fear no Colours, go with me to Dinner: 
Come Lieutenant Piſfol, come Bardolph, ry 
I _ by by: for ſoon at BY gs ef to the 15 
Ch. Fuſt, Go Sir Falſtaff to the Fleet, 
Take all his ee along with iim. 
| 28 7 5 Ch. 7 uft ; 
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ut. I cannot now ſpeak, I will hear you ſoon. 
ke lem aro tor monto, ſper a me contento. ¶ Extum. 
8 
Lan. I like this fair proceeding o ge, 


He hath intent his wonted Followers 
Shall be very well d for; ; 
But are baniſtid, till their Converſations 
Appear more wiſe and modet in the World, 
Cb. Fuft. And ſo they are 
Las, The King bath call'd his Parflemene, 
My Lord. 
Ch. Fuft. He hath. 
Lan. I will lay odds, that ere this Year expire, 
We bear our Civil Swords and native Fire 
As far as France, I heard a Bird ſo fi ing, 
Whoſe Mufick, to my thinking, pleas'd the King. 
Come, will you hence? [Ex 1 


beer . — m — K— 
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| the Queen. 


10 VIVA wh i 
E P 1 1 O 8 


F my Fear; then, my Courteſie; laſt, my Speech. My 

Fear is your Diſplegſure; my Courteſie m Duty; and my 
Speech, to beg your Pardons. I you look for a good Speech now, 
you undo me; for what 1 have 6 ſay im of mine oxn making, 
and what, indeed, I 1 ſay. will, I doubt, prove mine own 
Marring. But, to the Purpoſe, and ſo to the Venture. Be it 


' known 10 you, as it is very well, I was lately here in the end 


of a diſpleaſing Play, to pray your Patience for it, and to pro. 
miſe you a better; I did mean, indeed, to pay you with this 
which if, like an ill Venture, it come unluckily home, I rea; 
and you, my gentle Creditars, loſe. Here ] promiſed. you I wou 
be and here I commit my Body to your Mercies: Bate m 
ſome, and I will pay you ſome, and, as moſt Debtors do, fro. 


miſe you infinitely, 


If my Tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, will you corn. 
mand me to uſe my Legs? And yet that were but light Payment, 
to Dance out of your Debt: But a good Conſcience will make 


any posible Satisfaction, 2 will J. All the Gentlamamen 
dee have forgotten me; if the 


Gentlemen will not, then the 
Gentlemen do not agree with the Gentlewomen, which was ne- 
ver ſeen before in ſuch an Aſſembly. : 

One word more, I beſeech you; if you be not too much cloid 
with fat Meat, our humble Author will continue the Story, 
with Sir John in it, and make you merry with fair Katherine 
of France; where for any thing I know, Falſtaff ſhall die of 
a Sweat, unleſs already he be kill'd with your hard Opinions: 
For Oldcaſtle died a Martyr, and this is not the Man. My 
Tongue is weary, when my Legs are too; I will bid you good 
Night, and ſo kneel down before you; but indeed to pray for 
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Charles the Sixth, King of Frince. 
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Duke of Burgundy. 
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Orleans, 
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Governor of Harfleur. 
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Ambaſſadors to the King of England, 


label, Queen of France. 
Catherine, Daughter is abe King of France. 
Alice, s Lady I on, the Re Gatherings 
Hoſteſs. 


Lords, 1 French aud Eaglith TOY 
with othey- Attendants, W 


The SCENE her for Part of the feft 48 
in England, but during the * ** the Fr 
Yuy in Inge: 


PRO. 


O For 4 Muſe of Fire, that would aſcend n 1 


Think, when we talk of Horſes, 0 you 6 ſee how... 


5 | Gently to 


PROLOGUE 


The brighteft Heav'n of Invention, 8 
A Kingdom for a Stage, Princes to act, 95 
And Monarchs to behold the ſwelling Scene. 
Then ſhould the Warlike Harry, like himſelf, 
Aſſume ile Port of Mars, an at his Heels, ori hp 
Leaſht in, like Hounds, ſhould Famine, Sword, a Fire 85 


Crouth for Employments. But pardon, G entles all, 5 f 
The flat unraiſed Spirits that hath dar d, ads 2 
On this _ Scaffold, to bring forth 22 


So great an Object. Can this Cock: Pit bold 12 

The vaſty Field o f 0. the ? Or may we cram — 24 

Within this Wooden O, fig very Cackes 5 * win 8 
1 BO 


That did affright the at *A incourt ? | EE : 
O Pardon; T4 4575 crooked * ang, Ki. 
Atteſt in little place a Million, 9 

Aud let us, Cyphers to this great Accompt, be: — 
On your imaginary Forces work. | a... 

Suppoſe within the Girdly of theſe Walls © a / 


Are now confin'd two mighty." — 0 
Whoſe high, up-reared, and abutting Fronts, 

The perillous narrow Ocean parts iy Fon, 
Piat wut dur Impierfettions with your Thong br., bo. 
Into a thouſand Parts divide one. Man, n 155 
Ani make imaginary Puiſſanct. an eg 


Printing their proud Ha; th" — Earth: 
For vis your Thoughts that now muſt deck our Kings, 
them here and there; jumping o er Times, 
Turning th' accompliſhment of many Years 
Into an Hour glaſs; for the which 4999, 
Admit ine Chiorus to this Hiſtory 
Who Prologue-like, your bumble 3 Patience tray, 
Riv; kindly to judge our Play. 


F 
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ACT I SCENE I 
Enter the Arch- Biſhop of Canterbury, and Bifhop 
of Ely. 1 


Arch-Biſhop of CANTERBURY. 8 
r Lord, III tell you, that ſelf Bill is urg d, 
Which in th' eleventh Year o'th' laſt 

v4 NY King's Reign | 

Va RN Was like, and had indeed againſtus paſt, 

Baut that the ſcambling and unquiet 

me 

— Did puſh it out of farther Queſtion. 

Ely. But how, my Lord, ſhall we reſiſt it now? 

Cant. It muſt be thought on: If it paſs againſt us, 

We loſe the better part of our Poſſeſſion : | 

For all the Temporal Lands, which Men devout 

By Teftament have given to the Church, 

Would they ſtrip from us; being valu'd thus, 

As much as would maintain, to the King's Honour, 

Vol. IV. | E Full 
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Full fifteen' Earls, and fifteen hundred Knights, 
Six thouſand and two hundred good Eſquires: 
And to relief of Laxars, and weak Age 

Of indigent faint Souls, paſt corporal Toil, 

_  Azhuridred Alms-houſes, right well ſupply'd; 

And to the Coffers of the beſide, 


A Thouſand pound by th Tear. Thus runs the Bill. 


: Ely. This would yer" bump a 
Cant. Iwould drink the Cup and all. 

Ely. But what prevention? | | 
Cant. The King is full of grace, and fair regard. 


Ely. And a true Lover of the Holy Church, 


Cant. The courſes of his Youth promis d it not; 


The Breath no ſooner left his Father's Body, 

But that his Wildneſs mortify d in him, 

Seem d to die too; yea at that very moment, 
Conſideration, like an Angel, came, 
And whipt th oſſending Adam out of him, 
Leaving his Body as à Parmdiſc, 

T'invelope and contain Celeſtial Spirits. 

"Never Was ſuch a ſudden Scholar made: 
Never came Reformation in a Flood | 
With ſuch a heady current, ſcowring Faults: 
Nor neyer Hydra-headed Wilfulnes 
Sa ſoon did ſoſe his Seat, and all at once, 

As in this King. 

Ely. We are bleſſed in the Change. 
Cant. Hear him but reaſon in Divinity, 

And all admiring, with an inward wiſn | 
Tou would defire the King were made a Prelate. 
Hear him deba: e of Commonwealth Affairs; 
You would ſay, it hath been all in all his Study: 
Lift his Diſcourſe of War, and you ſnall hear 
A fearful Battel rendred you in Muſick. 

Turn him to any Cauſe of Policy, 

The Gordian Knot of it he will unlooſe, 
Familiar as bis Garter; then when he ſpeaks, 
The Air, a Charter'd Libertine, is ſtill, 

And the mute Wonder lurketh in Men's Ears, 
To teal his {weet and honied Sentences: 


do that 
Muſt be 
Which 1 
Since hi: 
His Cor 
His Hou 
And ney 
Any ret! 
From 
25. 
And wyb 
Neighbe 
And ſo 


Urg'd by 
Incline t. 
Cant. 
Or rathe 
Than chi 
For l ha 
Upon ou 
And in re 
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do that the Art and practick Part of Liſe 
Muſt be the Miſtreſt to his Theorique. 
Which is a wonder hovy his Grace ſhould glean it, 
Since his Addiction was to courſes vain, 
His Companies unletter'd,-rude, and ſhallow, 
His Hours fill'd up with Riots, Banquets, Sports; 
And never noted in him any ſtudy, 
Any retirement, any ſequeſtration 
From open Haunts and Popularity. | 
Ely. The Strawberry grows underneath the Nettle, 
And-wholſom Berries thrive and ripen beſt, 
Neighbour'd by Fruit of baſer. quality: 
And ſo the Prince obſcur d his Conte 
Under the vail of Wildneſs, which, no doubt, 
Grew like the Summer Graſs; faſteſt by Nigkt, 
Unſcen, yet creſeive in his Faculty. 
Cant. It muſt be ſo; for Miracles are ceas d: 
And therefore we muſt needs admit the Means, 
How things are perfeted. 
Ely. But, my good Lord: 
How now for mitigation of this Bill, 
u by the Commons? Doth his Majeſty 
Incline to it, or no? | 
Cant. He ſeems indifferent: 
Or rather ſwaying more upon our Part, 
Than cherifhing th' Exhibiters againſt us: 
For 1 have made an-Offer to his Majeſty, . 
Upon our Spiritual Convocation, 
And in.regard of Cauſes now in hand, 
Which I have oper'd to his Grace at large, 
As touching France, to give a greater Sum 
Than ever at one time the Clergy yet 
Did to his Predeceſſors withal. 
Ely. How did this ſcem receiv'd, my Lord? 
Cant. With good acceptance of his Majeſty : 
dye that there was not time enough to hear, 
fs I perceiv'd his Grace would fain have done, 
the ſeverals and unhidden Paſſages 
Of his true Titles to ſome certain Dukedoms, 
lud generally, to the Crown: and Seat of France; 
x es of ; Deriy'd 
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Deriv'd from Edward, his great Grandfather. 

Ely. What was th' impediment that broke this off? 

Cant. The French Ambaſſador upon that inſtant 
-Crav'd Audience; and the Hour I think is come, 
"To give him hearing. Is it four a Clock? 

Ely. It is. | | 331 

Cant. Then go we in to know his Embaſſie- 
Which I could with a ready gueſs declare, 
Before the Frenchman ſpeaks a word of it. 

Ely. I'll wait upon you. and 1 long to hear it. [ Exeunt. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Bedford, Clarence, Warwick, | 


Weſtmorland; and Exeter. 
K. Henry. Where is my gracious Lord of Canterbury? 
Exe. Not here in preſence. ' 10 i 
X. Henry. Send for him, good Uncle. 


* 


Weſt. Shall we call in the Ambaſlador, my Liege? 


EX. Henry, Not yet, my Couſin; we would be reſolv d, | 


Before we hear him, of ſome things of weight, 
That task our Thoughts, concerning us and France. 
Enter the Archbiſhop of Canterbury, and Biſhop of Ely. 

- Cant. God and his Angels guard your ſzcred Throne, 

And make you long become it. | 
K. Henry. Sure we thank you. | 

My learned Lord, we pray you to proceed, 

And juftly and religiouſly unfold, 

Why the Law Salike, that they have in France, 

Or ſhould, or ſhould not bar us in our Claim. 

And God forbid, my dear and faithful Lord, 0 
That you ſhould faſhion, wreſt, or bow your reading, 
-Or nicely charge 2 underſtanding Soul 4 
With opening Titles miſcreate, whoſe- right 
Sutes not in native Colours with the truth: 

For God doth know, how many now in health 

Shall drop their Blood, in approbation 
Of what your Reverence ſhall incite us to. | 

Therefore take heed how-you impawyn our Perſon, 
How you awake our ſleeping Sword of War: 

We charge you-in the Name of God take heed. 

For never two ſuch Kingdoms did contend 


Without much fall of Blood, whoſe guiltleſs drops 


Are 
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As pure as Sin. with Baptiſm. 
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| Are every one, a Woe, a ſore Complaint, 
- *Gainſt him, whoſe Wrong gives edge unto the Swords, 
That make ſuch waſte in brief nf. 


Under this Conjuration, ſpeak my Lord; 

For we will hear, note, and believe in Heart, l 

That what you ſpeak is in your Conſcience waſfht, 
Cant. Then hear me, gracious Soveraign, and you Peers, 

That owe your ſelves, your Lives, and Services, 

To this Imperial Throne. There is no Bar 

To make againſt your Highneſs' Claim to France, 

But this which they produce from Pharamond, 

In terram Salicam Mulieres ne ſuccedaut, 

No Woman ſhall ſucceed in Salike Land: 

Which Salike Land, the French unjuſtly gloze 

To be the Realm of France and Pharamond. 

The founder of this Law and female Bar. 

Yet their own Authors faithfully affirm, 


That the Land Salike is in Germany, 


Between the Floods of Sala and of Elve: 
Where Charles the Great having ſubdu'd the Saxoxs, 


There left behind and ſettled certain French: 


Who holding in diſdain the Germas Women, 


For ſome dithoneſt manners of their Life, 


Eſtabliſht then this Lawy; to wit, No Female 
Should be Inheritrix in Salike Land: 
Which Salike, as I ſaid, *twixt Elve and Sala. 


ls at this Day in Germany call'd Meiſen. 
Then doth it well appear; the Salike Law 


Was not deviſed for the Realm of France: 


Nor did the French poſſeſs the Salike Land, 


Until four huadred one and twenty Years 
After de function of King Pharamond, 


Idly ſuppos'd the Founder of this Law, 


Who died within the Year of our Redemption, 
Four hundred twenty fix; and Charles the Great 
Subdu'd the Saxons, and did ſeat the French 

Beyond the River Sala, in the Year : card 
Eight hundred five. Beſides, their Writers ſay, | 


King Pepin, which depoſed Childerick, * * 
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Did, as Heir general, being deſcended ; 
Of Blithild which was Daughter to King Chtharr, 

Make Claim and Title to the Crown of France: 

Hugh Capet alfo, who uſurp'd the Crown 

Of Charles the Duke of Lorain, ſole Heir - male 

Of the true Line and Stock of Charles the Great; 

To find his Title with ſome fhews of Truth, 
Though in pure truth it was corrupt and naught, 
Convey'd himſelf as th Heir to th Lady Lingare, 

Daughter to Charlemain, who was the Son 

To Lewis the Emperor, and Lewis the Son 

Of Charles the Great: Alſo King Lewis the Tenth, 

Who was ſole Heir to the Uſurper Capes, 

Could not keep quiet in his Conſcience, 

Wearing the Crown of France, till ſatisfyid, 

That fair Queen Iſabel, his Grandmother, 

Was Lineal of the Lady Ermengare, | 
Daughter to Charles the foreſaid Duke of Lorain: = 
By the which Marriage, the Line of Charles the Great 
Was re-united to the Crown of France. 
So, that as clear as is the Summer's Sun, 

King Pepirs Title, and Hugh Capet's Claim, 

r- his Satis faction, all appear 

To hold in Right and Title of the Female: 

$0 do the Kings of France upon this Day. 

Howbeit, they would hold up this Salik# Law, 

To bar your Highneſs claiming from the Female, 

And rather chuſe te hide them in at Net, 28 
Than amply to imbarr their crooked Titles, © 
Uſurpt from bac po? Progetntors, Claim? 
K. Henry, May 1 with Rigüt and Conſcietice make this 

Cant. The Sin upon my Head, dread Soveriign : 
Fer in the Book of Nm, it is writ, | 
When the Man dies; let the Inheritance | 
Deſcend unto the Daughter. Gracious Lord, 
Stand for your own, unwind your bloody Flag, 

Look back into your mighty Anceſtors; 

Go, my dread Lord, to your great Graiifire's Tomb, 
From whom you claim; invoke his Warkke Spirit, wy 


Vg HENRY V. 103 


And your great Uncle, Edward the black Prince, 
Who on the French Ground play d a Tragedy, 
Making defeat on the full Power of France: 
Whiles his moſt Mighty Father on a Hill, 
Stood ſmiling, to behold his Lion's Wbelp 
Forage in Blood of French Nobility. 
3 le Engliſh, that could entertain, 
ith half their Forces, the full Pride of Francs, 
And let another half ſtand laughing by, 
And out of work, and cold for action. 
Ey. Awake remembrance of theſe valiant dead, 
And with your puiſſant Arm renew their Feats; 
You are their Heir, you ſit upon their Throne: 
The Blood and Courage that renowned them, 
Runs in your Veins; and my thrice puiſſant Liege 
Is in the very May- Mors of his Youth, 
Ripe for Exploits and mighty Enterpriſes. 
Exe. Your Brother Kings and Monarchs of the Earth 
Do all expect, that you ſhould rouze your ſelf, 
As did the former Lions of your Blood. [might ;-- 
Weſt. They know your Grace hath cauſe, and means, and 
So hath your Highneſs, never — of England 
Had Nobles richer, and more loyal Subjetts, 
Whoſe Hearts have left their Bodies here in Bngland; 
And lye pavillion'd in the Field of France. 

Cant. O let their Bodies follow, my dear — 
With Blood, and Sword, and Fire, to win your Right: 
In aid whereof, we of the Spirituality 
Will raiſe your —_— a mighty Sum, 

A 


Q 


„ 


um? As never did the Clergy, at one time, 

this Bring in to any of your tors. | hat 
K. Henry. We muſt” not only arm t* invade the French, 
But lay down our Proportions, to defend 
Againſt the Scot, who will make road upon us, 


With all advantages. 
Cant. They of thoſe Marches, gracious Soyeraign, 
Shall be a Wall ſufficient to defend 
Our Inland from. the pilfering Borderers. | 
k. Hepry. We do not mean "the courfing Snatchers only, 
And Y But fear the main intendment of che Sch, 


E. 4 Who 
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Who hath been ſtill a giddy Neighbour to us: 
For you ſhall read, that my great Grandfather 

Never went with his Forces into France, 

But that the Scot, on his unfurniſht Kingdom 

Came pouring like a Tide into a Breach, 
With ample and brim fulneſs of his Force, 

Galling the gleaned Land with hot aflays, _ 
Girding with grievous Siege, Caſtles and Towns; 

That England being empty of defence, | 

Hath ſhook and trembled at th' ill Neighbourhood. 8 

Cant. She hath been then more fear d than harm'd, my 

For hear her but exampled by her ſelf, [Liege, 
When all her Chivalry hath been in France, 

And ſhe a mourning Widow of her Nobles, 

She hath her ſelf not only well defended, _ 

But taken and impounded as a Stray, | 

The King of Scots; whom ſhe did ſend to France, 

To fill King Edward's Fame with Priſoner Kings, 

And make his Chronicle as rich with praiſe, 
As is the Ouzy bottom of the Sea IS 

With ſunken Wrack, and ſüm-leſs Treaſuries. 

Ely, But there's a Saying very old and true, 


If that you will France win, then with Scotland frſt begin, 


For once the Eagle, England, being in prey, 
To her unguarded Neſt, the Weazel, Scot, 
Comes ſneaking, and ſo ſucks her Princely Eggs, 
Playing the Mouſe in abſence of the Cat, 
To tear and havock more than ſhe can eat. 

Exe. It follows then, the Cat muſt ſtay at home: 
Yet that it is but a cruſh'd neceſſity ; * 
Since we have Locks to ſafeguard Neceflaries, 
And pretty Traps to catch 1 petty Thieves. 
While that the armed Hand doth fight abroad, 
Th'adviſed Head defends it ſelf at home: 
For Government, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keep in one conſent, 
Congreeing in a full and natural cloſe, 
Like Muſick. ran erd worth <5: 6 | 

Cant. Therefore doth Heay'n divide 
The Rate of Man in diyers Functions, 
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getting Endeavour in continual: Motion: 
Obedience; for ſo work the Honey Bees, 
The Act of Order to a peopled Kingdom. 


Which Pillage, they with merry march bring home = 
. To the Tent-Royal of their Emperor: | f 


The civil Citizens kneading up the Honey; 


The fad-ey'd Juſtice, with his ſurly hum, 
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To which is fixed, as an Aim or Butt, 


Creatures that, by/a Rule in Nature, teach 


They have a King, and Officers of forts, 


Where ſome like Magiſtrates correct at home: 
Others, like Merchants, venture Trade abroad: 


Others, like Soldiers armed in their Stings, 
Make boot upon the Summer's Velvet buds: = 


Who buſied in his Majeſty, — | | 
The ſinging Maſon building Roots of Gold, | 


The poor Mechanick Porters, crowding in 
Their heavy Burthens at his narrow Gate: 


Delivering o'cr to Executors pale 
The lazy yawning Drone. I this infer, | 
That many things having full reference 1 
To one conſent, may work contrariouſly: 
As many Arrows looſed ſeveral ways | 
Come to one mark: as many ways meet in one Town; 
As many freſh Streams meet in one ſalt Sea; 
As many Lines cloſe in the Dial's center; 
So may a thouſand Actions once a- foot, 
And in one purpoſe, and be all well born 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my Liege, 
Divide your happy England into four. 
Whereof, take you one quarter inte France, 
And you withal ſhall make all Gallia ſhake, 
If we with thrice ſuch Powers left at home, 
Cannot defend our own Doors from the Dog, 
Let us be worried, and our Nation loſe 
The name of hardineſs and policy, 
K. Henry. Call in the Meſſenges ſeat from the Dauphin; 
Now are we well reſoly'd, and by God's help | 
And yours, the noble Sinews of our Power; 
France being ours, we'll bend it to our Awe, 
E. ＋ O2 
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Or break it all to pieces. Or there ve ll far, [ 
Ruling i in large and ansple. Empery, 5 She 
Oer France, and all her, almoſt, Ber Dukedoms, F Te 
Or lay theſe Bones in an unworthy Urn, 4:5 Th 
Tombleſß, with no remembrance over them; jt Wi 
Either our Hiſtory ſhall-with full Mouth | 5 Ho 
freely of our Acts, or elſe our Grave, 115 No 
Like Turkiſh Mute, ſhall have a Tongutleſs'Mouth, _ We 
Not worſhipt with a waren Epitaph. 5 Ane 
Enter Amòaſſadors uf France. f To 
Now'are we well:prepar'd to not the Pleaſure Tha 
Of our fair Coufin Danphin; for we hear, 5 But 
Your Greeting i is from him, not from the King. Be! 
Amb, May t pleaſe your Majeſty to give us leave Wh 
Freely to wn Hoa. . we have in Charge: ; For 
Or ſha!l we ſparingly ſhew you far off 4 | And 
The Dauphin's Meaning, and our Embaſſie. ö But 
K. Henry. We are no Tyrant, but a Chriſtian King, Tha 
Unto whoſe Grace our Paſſion is as fub) Yea 
As are our Wretches' fetter d in our Pri Nv 1 And 
Therefore with frank and with — . 25 Hat. 
Tell us the Dauphin 's Mind. ws Shal 
Amb. Thus then in few. 2 Tha 
Your Highneſs, lately ſending into France, uo Shal 
| Did claim ſome — Dukedoms, in the right Moc 
| Of your great Predeceſſor, King Edward the Third. Ard 
: In anſwer of which Claim, the Prince aur Maſter Tha 
Says that you ſavour too much of your Youth,  - But 
And bids you be advis d: There's nought in France To 
That can be with a nimble Galliard Won; : Tell 
You cannot fevel into-Dukedoms there: . To v 
He therefore ſends you, meeter for: your Spirit, * My 
This Tun of Treaſure; and in lieu of this, WW So g 
Deſires you let the Dukedoms that you claim 7 His 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin ſpeaks. Whe 
K Henry. What Treaſure, Uncle? > Con! 


Exe. Tennis- balls, my Li 
K. Henry, We are glad the Dauphinis ſo pleafanc withus. E. 
His Preſent, and your Pains we thank you for; X 
| When we have match d dur Rackets to theſe Balls, 1 Ther 
| 6 | 
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We will in France, by God's Grace, play a (ct 
Shall firike his Father's Crown into the Hazard, 8 
Tell him he hath made a match with ſuch a Wrangler, 
That all the Courts ot France will be diſturb'd 
With Chaces. And we underſtand him well, 
How he comes o'er us with our wilder Days, 
Not meaſuring what uſe we made of them: 
We never valu d this Seat of England, 4 
And therefore living hence, did give our ſelf” 
To barbarous Licence; as tis ever common, 
That Men are merrieſt when they are from home: 
But tell the Dauphin, I will keep my State, 
Be like a King, and ſhew my Sail of Greatneſs, 
When I-do/rowſe me in my Throne of France. 
For that I have laid by my Majeſty, 
And plodded like a Man for working Days; 
But I will riſe there with ſo full a Glory, 
That I will dazzle all tbe Eyes of France, 
Yea ſtrike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 
And tell the pleaſant Prince, this Mock of his 
Hath turn d his:Balls/to-Gun-ftanes, and his Soul 
Shall ſtand ſore charged, for the waſteful Vengeance 
That ſhall fly with them: For many a thouſand Widows 
Shall this his Mock mock out of their dear Husbands; 
Mock Mothers from their Sons, mock Caſtles down: 
And ſome are yet ungotten and unborn, 
That ſhall have cauſe to curſe the Dauphin's Scorn. 
But this lies all within the 'Will of God, | 

To whom I do appeal, and in Whoſe Name 
Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on, 
To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightful Hand in a well-ballow'd cauſe. 
So get you hence in Peace, and tell the Dauphin - 

His jeſt will ſavour but of ſhallow Wit, 
When thouſands weep more than did laugh at it. 
Convey them with ſaſe Conduct. Fare ye well. 


¶ Exeunt Ambaſſadors. 
Exe. This was a merry Meſſage: b 5 


R. Henry. We hope to make the Sender bluſh at it: 
Therefore, my Lords, omit no happy hour, 
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That may give furch'rance to our Expedition 

For we have now no thought in us but France. 

Save thoſe to God, that tun before our Buſineſs, + 

Therefore let our Proportions for theſe Wars 

Be ſoon collected, and all things thought upon, 

That may with reaſonable ſwiftneſs add - 

More Feathers to our Wings: For God before, 

We'll chide this Dauphin at his Father's Door. + 

Therefore let every Man now task bis Thought, 

That this fair Action may on foot be brought, [ Extuni. 

Flouri ſh. Enter Chorus. Nine 

| Now all the Youth of England are on fire, 5 

And filken Dalliance in the Wardrobe lies: 14 

Now thrive the Armourers, and Honour's thought 

Reigns ſolely in the Breaſt of every Man. WE: 

They ſell the Paſture now, to buy the Horſe, 

Following the Mirror of all Chriſtian Kings, 

1 With winged heels, as Engliſh Mercuries. Þ 
| For now fits Expectation in the Air, 5 ti 
And hides a Sword, from Hilts unto the Point, as 
With Crowns imperial, Crowns and Coronets, m 
Promis'd to Harry, and his Followers, i} 1998 to 
The French advis d by good intelligence N v 
Of this moſt dreadful preparation, 4 ; 
Shake in their fear, and with pale Policy $7 ar 
Seek to divert the Engliſh purpoſes. - ſo 
O England! Model to thy iniward Greatneſs, 
Like little Body with a mighty Heart ; + | 
What might'ſ thou do, that Honour would thee do, a8 
Were all thy Children kind and natural!!! 
But ſee, thy Fault France hath in thee found out, 2 
A neſt of hollow Boſoms, which he fills 1 tre 
With treacherous Crowns, and three corrupted Men: . 
One Richard Earl of Cambridge; and the ſecond, m 
Henry Lord Scroop of Maſham; and the third, ö at 
Sir Ihomas Gray Knight of Northumberland, i be 
Have for the Gilt of France, (O Guilt indeed? ple 

 Confirm'd Conſpiracy with fearful France. 1 
And by their Hands this grace of Kings muſt die, 
If Hell and Treaſon hold their Promiſes, | 
n ten De men. ore a 'Erp 
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Fre he take Ship for France; and in Southampton, 
Linger your patience on, and we'll digeſt 
Th' abuſe of diſtance; force a Play: 
The Sum is pay d, the Traitors are agreed, 
The King is ſet from London, and the Scene 
Is now tranſported, Gentles, to Southampton, 
There is the Play-houſe now, there mult you ſit, 
And thence to France ſhall we convey you ſafe, 
And bring you back: Charming the narrow Seas, 
To give you gentle Paſs; for it we may, 
We'll not offend one Stomach with our Play. 
But *till the King come forth, and not till then, 
Unto Southampton do we ſhift our Scene. Exit. 
Enter Corporal Nim, and Lieutenant Bardolph, © 
Bard. Well met, Corporal Nim. 
Nim. Good-morrow,. Lieutenant Bardolph, 
Bard, What, are Ancient Piſtol and you Friends yet? 

Nim. For my part, I care not: I fay little; but when 
time ſhall ſerve, there. ſhall be ſmiles, but that ſhall be 
as it may. I dare not fight, but I will wink, and hold out 
mine Iron; it is a fimple one, but what though? It will 
toſt Cheeſe, and it will endure cold, as another Man's Sword 
will; and there's an cad, 

Bard. I will beſtow a Breakfaſt to make you Friends, 
and we'll be all three {worn Brothers to France: Let it be 
ſo, good Corporal Nim. 

Nim. Faith, I will live ſo long as I may, that's the cer- 
tain ofjit; and when I cannot live any longer, I will do 
as I may: That is my Reſt, that is the rendezyous of it. 

Bard. It is certain, Corporal, that he is married to Nel 
Duickly, and certainly ſhe did you wrong, for you were 
troth-plight to her. 

Num. cannot tell, Things muſt be as they may; Men 
may ſleep, and they may have their Throats about them 
at that time, and ſome lay, Knives have Edges: It muft 
be as it may, tho Patience be a tired name, yet ſhe will 
plod, there muſt be Concluſions; well, I cannot tell, 

| Euter Piſtol, and Quickly. : 

Bard. Here comics Ancient Pol. and his Wife; good Cor- 
poral, be patient here. How now, mine Hoſt Piſtol? in 

s | 715 
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Piſt. Baſe Tyke, call'ſt thou me Haſt? now 


Hand, I ſwear 1 ſcorn the Term, nor ſſall my N er 


Lodgers. 
nick. No by my troth, not long: For we cannot 


el rad board a dozen or fourteen Gentlewomen that 
live honeſtly by the price of their Needles, but it will be 
thought we keep a 1— -houſe ſtraight. O 8 
Lady, if he be not — we 'ſhall fee wilful A 
tery and Murther committed. 
12 Good Lieutenant, Good Corporal, offer coin 
re. 
Nun. Piſn. 
* Piſh for . Ian Dog; thou prick- ard Cur 0 


„ Good Corporal Nim, ſhew thy Valour, and-put 


up thy Sword. 
Nm. Will you 8 I would have you Sbius. 


Py. Solus, egregiou 
thy moſt marvellous Face, the ſolus in thy Teeth, -and in 
thy Throat, and in thy hateful 
perdy; and which is worſe, within thy naſty Mouth. 1 


do retort the ſoins in thy 
Piſtols cock is up, and flaſhing fire will follow. 


Nim. I am not Darbaſn, you cannot conjure me: 1 0 
have an humour to knock you indiflerently well; If you 
grow foul with me, Piſtol, I will ſcour you with my Ra- 
pier, as I may in fair terms. If you would walk off, 1 


would prick your Guts a little 1 terms, as I may, 


and that's the humour of it. 

Fi. O B vile, and damned furious Wight, 
The Grave ve. and.doating Death is near, 
Therefore exhale. 


Bard. Hear me, hear me what I ſay: He aur mibertig ö 


firſt firoak, 14 run him up to the Hilts, as J am a Soldier: 


Ff. An Oath of mickle might, and fury ſhall abate, 
Give me thy Fift, thy Fore-foor to me give: Thy Spa 


are more tall. 
Nim. I will cut thy Throat one time or other in re, 


terms, that is the humour of it, . 
Mt. 


w 


O Viper vile; The lu in 
„ea in thy lar 
Bowels; for 1 can take, ad 


Piſt. Coupe 4 gorge, that is the word. I defie thee again. 
O hound of Cees, thinkꝭſt thou my Spouſe to get? No, to . 
the Spitule go, and from the Powdring-tub of Infamy, * 
fetch forth the Lazar Kite of Creſid's kind, Dol Tear- 
ſheet, ſhe by name, and her Eſpouſe. I have, and 1 will 
hold the Qondam Qwuiokly tor the only ſhe; and Nau 
there's enough to go to. | 

1 Maf 
Boy. Mine Hoſt Piſtol, you mult come to er; 
and r Hoſteſs : He 1 ſick, and —— to bed 
Good Bardolph, put thy Face between his Sheets, and do 
the Office of a Warming pan: Faith, he's. very ill. 16 
Bard. Away, you Rogue. | 
Quick. By my 'troth, he'll yield the-Crow.a-Puddin 
ene of theſe Days; the King has kill'd his Heart. G 
Hasband come heme preſently. Exit. Quic h. 
Bard. Come, ſnall I make you two Friends? We muſt 
to France together; why the Devil ſhould: we keep Knives 
to cut one another's Throats? 
Piſt. Let Flouds o erſwell, and Fiends for Food howl on. 
Nim. You'll pay me the eight Shillings, I won of you 
at — SRO | 
Piſt. Baſe is the 8 t pays. > | | 
| — * —— — — that's the Humour of it. Mi | 
Pit. As Man compound; home. [ Draw. | 
Bard. By this Sword, he that — firſt thruſt, III Wt 
kill him; by this Sword I will, | | 1 
he: Sword is an Oath, and Oaths muſt have their 1 
courſe, 
Bard. Corporal Nm, and thou wile be Friends, be Friends; | 
and thou wilt not, Why then be Enemies with me too; | 
pritheee put up. 

Piſt. A Noble ſhalt thou have, and preſent Pay, and 
Liquor hkewiſe will J give to thee. and Friendſhip ſhall 
combine, and Brotherhood. III live by Nim, and Nim 
ſhall live by me, is not this juſt? For I ſhall Sutiler be un- 
to the Camp and Profits will accrue. Give me thy Hand. 

Nim. I ſhall have my Noble? | 

Piſt. In Caſh, moſt juſtly paid. 

Nim, Well then, that's the Humour oft. 
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i 3 Enter Hoſteſs. e 
1 As ever 105 came of Women, come in quickly 
to Sir ohn: A poor Heart, he is ſo ſhak'd of a burnin 
zotidian Tertian, that it is moſt — to beho 
Sweet Men, come to him. 


© Nim. The King hath run bad e on the caig, 


that's the even of it. 
Piſt. Nim, thou haſt ſpoke the right, his Heart i is backed 
and corroborate. 


Nim. The King is a good King, but it muſt be as it may; | 


he paſſes ſome Humours and Carreers. 


Piſt. Let us condole the Knight, for; Lambkins, we will 


live. Exeunt. 
Euter Exeter, Bedford, and Weſtmorland. _. 
Bed. *Fore God; his Grace is bold to truſt theſe rnit. 
Exe. They ſhall be apprehended by and by. * 
Weſt. How ſmooth arid' even they do bear bench, 
As if Allegiance in their Boſoms ſate, | 
Crowned with Faith and conftant Royalty. Ap 
* Bed. The King hath note of all that they intend, __ + 
By interception which they dream not ß. 
Exe. Nay, but the Man that was his Bedfellow! )? 
Whom he hath lull'd and cloy'd with gracious Favours, 


That he ſhould, for a Foreign Purſe, ſo ſell. 1 
= Soyeraign's Life to Death and Treachery. 1 
[Sound Ti — 


Enter the King, Seroop, Cambridge, and Gray, 
EK. Henry. Now lits the Wind fair, and we will aboard, 

My Lord of Cambridge, and my kind Lord of Maſham, p 

And you my gentle Knight, give me your Thoughts: 

Think you not, that the Powers we bear with uus 

Will cut their Paſſage through the Force of France? 

Doing the Execution, and the Act, 

For which we have in head aſſembled them. 
Scroop. No doubt, my Liege; if each Man do his beſt. 
X Heury, I doubt not that, ſince we are well Ne 

We carry not a Heart with us from hence, 3. 

That grows not in a fair Conſent with ours. F4 

Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wiſh . . 

Succeſs and Conqueſt to attend on us. 2 
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Cam. Never was Monarch better fear d and low d. 
Than is your Majeſty; there's not, I think, a Subject 
That ſits in Heart- grief and Uneaſineſs 
Under the ſweet ſhade of your Government. | 
Gray. True; thoſe that were your Father's Enennes, 
Have Reept their Gauls in Honey, and do obſerve you 
With Hearts create of Duty, and of Zell. 
K. Henry. We therefore have great cauſe of thankfulneſs; 
And ſhall forget the Office of our hand, 
Sooner than quittance of Deſert and Merit, 
According to the Weight and Worthineſs. 
Scroop. So Service ſhall with ſteeled Sinews toil, 
And Labour ſhall refreſh it ſelf with Hope, 
To do your Grace inceſſant Services. 
K. Henry. We judge no leſs. Uncle of Zxeter, 
Inlarge the Man committed Yeſterday, | 
That rail'd againſt our Perſon: We conſider, 
It was exceſs of Wine that ſet him on, 
And on his more Advice, We pardon him. 
Scroop. That's Mercy, but too much Security: 
Let him be puniſh'd, Soveraign, leſt Example 
Breed, by his ſufferance, more of ſuch a kind. 
K Henry. O let us yet be merciful, 
Cam. So may your Highneſs, and yet puniſh too. 
Gray. Sir, you ſhew great Mercy, if you give him Life, 
After the taſte of much Correction. | 
K. Henry. Alas, your too much love and care of me, 
Are heavy Oriſons *gainſt this poor Wretch, 
If little Faults, proceeding on Diſtemper, 
Shall not be wink'd at, how ſhall we ſtretch our Eye 
When Capital Crimes, chew'd, ſwallow'd, and digeſted 
. before us? Well yet enlarge that Man, | 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Gray, in their dear care 
And tender preſervation of our Perſon, 
Would have him puniſfid. And now to our French Cauſes, 
Who are the late Commiſſioners? | 
Cam. I one, my Lord, | 
Your Highneſs bad me ask for it to Day. 
Scroop. So did you me, my Liege, 
Gray. And I, my Royal Soveraign. 
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R. Henry. Ther Rithnrd Earl of Cambridge, there 5 Treaſon 


There ybùrs Lord Srrvop of Maſham; and Sir Knight, As two 
Gray of — this lame is yours ; * : Workin 
Read them, and kn, Ph your Worthineis. oY That ad 
My Lord of We „and Uncle Exeter, | But tho 
We will aboard to Night. Why, how now Gentlemen? Wonde 
What fee you in thoſe Papers, that you loſe And wi 
80 much Complexion ? Loek ye how they change! That w 
Their Checks ws ar ande Why, what read you there, » Hath g. 
That hath fo co and chac d your Blood And ot! 
Out of appearance 40 Do bot 
Camb. I do Rx my Fault, 4 With P 
And do ſubmit'me to yuur Highneſs Mercy. 3. From. 

_ Gray. Scroop. To which we all appeal. Fl But he 
K. Henry, The Mercy that was quick in us but late, Gave tl 

By your own Counſel is ſuppreſt and kilłd: 7 Unleſs 
You muſt not dare, for ſhame, to talk of Mercy, 995 If chat 
For your own Reaſons turn into your Boſoms, 171 Should 
As Dogs upon their Maſters, worrying you. 1 Lie * 
See you, my Princes and my Noble Peers, 1 And te 
Theſe Engliſh Monſters! My Lord of Cambridge here, 5 A Soul 
You know: how apt our Love' was to accord- Deer 
To furniſh him with all appertinents wt The { 
Belonging to his: Honour; and chis Man, 11 Why { 
Hath tor à few light Crowns, lightly conſpir - Vit 
And ſworn unto 12 — 2 32 Why ſe 
Toll us here in Hampers, To the whith, 11 Ws 
This Knight, no leſe for B3auaty bound to us 5 Free fr. 
Than Cambridge is, hach Hirte fworn. But o! I Cn 
What Tiall 1. Cy to thee, 'Lord-Srroop, thou cruel, f Can 
Ingrateful, — „and iuhatman Creature ry Not w. 
Tou that did? 'bear the Key of all my Counſels, +. And bu 
That knew'ſt the very bottom of my Soul, 1 Such ar 
That, almoſt, might'ſt have coin d me into Gold, ; And thy 
Would'ſt thou have png on — for thy uſe? 3 To mal 
May it be poſſible, that Wich ſe 
Could out of thee extract one aq of Evil 3 For chi: 
That might aunoy my Finger? Tis ſo . - Anothe| 
That though the truth of. it ſtand off as rest t 
As black and white. my Eye will ſcarcely ſee And Gc 


; 1 
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Treaſon and Murder, ever | 1 

As two yoak Devils —— — 

Working ſo groſly in a Natural Cauſe, 

That admiration did not hoop at them, 

But thou, *gainft alt Proportion, didſt bring in 

Wonder to wait on Treaſon and on Murther: . 

And whatfoever cunning Fiend it Was | 

That wrought upon thee ſo-prepoſteroully, 

Hath got the Voice in Hell for excellence: 

And other Devils that ſuggeſt By - Treaſons, 

Do botch and bungle up Damnation, | 
With Patches, Colours, and vvith Forms, being fetcht 
From gliſt ring Semblances' of Piety : 

But he that temper'd thee, bad thee ſtand up, 7 
Gave thee no inſtance why thou ſhouldſt do Treaſon, 
Unleſs to dub thee with the Name of Traitor. 

If that ſame Dæmon that hath gull'd thee thus, 

Should with his Lion gate walk the whole World, 

He 7 return to vaſty Tartar back, | 

And tell the-Legions, | can never win 7 

A Soul ſo eaſie as that Engliſhman s. 

Oh, how haſt thou with Jealouſie infected 

The ſweetneſs of Affiancel She Men dutiful ?- g 
Why ſo didſt thou. Seem they Grave and Learned? 
Why ſo didſt thou. Come they of Noble Family? 
hy 1o:didft thou. Scem they Religious? 

Why fo didſt thou, Or are they ſpare in Diet, 
Free from groſs Paſſion, or of Mirth, or Anger, 
Conſtant in Spirit, nor ſwerving with the Blood, 

Garniſh'd and deck d in modeſt Complement, 
Not working with the Eye, without the Bar, 
And but:in purged judgment truſting neicher? 

Such and ſo ſinely boulted didſt thou ſeem: 

And thus thy Fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To make thee full fraught Man, the beſt endued 

With ſome ſuſpicion, I will werp for the. 
For this revolt of thine methinks is like 
Another fall of Man. Their Faults are open, 

Arreſt them to the anſwer of the Law, 
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Exe. J arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the Name of Ri. x 


chard Earl of Cambridge. 


I arreſt thee of Nigh Treaſon, by the Name of Thomas | 


Lord Scroop of Maſham. 


L arreſt thee of High Treaſon, by the Name of Thomas i 


Grey, Knight of Northumberland. : 
Scroop. Our Purpoſes God juſtly hath diſcover'd, 
And I repent my Fault more than my Death;. | 
Which I beſeech your Highneſs to forgive, 
Although my Body pay the price of it. 
Cam. For me the Gold of France did not ſeduce, 
Although I did admit it as a motive, 
The ſooner to effect what I intended; 
But, God be thanked for prevention. 
Which I in ſufferance heartily: will rejoyce for, 
Befeeching God and you to pardon me. 
Gray. Never did faithful Subject more rejoyce 
At the diſcovery of moſt dangerous Treaſon, 
Than I do at this hour joy oer my ſelf, 
Prevented from a damned Enterpriz ee 
My Fault, but not my Body, pardon, Soveraign. 
K. Henry. God quit you in his Mercy; hear your Sentence; 
You have confpir d againſt our Royal Perſon, 


E with an Enemy proclaim d, and from his Coffers 


eceivid the golden Earneſt of our Deat ' 

Wberein you would have ſold: your King to Slaughter, 
His Princes and his Peers to Servitude, * 

His Subjects to Oppreſſion and Contempt, 

And his whole Kingdom into Deſolation: 

Touching our Perſon, ſeek we no Revenge, 

But we our Kingdom's ſafety mult ſo tender, 

Whoſe Ruin you three ſought, that to her Laws 

We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, 

Poor miſerable Wretches, to your Death; 

The taſtes whereof God ef his Mercy give 

You Patience to endure, and true Repentance | 

Of all your dear Offences, Bear them hence, ¶ Exeunt. 

Now, Lords, for France, the Enterprize whereof | 

Shall be to you as us; like gloriou © 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky War, 
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Since God ſo graciouſly hath brought to light 


This dangerous Treaſon lurking in our way, 
To hinder our beginning. We doubt not now, 
But every Rub is ſmoothed in our way: 
Then forth, dear Country- men; let us deliver | 
Our Puiſſance into the Hand of God, 
Putting it ſreight in Expedition. 
Chearly to Sea, the ſigns of War advance, == 
No King of England, if not King of France. [Exeum. 
Enter Piſtol, Nim, Bardolph, Boy, and Hoſtels. 

Hoſt. Prethee Honey, ſweet Husband, let me bring thee 
to Staines. Ip 

Piſtol. No, for my manly Heart doth yern. Bardolph, 
be blith: Nim, rouze thy vaunting Veins : Boy, briſtle thy 
Courage up; for Falſtaff he is dead, and we mult yern 
therefore. | 158 | 

"Bard. Would I were with him whereſome'er he is, ei- 
ther in Heav'n, or in Hell. 7 OT 

. Hoſt, Nay, ſure, he's not in Hell; he's in Arthurs Bo- 
- ſom, if ever Man went to Arthur's Boſom ; he made a finer 
end, and went away and it had been any Chriſtom Child; 
; a pazted even juſt between Twelve and One, ey'nat the turn- 
ing o'th' Tyde; for after I ſaw him fumble with the Sheets, 
and play with Flowers, and ſmile upon his Fingers end, I 
knew there was but one way; for his Noſe was as ſharp as 
a Pen, and a Table of Green Fields, How now, Sir ohn? 
quoth I. What Man? be a good Cheer; ſo acried out, God, 
God, God, three or four times: Now I, to comfort him, 
bid him a ſhould not think of God; I hop'd there was ne 
need trouble himſelf with any ſuch Thoughts yet: ſo a 
bad me lay more Clothes on his Feet : I put my Handin- 
to the Bed and felt them, and they were as cold as a 
Stone: Then I felt to his Knees, and ſo upward and up- 
Ward. and all was as cold as any Stone. 

Nim. They ſay he cried out of Sack. 

Hoſt. Ay, that a did. | 

Bard. And of Women. 

Hoſt. Nay, that a did not, | | 

Boy, Yes, that a did, and ſaid, they were Deyils Incar- 
nate. 


218 The LIFE ef 
Hoſt. A could never abide Carnation, as a Colour he 


never lik d. 
Boy. A faid once, the Deule would have him about 


Women. 


Hoff. A did in ſome ſort, indeed, handle Women; but 


then he was rheumatick and talk d of the Whore of Babylon. 
Boy. Do you not remember a ſaw-a-Flea ſtick upon Bar- 

dolph's Noſe. and ſaid ĩt was a black Soul burning in Hell. 
Bard. Well, the fuel is gone that maintain'd that Fire: 

That's all the Riches I got in his Service. | 


Num. Shall we ſhogg? the King will be gone from 


Southampton. Nr My Lo 3 
Pit. Come, let's away. ove, give me thy Lips: 
1 my Chattels, and my Moveables; lev8enGarule; 
the word is, Pitch and pay; truſt none for Oaths are Strawos, 
Mens Faiths are Wafer-Cakes, and hold-faft is the only Dog; 
my Duck, therefore, Cavero'be thy Counſellor. Go, clear 


thy Chriſtals. Yoke-fellows in Arms, let us to France, like 


. my Boys, to ſuck, to ſuck, the very Blood 
to ſuck. | 
| Boy. And that's but unwholſome Food, they ſay, 

Pit. Touch her ſoft Mouth, and march. 

Bard. Farewel, Hoſteſs. | | 

Nim. I cannot kiſs, that is the humour of it; but adieu. 

Pi. Let Houſwifery appear; keep cloſe; I thee command. 

Hoſt." Fare wel; adieu. | Exeunt. 
Enter the French King, the Danthin the Duke of Burgundy, 

| and the Conſtable. | 

Fr. King. Thus come the Engii/h with full Power upon us, 
And moxe than carefully it us concerns 
To anſwer Royally in our Defences. | 
Therefore the Dukes of Berry and of Britain, 

Of Brabant, and: of Orleans ſhall make forth, | 
And you, Prince Dauphin, with all ſwift diſpatch; 
To line and new repair our Towns of War 
With Men of Courage, and with Means defendant: - 
For England his Approaches makes as fierce 
As Waters to the ſucking of a Gulf. 

It fits us then to be as. provident 
As Fear may teach us, out of late Examples, . 
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Left by the fatal and neglected Engliſh, 1 
Upon our Fields. 1 
Dau. My moſt redoubted Father, | 
It is moſt meet we arm us gainſt the Foe: | | G 
For Peace it ſelf ſhould not ſo dull a Kingdom, _ 1 
(Tho' War, nor no known Quarrel were in queſtion) | 
But that Defences, Muſters, Preparations, 
Should be maintain'd, aſſembled and collected, 
As were a War in expectation, [1 
Therefore, I ſay, tis meet we all go forth, | | 
To view the fick and feeble parts of France: Wo by 
And let us do it with no ſnew of Fear; 
No, with no more than if we heard that England 
Were buſied with a Hhiiſon Morris- dance: 
For, my good Liege, ſhe is ſo idly King d, 
Her Scepter ſo fantaſtically born, 
By a vain, giddy, ſhallow, humorous Youth, 
That Fear attends her not. 
Con. O Peace, Prince Dauphin, 
You are too much miſtaken in this King: 
Queſtion your Grace the late Ambaſſadors, 15 
With what great State he heard their Embaſke, | 
How well ſupply'd with Noble Counſellors, 1 
How modeſt in exception, and, withal, 8 th 
How terrible in conſtant Reſolution : q\ 
And you fhall find his Vanities: fore-ſpent- 
Were but the out · ſide of the;Roman Brutus, 
Covering Diſcretion with a Coat of Folly ; 
As Gardeners de with Ordure hide thoſe Roots 
That ſhall firſt ſpring, and be moſt delicate: 
Dau. Well, tis not ſo, my Lord High · Conſtable. 
But tho we think it ſo, it is no matter: 
In cauſes of Defence, tis beſt to weigh 
The Enemy more mighty than he ſeems, 
So the Proportions of defence are filld; 
Which of a weak and niggardly Projection, 
Doth, like a Miſer, ſpoil his Coat with ſcanting 
A little _ _ 
Fr. King. Think we King H. ong; 
And Princes, look, you — to meet him, 


The 
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The Kindred of him hath been fleſh'd upon us: 
And he is bred out of that bloody ſtrain | 
That haunted us in our familiar Paths; + 
Witneſs our too much memorable Shame, 
When Creſſy Battel fatally was ſtruck, 
And all our Princes captiv'd by the Hand 
"Of that black Name, Edward, black Prince of Wales: 
While that his Mountain Sire, on Mountain ſtanding, 
Up in the Air, crov/n'd with the Golden Sun, 
Saw his Heroick Seed, and ſmil'd to ſee him 
Mangle the work of Nature, and deface 
The Patterns that by God and by French Fathers 
Had twenty Years — made. ” This i isa Stem 
Of that Victorious Stock; and let us fear 
The native mightineſs and fate of him. 
: Enter a Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. Ambaſſadors from Harry King of England, 

Do crave admittance to your Majeſty, 

Fr. King. We'll give them preſent Audience, - 
Go, and bring them. 

You ſee this Chaſe is _ followed, Friends. 

Dau. Turn Head, and ſtop purſuit; for Coward Dogs 
Moſt ſpend their Mouths, when what they ſeem to threaten 
Runs far before them. Good my Sovereign, f 
Take up the Eugliſh ſhort, and let them know. 

Of what a Monarchy you are the Head: | ' 

Selt-love, my Liege, is not ſo vile a Sin, 

As ſelf. er 5 310 
Enter Exeter. * 

Fr. King. From our Brother of England T 

Exe. From him, and thus he greets your Majeſty : 
He wills you in the Name of God Almighty, 

That you diveſt your ſelf, and lay apart 

The borrowed Glories, that, by gift of Heaven, © | 

By Law of Nature, and of Nations, longs 

To him and to his Heirs; namely, the Crown, 
And all wide- ſtretched Honours that pertzin, * - 

By Cuftom and the Ordinance of Times, (19093. - 

Unto the Crown of France. That you wy know 

: Tis no finiſter, nor no awkward Claim 


qo" ef w 


Pick'd 


pickd from the Worm- holes of long - vaniſh'd days, 
Nor from the duſt of Old Oblivion rak d, 
He ſends you this moſt memorable Line, 
In eyery Branch truly demonſtrative, 
Willing you oyer- look his Pedigree; 
And when you find him evenly deriv'd 
From his moſt fam'd of famous Anceſtors; 
Edward the Third; he bids you then reſign 
Your Crown and Kingdom indirectly held 
From him, the native and true Challenger. 
Fr, King. Or elſe what follows? | 
Exe. Bloody conſtraint; for if you hide the Crown 
Even in your Hearts, there will he rake for it, 
And therefore in fierce Tempeſt is he coming, 
In Thunder and in Earthquake, like a Jove: 
That if requiring fail, he will compell. 
He bids you, in the Bowels of the Lord, 
Deliver up the Crown, and to take mercy 
On the poor Souls for whom this hungry War 
Opens his vaſty Jaws: and on your Head 
Turning the Widows Tears, the Orphans Cries, 
The dead Mens Blood, the privy Maidens Groans, 
For Husbands, Fathers, and betrothed Lovers, 
That ſhall be ſwallowed in this Controverſie. 
This is his Claim, his Threatning, and my Meſſage; 
Unleſs the Dauphin be in preſence here, 
To whom expreſly I bring Greeting too. 
Fr. King. For us, we will conſider of this further: 
To morrowy ſhall you bear our full intent 
Back to our Brother of England. 
Dan. For the Dauphin, 
| ſtand here for him; what to him from England? 
Exe. Scorn and Defiance, {light Regard, Contempt, 
And any thing that may not miſ become 
The mighty Sender, doth he prize you at. 
Thus ſays my King; and if your Father's Highneſs 
Do not, in grant of all Demands at large, | 
Sweeten the bitter Mock you ſent his Majeſty ; 
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He Il call you to ſo hot an Anſwer of it, 
That Caves and womby Vaultages of France 
Shall chide your Treſpaſs, and zetura your Mock 
In ſecond Accent of his Ordinance. 

Dau. Say, if my Father tender fair return, 
It is againſt my will; for I deſire 10 
Nothing but Odds with England; to that end, 
As matching to his Vouth and Vanity, 
1 did preſent him with the Paris Balls. 

Exe. He'll make your Paris Louder ſhake for it, 
Were it the Miſtreſs Court of mighty Europe: 
And be aſſur d you'll find a difference, | 
As we, his Subjects, have in wonder found, 
Between the Promiſe of his greener days 
And theſe he Maſters now; now he weighs Time 
Even to the utmoſt Grain, that you ſhall read 
In your own Loſſes, if he ſtay in France. 


Fr. King. To morrow you ſhall know our mind at full. 


A Flouriſh, 
Exe. Diſpatch us with-all ſpeed, leſt that our King 
Come here himſelf to queſtion our delay, 
For he is footed in-this Land already, 
Fr. King You ſhall be ſoon Diſpatch'd with fair Conditions, 
A Night is but ſmall breath, and little pauſe 
To anſwer matters of this Conſequence. 


— 


ACT H. SCENE I. 
Enter Chorus. 

T Hus with imagin'd Wing our ſwift Scene flies, 
In motion of no leſs Celerity, . 

Than that of Thought. Suppoſe that you have ſcen 
The well appointed King at Dover Peer, 

Embark his Royalty; and his brave Fleet, | 
With Silken Streamers, the young Phæbus fanning ; 

Play with your Fancies; and in them behold, 


Upon the Hempen Tackle, Ship Boys climbing; 
Hear the ſhrill Whiſtle, which doth Order give 
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To ſounds confus d; behold the threaden Sails, 
Born with th'inviſible and N Wind, | 
Draw the huge bottoms thro? the furrow'd Sea, N 

Breaſting the lofty Surge. O, do but think 

You ſtand upon the Rivage, and behold 1 
A City on th'inconſtant Billows dancing; I 
For fo appears this Fleet Majeftical, | (i 

Holding due courſe to Harfleur. Follow, follow. 

Grapple your Minds to ſternage of this Navy, | 

And leave your England as dead Midnight, fill, . 

Guarded with Grandſires, Babies and old Women, . 


Either paſt, or not arriv d to pith and puiſſance: ö 
For vrho is he, whoſe Chin is but enrich d 1 
5 With one appearing Hair, that will not tollow | j 
Theſe cull'd and choice drawn Cavaliers to France? | 
Work, work your Thoughts, and therein ſee a Siege: i 
,Behold the Ordnance on their Carriages, = | 
With fatal Mouths gaping on girded Harflear. | 
Suppoſe ch Ambaſſador from the French comes back, 
Tells Harry, That the King doth offer him 
Katherine his Daughter, and with her to Dowry 
Some petty and unprofitable Dukedoms. 
The Offer likes not; and the nimble Gunner 
With Lynſtock now the Deviliſh Cannon touches. 
. 96 Alarm, and Chambers go off. 
And down goes all before him. Still be kind, 
And ech out our performance with your Mind. {Exit, 
Enter King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, and Glouceſter with 
Scaling-Ladders as before Harfleur. 
K, Henry, Once more unto the Breach, 
Dear Friends, once more; 
Or cloſe the Wall up with our Engliſh dead: 
In Peace there's nothing ſo becomes a. Man 
As modeſt ſtillneſs and Eumility: 
But when the blaſt of War blows in our Ears, 
+ Then imitate the Actions of the Tyger; 
Stiffen the Sinews, ſummon up the Blood, 
Diſguiſe iair Nature with hard- ſavour d Rage; 
Then lend the Eye a terrible aſpect; 
Let it pry through the Portage of the Head, 
F 2 


0 


Whoſe Limbs were made in England, ſhew us here 


Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 
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Like the Braſs Cannon, let the Brow o'erwhelm i it, 7 v8 
As fearſully as doth a galled Rock - | 8 
O'er-hang and jutty his confounded Baſe, 

Swill'd with the wild and waſteful Ocean. 

Now ſet the Teeth, and ſtretch the Noſtril wide, 2 


Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit | q 


To his full height. On, you nobleſt Engliſh, 4B 
Whoſe Blood is fet from Fathers of War- proof; 


Fathers, that like ſo many Alexandere, 1 4 | 


Have in theſe parts from Morn till Even "AY 

And ſheath'd their Swords for lack of Argument; 
Diſhonour not your Mothers; now atteſt, 

That thoſe whom you call'd Fathers did beget you. 

Be Copy now to Men of groſſer Blood, | 
And teach them how to War; and you, good Yeomen,. 


The mettle of your Paſture: Let us ſwear, . | 
That you are worth your breeding, which I doubt ots 
For there is none of you ſo mean and baſe, == 
That hath not noble luſtre in your Eyes. 

I ſee you ſtand like Greyhounds in the flips, Þ 
Straining upon the Start. The Game's a-foot:: 
Follow your Spirit; and upon this Charge, ; 


[Alarm and Chambers go of. 
Pater Nim, Bardolph, Piſtol, and Boy. [ 

. Bard. On, on, on, on, on, to the Breach, to the Breach, 
Nim. Pray thee, Corporal, ſtay, the Knocks are too 
hot; ard for mine own part, L have not a Cafe of Lives, 

the humour of it is too hot, that is the very plain Song of it. 
Piſt. The plain Song is moſt juſt; for humours du abound: 
Knocłks go and come: God's Vaſſals drop and dye; and Sword 
and Shield, in bloody Field, doth win immortal Fame. 
Bey. Wou'd I were in an Ale-houle in London, i veou!d 
give all my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and Safetʒ. 
Piſt. And I; if wiſhes would prevail with me my pur- G 
potz ſhoulJ not jail with me; but thether would 1 hye. 
Boy. As duly, but not as W as Bird doth ny on 


bough, 
2 | * acco 
ge "9 1 18 
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Enter Fluellen, 


Hu. Upto the breach, you Dogs; avant, vou Cullions: 


Piſt. Be merciful; great Duke, to Men df Mould, abate 
thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage, abate thy Rage, great 
Duke. Good Bawcock, bate thy Rage, utc lenity, ſweet 
Chuck. 5 : 

Nim. Theſe be good humours; your Honour wins bad 
humours. - | Exauut 
; Boy. As young as I am, I have obſerv'd theſe three 
Swaſhers. I am Boy to them all three but all they three, 
though they would ſerve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to a Man; 
for Bardolph, he is white-liver'd, and red-fac'd; by the 
means whreof, a faces it out, but fights not; for ride he 


hath a U Tongue, and a quiet Sword; by the means 


whereof, a breaks Words, and keeps whole Weapons; 
for Nim, he hath heard, that Men of few Words are the 
beft Men, and therefore he ſcorns to ſay his Prayers, leſt a 
ſhould be thought a Coward ; but his few bad words are 
matcht with as few: good Deeds; for a never broke any 
Man's head but bis own, and that was againſt a Poſt, whea 
he was drunk. They will ſteal any thing, and call it Pur- 
chaſe:  Bardolph ſtole a Lute-caſe, bore it twelve Leagves, 
and fold it for three half-pence. Nim and Bardolph are 
{worn Brothers in filching ; and in Calice they ſtole a fire- 
ſhovel. Lknew,by that piece of Service, the Men would carry 
Coals. They would have meas familiar with Mens Pockets, 
as their Gloves or their Hand. kerchers; which makes much 
againſt my Manhood, if I would take from another's 
Pocket, to oy into mine; forit is plain pocketting up of 


Wrongs. I muſt leave them, and ſeek ſome better Ser- 
vice; their. Villany goes againſt my weak Stomach, and 
therefore I muſt caſt it up. . [Exit Boy. 
115 Enter Gower. 


Gower. Captain Fluellen, you muſt come preſently to the 

Mines; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpeak with you. 
Flu. To the Mines? Tell you the Duke, it is not ſo good 
to come to the Mines; for look you, the Mines are not 
according to the Diſciplines of the War; the Concavites of 
it. is not lufficient; for look you, th athverſary, you may 
gs F 3 | diſcus 
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As feartully as doth a galled Rock _ - 
O'er-hang and jutty his confounded Baſce. 
Swill'd with the wild and waſteful Ocean. 
Now ſet the Teeth, and ſtretch the Noſtril wide, 
Hold hard the Breath, and bend up every Spirit 
To his full height. On, you nobleſt Engliſh, 177 
Whoſe Blood is fet from Fathers of War Proof; 5 
Fathers, that like ſo many Alexanderc, 107 of 
Have in theſe parts from Morn till Even fought, | 
And ſheath'd their Swords for lack of Argument; 
Diſhonour not your Mothers; now atteſt, is 
That thoſe whom you call'd Fathers did beget you. 
Be Copy now to Men of groſſer Blood, 
And teach them how to War; and you, good Yeomen, 
Whoſe Limbs were made in England, ſhew us bere 
The mettle of your Paſture: Let us ſwear, 
That you are worth your breeding, which I doubt not; 
For there is none of you ſo mean and bale, | 
That hath not noble luſtre in your Eyes. 
1 ſee you ſtand like — in the ſlips, Y 
Straining upon the Start. The Game's a-foot: 


Follow your Spirit; and upon this Charge, wi q 
Cry, God for Harry, England, and St. George. 1 
[Alarm and Chambert go of. 


Inter Nim, Bardolph, Piſtol, and Boy. 
. Bard. On, on, on, on, on, to the Breach, to the Breach. 
Nim. Pray thee, Corporal, ſtay, the Knocks are too 
hot; ad for mine own part, L have not a Cafe of Lives; 
the humour of it is too hot, that is the very plain Song of it. 
Piſt. The plain Song is moſt juſt; for bumours da abound: 
Knocks go and come: God's Vaſſals drop and dye; and Sword 
* „ in bloody Field, doth win immortal! Fame. 
. Wou'd I were in an Ale-houſe in London, I would 
ſets Al my Fame for a Pot of Ale, and Safety. 
Piſt. And I; if wiſhes would prevail with me, my pur- 
pol: ſhoulJ not Jail with me; but thether would I bye. 
Boy. As duly, but not as S as Bird doth fing on 


bough, 


” Enter 


Like the Braſs Cannon, let the Brow o 'erwhelm i it, * " 


. 


* 


A 


Enter Fluellen. | 
Hu. Up ite the breach, you Dogs; avant, you Cullions. 
Pift. Be merciful; great Duke, to Men df Mould, abate 
thy Rage, abate thy manly Rage; abate thy Rage, great 
on Good Bawcock, bate thy Rage, uſc lenity, {weet 
Chuck. P 
Nim. Theſe de good humours; your Honour wins bad 
humours. | Exaun: 
Boy. As young as I am, I have obſerv'd theſe three 
Swaſhers. I am Boy to them all three but all they three, 
though they would ſerve me, could not be Man to me; 
for indeed three ſuch Antiques do not amount to a Man; 
tor Bardolph, he is white4iver'd, and red-fac'd; by the 
means whreof, a faces it out, but fights not; for Piſtol;he 


hath a U Ping and a quiet Sword; by the means - 


whereof, a breaks Words, and keeps whole Weapons; 
for Nim, he hath heard, that Men of few Words are the 
beft Men, and therefore he ſcorns to ſay his Prayers, left a 
ſhould be thought a Coward ; but his few bad words are 
matcht with as few good Deeds; for a never broke any 
Man's head but bis own, and that was againſt a Poſt, when 
he was drunk. They will ſteal any thing, and call it Pur- 
chaſe: Bardolph ſtole a Lute-caſe, bore it twelve Leagues, 
and fold it for three half-pence. Nim and Bardolph are 
{worn Brothers in filching; and in Calice they ſtole a fire- 
ſhovel. Lknew,by that piece of Service, the Men would carry 
Coals. They would have meas familiar with Mens Pockets, 
as their Gloves or their Hand kerchers; which makes much 
againſt my Manhood, if I would take from another's 
Pocket, to put into mine; for it is 2 ocketting up of 
Wrongs. I muſt leave them, and ſeek ſome better Ser- 
vice; their Villany goes againſt my weak Stomach, and 
therefore I muſt caſt it up. , [Exit Boy 
7 Enter Gower. 
Gower. Captain Flxellen, you muſt come preſently to the 
Mines; the Duke of Glouceſter would ſpeak with you. 
Flu. To the Mines? Tell you the Duke, it is not ſo good 
to come to the Mines; for look you, the Mines are not 
according to the Diſciplines of the War; the Concavites of 
it is not lufficient; for look you, th' athyerſary, you may 
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diſcuſs unto the Duke, look you, is digt himſelf four yards 
under the Countermines; by Cheſhu, I think a will-plow 
up all, if there is not better directions. 

Gower. The Duke of Glouceſter, to whom the Onder of 
the Siege is given, is altogether directed by an Iriſh 3 


very valiant Gentleman, I' faith. 


Ela. It is Captain Mackmorrice, is it not? 4 

Gower. I think it be. 

Flu. By Cheſun he is an Aſs, as is in the World, I will 
verifie as much, in his Beard; he has no more directions 
in the true diſciplines of the Wars, look. you, of the Ro- 
man diſciplines, than is a Puppy- dog q. 15 
| Enter Mackmorrice, and Captain Jamy. + _ 

Gomer. Here a comes, and the Scots Captain, * 


that is. certain, and of great expedition and knowledge in 
the auncient Wars, upon my paricular knowledge of his 
directions; by Cheſhu he will maintain his Argument as 
well as any Military Man in the World, in the 1 2 6 
of the priſtine Wars of the Romans. 

Famy. 1 ſay gudday, Captain Fluellen. - 2&4 

"Flu. Godden to your Worſhip, good Captain gamer 

Gower, How now, Captain 8 have 1 quit 
the Mines? have the Pioneers given o'er ? 


Mack. By Chriſh, Law, tiſn ill done; the Work if give | 


over, the Trumpet ſound the Retreat. By my hand 1 
ſwear, and by my Father's Soul, the Worki iſh il dane; i 
Mh give over; I would have blowed up the Town, 10 
Chriſh fave me, law, in an hour, O tiſh ill done, ſhi 
done; by my Hand fiſh ill done. 

Flu. Captain Mackmorrice, I beſeech you now, will 
you vouehſafe me, look you, a few diſputations with you, 

as partly touching or concerning the diſciplines of the War, 
che Roman Wars, in the way of Argument, look you, and 
friendly communication; party to ſatisfy my Opinion, and 


partly for the ſatisfaction, look you, of my „ As touch- 
ing che direction of the Military Diſeoine, that » the 
Point, 


Famy, with him. 
Captain Famy is a maryellous valorous Gentleman, | 
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Jam. It fall be very gud, gud feith, gud Captens bath, 
Md I fall quit you with gud leve, as I may pick occaſion ; 
that fall 1 marry. 

Mack. It is no time to diſcourſe, ſo Chriſh ſave me: The 
Day is hot, and the Weather, and the Wars, and the King, 
md the Duke; it is not time to diſcourſe, the Town is be- 
ſeech d; and the Trumpet calls us to the Breach, and we 
talk, and by Chriſh do nothing. tis ſhame for us all; ſo God 
ſa me tis ſhame to ſtand ſtill, it is ſhame by my hand; and 
there is Throats to be cut, and Works to be done, and 
there iſh nothing done, ſo Chriſh ſa me law. 

Famy. By the Mes, ere theiſe eyes of mine take them- 
ſelves to Nlomber, ayle de gud ſervice, or Ile ligge i th 
gone for it; ay, or go to death; and Ilepay'tas valorou- 

y as I may, that ſal 1 ſurely do, the breff and the long; 
marry, 1 wad full fain heard ſome queſtion 'tween you tway. 

Flu. Captain Mackmorrice, I think, look you, under 
your correction, there is not many of your Nation. 

Mack. Of my Nation? what iſh my Nation? Iſh a Vil 
lain, and a Baſtard, and a Knave, and a Raſcal? What iſh- 
my Nation? Who talks of my Nation? 

Flu. Look you, if you take the matter otherwiſe than is 
meant, Captain Mackmorrice, peradventure I ſhall think you 
do not uſe me with that affability, as in diſcretion you ought 
to uſe me, look you, being as good a Man as your ſelf 
both in the diſciplines of Wars, and in the derivation of : 
my birth, and in other particularities. 

Mack. I do not know you ſo good a Man as my ſelf, 
ſo Chriſh ſaye me, I will cut off your head. 

Gower, Gentlemen both, you will miſtake each other. 

Famy. A, that's a foul fault. LA Parley ſaunded. 

Gower. The Town ſounds a Parley. : 

Flu. Ciptain Mackmorrice, when there is more better 
opportunity to be requir'd, look you, I will be ſo boldas 
to tell you, I know the diciplines of War, and there is an 

Entey King Henty, and his Train before the Gates, 

R. Henry. How yet reſolves the Governor of the Town? - 
This is the lateſt Parle we will admit: 
Therefore to our beſt mercy give your ſelyes, 
Or like to Men proud of 218 | 
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Deſie us to our worſt; for as I am a Soldier, 


A Name that in my thoughts becomes me beſt; « 
If 1 begin the Batt'ry once again, 


1 will not leave the half · atchieyed Harflewr, F | 


Till in her Aſhes ſhe lie buried. 

The Gates of Mercy ſhall be all ſhut up, 

And the fleſh'd Soldier, rough and hard of Heart, © 
In liberty of bloody Hand, ſhall range | 
With Conſcience wide as Hell, mowing like Gras 


Your freſh fair, Virgins, and your flowring [afants. 


_ What is it then to me, if impious War, 77 
Arrayed in flames like to the Prince of Fiends, 
Do with his ſmircht Complexion all fell Feats, b 
Enlinckt to waſte and deſolation ? 0 
_ What is't to me, when you your ſelves are cauſe, 

If your pure Maidens fall. into the Hand I 
Of hot and forcing Violation ? 

What Rein can hold licentious Wickedneſs, 
When down the Hill he holds his fierce Career? 
We _ as bootleſs ſpend our vain Command 

Upon t 

As ſends Precepts to the Leviathan 

To come a-ſhoar. Therefore, you Men of Hera, 
Take pity of your Town and of your People, 
Whiles yet my Soldiers are in my Command. 
Whiles yet the cool and temperate Wind of Grace 
Qer-blows the filthy and contagious Clouds „ 
Of heady Murther, Spoil, and Villany. 73 
If not; why in a moment look to ſee. 5 
The blind 2 bloody Soldier, with foul hand = 
Defile the Locks of your ſhrill-ſhricking Daughters; 
Your Fathers taken by the ſilver Beards, . 


£ "AIRF, 4g 
8 
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And their moſt reverend Heads daſht to the Walls: | | 


Your naked Infants ſpicted- upon Pikes, 

While the mad Mothers, with their howls confus d, 
Do break the Clouds; as did the Wives of Fey, 
At Herod's blood y- hunting ſlaughter- men. 45 
What ſay you? Will you yield, and this avoid? * 
Or guilty in defence be thus deftroy'd? 

Enter Governor. 
Gov, Our expeQation hath this Day an end: 
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The Dauphin, of whom Succours we entreated, 
Returns us, that his Powers ſare yet not ready, 


To raiſe ſo great a Siege. Therefore, great King, 


We yield our Town and Lives to thy ſoft Mercy: 
Enter our Gates, diſpoſe of us and ours, 
For we no longer are defenſible. | 

K. Henry. Open your Gates: Come, Uncle Exeter, 
Go you and enter Harfleur, there remain, - 


And fortifie it ſtrongly gainſt the French: 


Uſe mercy to them all for us, dear Uncle. 
The Winter coming on, and Sickneſs growing 


VU pon our Soldiers, we will retire to Calais. | 


To Night in Harflewr we will be your Gueſt, 

To morrow for the March we are addreſt. ? 

| 1 5 [Flouriſh, and enter the Town. 
Enter Katherine and an old Gentlewoman. © 


Kath. Alice, in 45 efts en Angleterre, & tu parlors bien le 


Language. 
Alice. Un peu, Madame. 


parler. Comment appelli vous la main en Ang 
Alice. La main, il eft appelie, de Hand. | 
Kath. De Hand. | "ITAL 
Alice. Et le doyt. | 


Kath, Fe te prie de — il fant que bee "I 
= 


Kath. Le doyt, me ſoy je onblie le doyt. mais jame ſouvien- 


dray le deyt je penſe qu ils ont appells des fingres, ouy de fingres. 


Alice. La main. de Hand, le dope, le Fingres. Je penſe . 


ue fe ſuis le bon eſcolier. 
1 ö 2 


th. Fay gaigne deux mots d Anglois wiſtenens; comment 


appelie vous les ongles? 
Alice. Les ongles, les appellons de Nayles. 


Kath. De Nayles eſcout ex: dites moy, ft Je parle bien: ds : 


and, de Fingres, de Nayles. 
Alice. C' eſs bien dit Madame, il eſt fort bon Anglois, - . 
Kath, Dites moy en Anglois le bras, 
Alice. De Arme, Madame. 
Kath. Et le Coude. 4 
Alice. D' Elbow. - 


Kath. D' Elbow: Fe mien ſaitx la repetition de tous le 


mots que vous m aviz apprins des a preſent. * 


F 7 Alke.: - 
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Alice. I! oft trop difficile Madame, comme je penfe, 


Kath. Excuſe moy Alice, eſconte, 4 bland, de N * | 


Kayles, d Arme, de Bilbow. 4 
Alice. D' Elbow, Madame. | 


Kath. O Signeur Dieu, je men oublie d Elbow, comment | 


Ile vous le col? 

Alice. De Neck, Madame. 4 

Kath. De Neck, & le manton? 1 

Alice. De Chin. ö 1 

Kath. De Sin, le col, de Neck: le manton, de Sin. 

Alice, Ouy. Sauf voſtre honneur en verite vous 22 
les mots auſſi droict, que le Natifs d Angleterre. 

Kath. Je ne doute point d apprendre par le grace de Dies, 
& en peu de temps. 

Alice. Navex vous pas deſia oubliè ce que je vous ay en- 
ſeigre? 
Kath. Kon Jo Lag. bre, c 4. 
Fingre, de es, Madame 8 

Alice. De Nui, Madame. | 7 

Kath. De Nayles, de Arme, de Ilbow. * | 

Alice. Sau voſtre honneur d Elbow, ii 

Kath. Ainſi dis-je d Elbow, de Neck, de Sin: comment ap 
pelle vous les pieds & de robe. 

Alice. Le Foot Madame, ( le Count. | 

| Kath, Le Foot, & le Count: O Signienr Dieu 5 
mots mauvais, corruptible c imtudique, & non pour les Damuss 
Hmneur d uſer: Fe ne voudrois prononcer ces mots devant 
les Seigneurs de France, pour tout le monde! 11 faut le Foot, 
le Coun, neant moins. Fe reciteray un autrefois mu legon 
enſemble, J Hand, de Fingre, de Nayles, 4 Arme, d * 
de Neck, de Sin, de Foot, de Count. 

Alice. Excellent, Madame. 

Kath. C'eſt aſſez pour une fois,allons nous en diſner. rh 
Enter the King of France, the Dauphin, Duke of Britain, the 
Conſtable of France, and'ethers. 
Fr. k. *Tis certain he hath paſs'd the River Some, 
Con. And if he be not fought withal, my Lord, 
Let us not live in France; let us quit all, 12 
And give our Vineyards to a Barbarous People. i 

Na.. O Diem vivant! ſhall a jew Sprays of us, = 
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The emptying of our Father's Luxury, EF 
Our Syens, put in Wild and Savage Stock, 
Spirt up ſo ſuddenly into the Clouds, 
And over-look their Grafters? 

Brit. Normans, but Baſtard Normans, Norman Baſtards. 
Mort de ma vie, if thus — march along ä 
Unfought withal, but I will ſell my Dukedom, 
To buy a ſlobbry and a dirty Farm | 
In that hook-ſhotten Ifle of Albion. | 

Con. Dieu de Batailles! Where have they this Mettle ? + 
Is not their Climate foggy, raw, and dull? 
On whom, as in deſpight, the Sun looks pale, 
Killing their Fruit with Frowns? Can ſodden Water, 
A Drench for Sur-reyn'd Jades, their Barly-broth, 
Dococt their cold Blood to ſuch valiant heat? 
And ſhall our quick Blood ſpirited with Wine, 
Seem froſty? Oh! for the Honour of our Land, 
Let us not hang like roping Iſicles ; 
Upen our Houſes Thatch, whiles a more froſty People 
Sweat drops of gallant Youth in our rich Fields: - | 
Poor we may call them, in their Native Lords. - 
Dan. By Faith and Honour, 
Our Madams mock at us, and plainly ſay, 
Our Mettle is bred out, and they will give 
Their Bodies to the Luft of Engliſſß Youth, - 
To New-ſtore France with'Baftard Warriors. 
Brit. They bid us to the Engliſh Dancing Schools, 


* . 


And teach Lavalta's high, and ſwift Curranto's, * 


Saying, our Grace is only in our Heels, 

And that we are moſt lofty Run- aways, 

Fr. King. Whereis Montjoy, the Herald? ſpeed him hence, 

Let him greet England with our ſharp Defiance. 

Up Princes, and with Spirit of Honour edg'd, 

More ſharper than your Swords, hie to the Field 

| Charles Delabreth, High Conftable of France; 

You Duke of Orleans, Bourbon and of Berry, 

Alanſon. Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy, 

Jaques Chatillion, Rambures, Vandemont, 

Beaumont, Grandpree, Rowſſie, and Faulconbridge, 

Toys, Leſtrale, Bouciquall, and Charaloys, 8 
ig 
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High Dukes, great Princes, Barons, Lords, and Kings; 

For your great Seats, now quit you of great ſnames: 

Bar. Harry England, that ſweeps through our Land 

With Penons painted in the Blood of Harfleur: 

Ruſh on his Hoſt, as doth the melted Snow 

Upon the Vallies, whoſe low Vaſſal Seat 

The Alps doth ſpit, and void his rheum upon. 

Go down upon him, you have Power enough, 

And in a Captive Chariot, into Roan - „ 

Bring him our Priſoner. GIST: | 

Con. This becomes the Great. 

Sorry am I his Numbers are ſo few, | 

His Soldiers fick, and famiſht in their March: 

For I am ſure, when he ſhall ſee our Army, 

He'll drop his Heart into the ſink of Fear, 

And for Atchievement, offer us his Ranſom. r b 
F King. Therefore Lord Conſtable, haſte on Mowntjoy, . 

And let him ſay to England, that we ſend, ; 

To know what willing Ranſom he will give. 


Prince Dauphin, you ſhall ſtay with us in Roan, © | 6 


Dau. Not ſo, I do beſeech your Majeſty, 

Fr. King. Be patient, for you ſnall remain with us. 
Now forth Lord Conſtable and Princes all; 
And quickly bring us word of England's Fall. ¶ Exeunt. 

Enter Gower and Fluellen. (Bridge ? 


Gow. How now, Captain Fluellen, come you from the 
Flu. I aſſure, you, there is very excellent Services com- 


mitted at the Bridge. 1 | 

Gow. Is the Duke of Exeter ſafe? | 

Flu. The Duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as Agamem- 
non, and a Man that I love and honour with my Soul. and my 
Heart, and my Duty, and my Life, and my Living, and my 
uttermoſt Power. He is not, God be praiſed and bleſſed, + 
any hurt in the World, but keeps the Bridge moſt valiantly, 
with excellent Diſcipline. There is an ancient Lieutenant 


* 


there at the Bridge, I think in my very Conſcience he is as 


Valiant a Man as Mark Anthony, and he is a Man of no Eſti- 


mation in the World, but I did ſee him do. as gallant Service. 


Gew, What do you call him? 
Flu. Hie is call d Ancient Piſtol, | 


Gow. 2 —4 


6 1 


© 
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Gow. I know him not. 5 boos LEP 7 K 


Enter Piſtol, : 
Flu, Here is the Man. "Y 
Piſt. in, I thee beſeech to do me favours: The Duke 


of Exeter doth love thee well. N 
Rh I, I praiſe God, and I have merited ſome love at his 

nds. 1 | 
Pi. Bardolph, a Soldier firm and ſound of Heart, and of 
buxom Volour, hath by cruel Fate, and giddy Fortune's fu- 
rious fickle Wheel, that Goddeſs blind, t — 
rolling reſtleſs Stone —— 

Flu. By your Patience, ancient Piſtol: Fortune is painted 
blind, with a Muffler before her Eyes, to fignifie to you, 
that Fortune is blind; and ſhe is painted alſo with a Wheel, 
to ſignifie to you, which is the Moral of it, that ſhe is turn- 
ing and inconſtant, and mutability, and variation; and her 
Foot, look you, is fixed upon a Spherical Stone, which 
rowles, and rowles, and rowles; in good truth, the Poet 
makes a moſt excellent deſcription of it: Fortune is an ex- 
cellent Moral. , 3 

Piſt. Fortune is Bardolph's Foe, and frowns on him; for 
he bath ſtoln a Pax, and Hanged muſt a be; Damned Death; 
let Gallows gape for Dog, let man go free, and let not 
Hemp bis Arps ſuffocate; but Exeter hath given the 
Doom of Death for Pax of little Price. Therefore 


1 the Duke will hear thy voice; and let not Bar- 
Iph* 


s vital Thread be cut with edge of Penny-Cord, and vile 
reproach. Speak Captain for his Life, and I will thee requite. 
Flu. Ancient Piſtol, I do partly underſtand your mean- 


Pig. Why then rejoyce therefore. 


Flu. Certainly Ancient, it is not a thing to rejoice at; 
for if, look you, he were my Brother, I would defire the 


Duke to uſe his good Pleaſure, and put him to Execution; 
for Diſcipline _ to be uſed, | 


Piſt. Die, and be damn d, and Figo for they Friendſhip/ 


Flu. It is well. | 
Pit. The Fig of Spain, [Exit Piſt. 
Flu, Very good, 
Gow, 
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Gow. Why, this is an arrant counterfeit Raſcal, Ire. 


member him now ; a Bawd, a Cut-purſe, 
Flu. I'll aſſure you, a utt'red as prave words at the 
Pridge as you ſhall ſee in a Summers Day; but it is very 


you, when time is ſerve. | e ] 

Gow. Why tis a Gull, a Fool, a Rogue, that now and 
then goes to the Wars, to grace himſelf at his returninto 
London, under the form of a Soldier; and ſuch Fellows are 
1 4 the Great Commanders Names, and they will 
earn you by rote where Services were done; at ſuch and 
ſuch a Sconce, at ſuch a Breach, at ſuch a Convoy; who 


came off brayely, who was ſhot, whodiſgrac d, what terms 


the Enemy ſtood on; and this they con perfectly in the Phraſe 
of War, which they trick up with new-tuned Oaths; and 
what a Beard of the Generals Cut, anda horrid Sute of the 
Camp, will do among foaming Bottles, and Ale-waſh'd wits, 
is wonderful to be thought on; but you muſt learn to know 
ſuch flanders of the Age, or elſe you may be marvellouſly 
miſtook. . = | 
Fla. I tell you what, in Gower; I do perceive he 
is not the Man that he would gladly make ſhew to the 
World he is; if 1 find a hole in his Coat, I will tell him m 
mind; hear you, the King is coming, and I muſt ſpeak wi 
bim from the Pridge. © = Err . 206 Ta 
Drum and Colours. Enter the King and his poor Soldiers. 

Flu. God pleſs your Majeſty. it 

K. Henry. How now Fluellen, cam ſt thou from the Brid 
Flu. I, fo pleaſe your Majeſty: The Duke of Exeter has 
very gallantly maintain d the Pridge; the French is gone 


off, look you, and there is gallant and moſt prave Paſſages; 


marry, th' athverſary was have poſſeſſion of the Pridge, but 


he is enforced to retire, and the Duke of Exeter is Maſter © 
of the Pridge: I can tell your Majeſty, the Duke is a prave 


Man. 
EK. Henry. What Men have you loſt, Fuellen? | 
Flu. The perdition of th'athverſary hath been very great, 


reaſonable great; marry for my part, I think the Duke hath 


loft never a Man, but one that is like to be execured for 
Robbing a Church, one Bardolph, if your Majeſty know 
a | the 


well; what he has ſpoke to me, that is well, I warrant 
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the Man: His Face is all Bubukles, and Whelks, and Knobs; 


and flames a Fire, and his Lips blows at his Noſe, and it 


is like a Coal of Fire, ſometimes plue, and - ſometimes 
red, but his Noſe is executed, and his Fire's out. 


k. Henry. We would have all ſuch Offenders.ſo cut off, 


and we give expreſs e, that in our Marches through 
the Country, there be nothing compelbd from the Villa- 
ges; nothing taken but paid for; none of the French up- 


braided or abuſed in diſdaiuful Language; for when Leni- 


ty and Cruelty play for a Kingdom, the gentler Gameſter 
is the ſooneſt Winner. In of £934 - | 
Tucket ſounds. Enter Mountjoy. 
Mount. You know me by my Habit, 


K. Henry. Well then, I know thee; what ſhall I know 


of thee? 
Mount. My Maſter's Mind. A 
K. Henry. Unfold it. 


Mount. Thus ſays my King: Say thou to Harry of Eng- 


land, though we ſeemed dead, we did but ſleep: Advan- 


tage is a better Soldier than Raſtmeis. Tell him, we could 


have rebuk d him at Harfleur, but that we thought not 
good to bruiſe an Injury, till it were full ripe. Now we 
ſpeak upon our Cue, and our Voice is imperial: England 
ſhall repent his Folly, ſee his Weakneſs, and admire our 


Suffersnce. Bid him therefore conſider of his Ranſom, 


which muſt proportion the Loſſes we have born, the Sub- 
jets we have loſt, the Diſgrace we have digeſted; vv hich in 
weight to re-anfwer, his Pettineſs would bow under. For 


our Loſſes, his Exchequer is too poor; for th* effuſion of 


our Blood, the Muſter of bis Kingdom too faint a Num- 
der; and for our Diſgrace, his own Perſon kneeling at our 
Feet, but a weak and worthleſs Satis faction. To this add 
Defiance, and tell him for concluſion, he hath betray'd his 


Followers, whoſe Condemnation is pronounc'd. So far 


my King and Maſter; ſo much my Office. 

K. Henry. What is thy Name? 1 know thy Quality. 

Mount. Moumt cy. 

K, Henry. Tnou do'ſt thy Office fairly. Turn thee back, 
And tell thy King, I do not ſeek him now, 
But could be willing to march on to Calais, 

| Withous 


| 
| 
| 
| 


ö 
ö 
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Without Impeachment; for to ſay the ſooth; Me el 

Though tis no Wiſdom to confeſs ſo much, 

Unto an Enemy of Craft and Vantage, ' 

My People are with Sickneſs much enfeebled, 
Numbers leſſen d; and thoſe. few 1 wy 

Almoſt no better than ſo many French; 

Who when they were in health, I tell thou; Herald, 

thought, upon one pair of Engliſh Legs 

Did march three Frenchmen. Yet forgive me, God, 

That I do brag thus; this your Air of France | 

Hath blown that Vice in me; I muſt repent. 

Go therefore tell thy Maſter; here Iam; 

My Ranſom is this frail and worthleſs Trunk; 

My Army but a weak and fickly Guard 


' Yet God before, tell him we will come on, 


Though France himſelt, and ſuch another Neighbour 
Stand in our way. There's for thy Labour, any. A 
Go bid thy Maſter well adviſe himſels, 


If we may paſs, we will; if we be hiodred, 


We ſhall your tawony Ground with your red blood 
Diſcolour; and ſo Mountjey fare you well. 
The ſum of all our Anſwer is but this; 
We would not ſeek a Battle, as we are, | 
Nor as we are, we ſay, we will not ſhun. it: 3 
So tell your Maſter. 
Mount. I ſhall deliver ſo: Thanks to deus lüge Kaas 
Gio. I hope they will not come upon us now, -* 


R. Henry. We 2 in God's hand, Brother, not in theirs x 


March to the Bridge, it now. draws toward Night, 
Beyond the River we'll encamp our ſelves, 
And on to morrow bid them march away, CE | 
Enter the Conſtable of France, the Lord Rambures, Orleans, 
Dauphin, with others. 

Con. Tut, I have the beſt Armour of the World; would: 
it were day. 

Orl. You have an excellent Armour; t bu ler my non 
have his due. 

Con. It is the beſt Horſe of Evirope, . 


Orl. Will it never be Morning? 
Dany 


EE ae. 
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Dau. My Lord of Orleans, and my Lord High Conſta- 


ble, you talk of Horſe and Armour? 
Orl. You are as well provided of both, as any Princein 


the World. n 


Dau. What a long Night is this? Iwill not N my 
Horſe with any that treads but on four Paſterns; ch'ha; he 
bounds: from # # Earth, as if his Entrails were hairs; Le 
Cheval volant, the Pegaſus, qu'il a les narines de feu. When 
I beſtride him, I ſoar, I am a Hawk; he trots the Air; 
the Earth fings, when he touches it; the baſeſt Horn of 
his Hoof is more Muſical than the Pipe of Hermes. 

Orl. He's of the colour of a Nutmeg. 

Dau. And of the heat of the Ginger, It is a Beaſt 
for Perſeus; he is pure Air and Fire ; and the dull Ele- 
ments of Earth and Water never appear in him, but only 
in patient ſtilneſs while his Rider amounts him; he is 
5 eed a Horſe, and all other Jades you may call 

ſts. 

Con. Indeed my Lord, it is a moſt abſolute and excel - 
lent Horſe, . 

Dau. It is the Prince of Palfreys, his Neigh is like the 
bidding of a Monarch, and his Countenance enforces Ho- 
mage. 

Orl. No more, Couſin: 

Dau. Nay, the Man hath no wit, that cannot from the 
riſing of the Lark to the lodging of the Lamb, vary de- 
ſeryed praiſe on my Palfrey; it is a Theme as fluent as the 
Sea: Turn the Sands into eloquent Tongues, and my Horſe 
is argument for them all; tis a ſubje& for a Soyeraiga to 
reaſon on, and for a Soveraign's Soveraign to ride on; and 
for the World, familiar to us, and unknown, to lay apart 
their particular Functions, and wonder at him. I once 
writ a Sonnet in his praiſe and began thus, Wonder of Na- 
VIE — | 

Orl. J have heard a Sonnet begin ſo to ones Miſtreſs, 

Dau. Then did they imitate that, which I compos'd to 


my Courſer, for my Horſe is my Miſtreſs. 


Orl. Your Miſtreſs bears well. 


Dau. Me well, which is the preſcri iſe * fe- 
| ion of a good and particular Miſtres, DET 


Wes Con: 
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Cen. Nay, for methought Yeſterday your Miſtreſs ſhrewd. 
ly ſhook your Back. | 

Dau. So perhaps did 

Con. Mine was not bridled, . 

Dau. O then belike ſhe was old and gentle, and you 
rode like a Kerne.of Ireland, your French Hoſe off, and 
in your ftrait Stroſſers. ry | 

Con. You have good Judgment in Horſemanſhip. 

Dau. Be warn'd by me then; they that ride ſo, and ride 
not warily, fall into foul Bogs ; I had rather have my 
Horſe to my Miſtreſs _ 

Con. J had as lieve have my Miſtreſs a Jade. 

1 I tell thee Conſtable, my Miſtreſs wears his own 

ir. 1 
Con. I could make as true a Boaſt as that, if I had a 
Sow to my Miſtreſs. | 

Dau. Le chien eft retourne à ſon propre vomiſſement, © la 
truie laute au bourbier; thou mak ſt uſe of any thing. 
Con. Yet do I not uſe my Horſe for my Miſtreſs, or any 
ſuch Proverb, ſo little kin to the purpoſe. 

Ram. My Lord Conſtable, the Armour that I ſaw in 
your Tent to Night, are thoſe Stars or Suns upon it ? 

Con. Stars, my Lord. | 

Dau. Some of them will fall to morrow, I hope. 

Con. And yet my Sky ſhall not want. 
Dan That may be, for you bear a many ſuperfluouſly, 
and *twere more honour ſome were away. 

Con. Ev'n as your Horſe bears your praiſes, who would 
trot as well, were ſome of your brags diſmounted. 
Dau. Would I were able to Joad him with his deſert. 
Will it never be day? I will trot to morrow a Mile, and 
my way ſhall be paved with Engliſh Faces. 

Con. I will not ſay ſo, for fear I ſhould be fac'd out of 
my way; but I would it were Morning, for I would fain 
be about the Ears of the Engliſh, * 

Ram. Who will go to Hazard witk me for twenty 
Priſoners ? | 
* You muſt firſt go your ſelf to hazard, ere you have 
em. 5 


Das. 'Tis Mid. night, III go arm my ſelf. 


ours. 


Exit. 
Or l, 


vil; — at 
the Devi 
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Orl. The Dauphin longs for tatng 


Ram. He longs to eat the Engliſh. 
Con. I think he will eat all he kills. 
1 Orl. By the white Hand of my nd he's a gallant 
rince. 
Con. Swear by her Foot, that the may tread out the 
Cat. 
orl. He is f mply the moſt active Gentleman of France. 
Con. Doing is activity, and he will ſtill be doing. 
Or. He never did harm, that I heard of. 
Con. Nor will do none to morrow he will that 
good Name ſtill. | 
Or. I know him to be valiant, 
Con. I was told that, by one that knows him better than 


15 orl. What's he? 


Con, Marry he told me ſo himſelf, and he ſaid he car d 

not who knew it. 

Orl. He needs not, it is no hidden Virtue in him. 

m. By my Faith, Sir, but it is; never any body ſavv 
it, but bis Lacquey; tis a hooded. Vaour and when it ap- 
pears, it will abate. 

Orl. IIl. will never ſaid well. 

oon I will cap that Proverb with, There is Flattern in 
Friendſhip. 


.Orl. And 1 will take up that with, Give the Devil his 


due. 
Con. Well los c'd; there ſtands your Friend for the De- 
very Eye of that Proverb-with, 4 Pox of 


Orl. * are Hh * at Proyerbs, - how * 4 
Fool's R ev | A 
Con. You have ſhot over. 
on. "Tis not the firſt time you were over- ſhot. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ My Lord high Conſtable, the Engliſh lye within 


fifteen hundred Paces of your Tents, 
Con, Who hath meaſur d the Ground? 
l The Lord nen 
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Con. A valiant and moſt ex xpert Gentleman; Would it 
were day. Alas poor my of England; he longs not for 
the Dawning, as we do 
rl. What a wretched and peeviſh Fellow i is this King 
of England, to mope wick his fat · brain d Followers ſo far 
out of his Knowledge, 

Con. If the Engliſh had any apprehenſion, bey woul 
run away. 

Orl. That they lack; for if their Heads bad any intelle. 


| tual Armour, could never wear ſuch beavy Head- 
pieces. 


tures; their Maſtiffs are of unmatehable Courage. 
Ori. Fooliſh Curs, that run winking into the Mouth of 
a Ruſſian Bear, and have their Heads cruſh'd like rotten Ap. 
ples; you may as well ſay, that's a valiant Flea, that dare 
eat 8 Breakfaſt on the Lip of a Lion. 

Con. juſt, juſt; and the Men do ſympathize with the 
Maſtiffs, in robuſtious and rough coming on, leaving their 
Wits with their Wives; and then give them great Meals of 
Beef, and Iron and Steel; they will eat like Wolves, and 

fight like Devils. 

Orl. Ay, but theſe Engliſh are ſhrewdly out of Beef. 
Con. Then. ſhall we find to morrow, they have on! 
Stomachs to eat, and none to fight. Now is it time to arm 
come, ſhall we about it? 


Orl. It is now two a Clock; but let me ſee, by ten 4 


We. ſhall have each a hundred ee Exeunt. 


ACT III. SCENE . 


Enter Chorus. 


No OW entertain Conjecture of a time, 

When creeping Murmur and the poring Dark. 

Fills the wide Veſſel of the Univerſe. | 

From Camp te Camp, through the foul Womb of Night 

The Hum of either Army ſtilly ſounds, That 
Ds 


Ram. That Iſland of England breeds very valiant Cres. 


e 


at 


That the fixt Centinels almoſt receive _ 

The ſecret Whiſpers of each others Watch. 
Fire anſwers Fire; and through their paly Flames 
Each Battel ſees the others umber'd face. 
Steed threatens Steed, in high and boaftful Neighs 
Piercing the Night's dull Ear; and from the Tents, 
The Armourers accompliſhing the Knights, 

With buſie Hammers clofing Rivets up, | 

Give dreadful Note of Preparation. M n! 
The Country Cocks do crow, the Clocks do towl; 


And the third Hour of drouſie Morning nam d, 


Proud of their Numbers, and ſecure in Soul, 

The confident and over - luſty French, 

Do the lowy- rated Engliſh play at Dice: 4 
And chide the criple · tardy- gated Night, 

Who like a foul and ugly Witch do's lim 

Jo tediouſly away. The poor bas Engliſh, 

Like Sacrifices, by their watchful Fires | 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The Mornings Danger: And their Geſture fad, 
Inveſting lank-lean Cheeks, and War- worn Coats, 
Preſented them unto the gazing Moon 

So many horrid Ghoſts. O now who will behold 

The Royal Captain of this ruin'd Band ; 

Walking from Watch to Watch, from Tent to Tent 

Let him cry, Praiſe and Glory on his Heads:. 

For forth he goes, and viſits all his Hoſt, | 

Bids them good morrow with a modeſt Smile. 

And calls them Brothers, Friends, and Country- men. 
Upon his Royal Face there is no Note, 

How dread an Army hath enreunded him; 
Nor doth he Dedicate one jot of Colour 

Unto the weary and all-watched Night: 

But freſhly'looks, and over-bears Attaint, 

With chearful Semblance, and ſweet Majeſty 
That every Wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks Comfort from his Looks. 
A Largels uniyerſal, like the Sun, | 
His liberal Eye doth give to every. one, 
Thawing cold Fear, that mean and gentle all Bella 
9 od, 
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Behold, as may Unworthineſs define, n 
A little touch of Hurry in the Nignlt. 


And ſo our Scene muſt to the Battel f: 
Where, O for pity; wr ſhall much diſgrace. 
With four or five moſt vile and ragged foillss 
{Right ill diſpes d, in brawl ridiculous) Fo 
The Name of Agincourt. Yet fit and ſee, _ - Mö 
Minding true things, by what their Mock'ries be. Cr. 
Enter King Henry, Redford, and Glouceſter.. 
X. Henry, Gloſter, tis true that we are in great danger, 
The greater therefore ſnould our Courage be. 
Good morrow;' Brother God —_— 
There is ſome Soul of Goodneſs i in things. Evil, 
Would Men obſervingly diſtil it out. 
For our bad Neighbour- makes us early Stirrers, . 
Which is both Healthful, and good Husbandry. 
Beſides, they are our outward Conſciences, . 
And Preachers to us-all; admoniſhing, : - 
That we ſhould dreſs us fairly for our end. . 
Thus may we gather Haney from the Weed, 
And make a Moral of the Devil himſelff. 
Enter Erpingham. 1 
Good morrow, old Sir Thomas Erpinghaes : +] 
A good ſoft Pillow for that good white Head 
Were better, than a churliſn Turf of France. + + 
. Erping, Not. ſo my Liege, this Lodging likes me better, 
Since 1 may ay, now lye I like a King. 
K. Henry. Tris good tor Men to love their preſent Pain 
Upon Example, ſo the Spirit is eaſed: 
And when the Mind is quickened, out of doubt 
The Organs, though Defun&t and Dead before, 1 
Break up their drowlie Grave, and newly more 
With caſted ſlough, and freſh celerity. | 
Lend me thy Cloak, Sir Thomas: Brothers both, 
Commend me to the Princes in our Camp: 
Do my good-morrow-to them, and anon 
Deſire them all to my Pavillion. 


Glo. We ſhall, my Liege. 4- 
Erping. Shall 1 atrend your Grace? . 
K. Henry, No, my good Knight: — 


o 


, 


Go 
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Go with my Brothers to = England: 
I and my Boſom muſt e a while, 
And then J would no other Company. 

Erping. The Lord in Heay'n bleſs thee, noble 1225 


K. Henry, God a mercy, old Heart, thou ſpeulel e — | 


fully. 
| Enter Piſtol. 

Piſt. Qui va la? N re 

K. Henry, A Friend. . 

Pit. Diſcuſs unto me; art thou Officer: or artthoubaſe 
common and popular? 

EK. Henry. I am a Gentleman of a Company. 

Pit. Trail'ſt thou the puiſſant Pike? 

. Henry. Even ſo: What are you? 

Piſt. As good a Gentleman as the Emperor. 

K. Henry, Then you are a better than the King. 

Piſt. The King's a Bawcock, and a Heart of Gold, a Lad 
of Life; an Imp of Fzme, of Parents good, of Fiſt moſt 
valiant : I kiſs Fi dirty Shooe, and from Heart-ſtring I 
love the lovely Bully. "What i is thy Name? 

K. Henry. Harry le Roy. 

Piſt. Le Roy! a Corniſh Name: Art thou of Corniſh Crew? 

R. Henry. No, I am a Welthman, 

_ Fiſt, Know'ſt thou Fluellen : 

K. Henry. Yes. 

Pi, Tell him I'll knock his Leek about his Pate upon 
St. David's Day. 

K. Henry. Do not you wear your Dagger in your Cap 
that Day, leſt he knock that about yours. 

Piſt. Art thou his Friend? 

R. Henry. And his Kinſman too. 

Piſt. The Figo for thee then. 

K. Henry. I thank you: God be with you. 


Pift. My Name is Piſtol call'd. [Exits 
K. 2 It forts well with your Fierceneſe. 
Manet King Henry. 
Enter Fluellen and Gower, 
Com. Captain Fluellen, 


Fl. 


U 


ſ 
J 
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Flu, So, in the Name of Jeſu Chriſt, ſpeak fewer: It; is 
the greateſt Admiration in the univerſal World, when the 


true and auncient Prerogatifes and Laws of the Wars is not 
kept: If-you would take the Pains but to examine the Wars 
of Pompey the Great, you ſhall find, I warrant you, that 
there is no tiddle taddle, nor pibble babble in Pompey's 

Camp: I warrant you, you fhall find the Ceremonies 


of the Wars, and the Cares of it, and the Forms of it, 


and the Sobriety of it, and the Modeſty of it, to * other- 


wiſe. 
Gow. Why, the Enemy is loud, you hear bim all 
Night. 
Flu. If the Enemy is an Aſs, and a Fool, ad; a prating 
Coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we ſhould alſo, look 
you, be an Aſs, and a Fool, and a n * in 
your own Conſcience now ? 
Gow, I will ſpeak lower. 3 
Flu. I pray you, and beſeech you, <__ 
K. Henry. Tho it appear a little out of faſhion, ' 
There is much Care and Valour in this Welchman. 
Enter three Soldiers, John Bates, Alexander Cour, and 
| Michael Williams. 
Court. Brother Fohn Bates, is not that the Morning, 
which breaks yonder? | 
Bates. I think it be; but we have no great Cauſe to dee 
fire the Approach of Day. 
Williams. We ſee yonder the zeginning of 5 ay, but 
I think we ſhall 4 ſee the End of it. Who goes 
there? 
K. Henry. A Friend, * 
all. Under what Captain ſerve you? 5 
K. Henry. Under Sir John Erpingham. 
Mill. A good old Commander, and a moſt Lind inte. 
* I pray you, what thinks he of our Eſtate? 
Henry. Even as Men wrack'd upon a Sand, that look 
to be waiſh'd off the next Tide. 
Bates. He hath not told his Thought to the King? 
K. Henry. No; nor is it meet he ſhould: Fog, though ! 


* it to you, 1 think the King is bur a Man, as + 
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The Violet ſmells to him, as it doth to me; the Element 


ſhews to him, as it doth to me; all his Senſes have but hu- 


man Conditions. His Ceremonies laid by, in his Nakedneſs 
he appears but a Man; and tho his Aﬀections are higher 
mounted than ours, yet when they ſtoop they ſtoop with 
the like Wing ; therefore, when he ſees reaſon of Fears, 
as we do, his Fears, out of doubt, be of the ſame reliſh as 
ours are; yet, in reaſon, no Man ſhould poſſeſs him with :ny 
appearance of Fear, leſt he, by ſhewing it, ſhould diſhear- 
ten his Army. 


Bates. He may ſhew what outward Courage he will; but, 


believe, as cold a Night as tis, he could wifh himſelf in 
the Thames up to the Neck, and fo I would he were, and 
I by him, at all Adventures, ſo we were quit here. 


K. Henry By oo troth, I will ſpeak my Conſcience of 


the King; I think 
but where he is. 

Bates. Then would he were here alone; ſo ſhould he be 
ſure to be ranſomed, and a many poor Mens Lives ſaved. 

K. Henry. I dare ſay, you love him not ſo ill to wiſh him 
here alone; howſoever, you ſpeak this to feel other Mens 
Minds. Methinks I could not die any where ſo contented 
as in the King's Company; his Cauſe being juſt, and his 
Quarrel honourable. 

Will, That's more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we ſhould ſeek after, for we 
knovy enough, if we know we are the King's Subjects: 
li his Cauſe be wrong, our Obedience to the King wipes 
te Crime of it out ot us. 

il. But if the Cauſe be not good, the King himſelf 
hath a heavy Reckoning to make, when all thoſe Legs, and 
Arms, and Heads chop'd off ina Battel, ſhall join together 
at the latter day and cry all Ve dy d at ſuch a Place; ſome 
Swearing, ſome crying ſor a Surgeon; ſome upon their 
Wives left poor behind them; ſome upon the Debts they owe; 
{ome upon their Children rawly left: I am afear'd there 
ae few die well that die in Battel; for how can they charita- 
bly diſpoſe of any thing when Blood is their Argument? 
Now, it theſe Men do not die well, it will be a black mat- 
ter for the King, that led them to it, whom to ditobey, 
were againſt all proportion of Subjection. 

Vol. IV. G K. Henry. 
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EX. Henry; So, if a Son, that is by his Father ſent about 

Merchandize, do ſinſully miſcarry upon the Sea, the impu- 
tation of his Wickedneſs, by your Rule, ſnould be impoſed 
upon bis Father that ſent him; or, if a Servant under bis 
Maſter's Command, tranſporting a ſum of Mony, be aſſaibd 
by Robbers, and die in many irreconcil'd Iniquiti-s; you 
may call the buſineſs of the Maſter the Author of the Ser- 
vant's Damnation; but this is not ſo: The King is not bound 
to anſwer the particular endings of his Soldiers, the Father 
of his Son, nor the Maſter of his Servant; for they purpoſe 
not their Death, whenthey purpoſe their Services. Befides, 
there is no King, be his Cauſe never ſe ſpotleſs, if it come 
tothe Arbitrement of Swords, can try it out with all un- 
ſpotted Soldiers: Some, peradventure, have on them the 
gilt of premeditated and contrived Murther ; ſome, of be- 
guiling Virgins with the broken Seals of Perjury;fome, mak- 
ing the Wars their bulwark, that have before gored thegen- 
tle Boſom of Peace with Pillage and Robbery. Now, if theſe 
Men have defeated the Law, and out- run Native Puniſh- 
ment; though they can out- ſtrip Men, they have no Wings 
to fly from God. War is his Beadle, War is his Vengeance; 
ſo that here Men are puniſh'd, for before breach of the King's 
Laws, in now the King's Quarre!; where they feared the 
Death, they have born Life away, and where they would be 
ſafe they periſh, Then if they die unprovided, no more is 
the King guilty of their Damnation, than he was before 
guilty of thoſe Impieties, for the which they are now viſi- 
ted. Every Subject's Duty is the King's, but every Sub- 
ject's Soul is his own. Therefore ſhould every, Soldier in 
the Wars do as every ſick Man in his Bed, waſh every 
Moth out of his Conſcience: And dying ſo, Death is to 
him advantage; or not dying, the time was bleſſedly loft, 
whereinſuch preparation was gained ʒand in kim that eſcapes 
it were not Sin to think that making God ſo free an offer, 
he let him out- live that day to ſee his Greatneſs, and to 
teach others how they ſhould prepare. 4x 

Mill. Tis certain, every Man that dies ill, the ill is upon 
his own Head, the King is not to anſwer for it. 

Bates. I do not deſire . ſhould anſwer for me, and yet 
deter mine to fight luſtily for him. 1 
ö f K. Henry. 
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K. Henry. I my ſelf heard the King ſay, he would not 
be ranſom'd, Bn EY | | 
Will.” Ay, he ſaid ſo, to make us fight chearfully ; but 
when our Throats are cut, he may be ranſom d, and we 
ne er the wiſer. | | 
- Henry. If 1 live to ſee it, I will never truſt his word 
alter. ; : 
Will. You pay him then; that's a perilous ſhot out of an 
Elder-Gun, that a poor and private diſpleaſure can do a- 
gainſt a Monarch; you may as well go about to turn the 
Sun to Ice, with fanning. in his Face with a Peacock's 
Feather: You'll never truſt his Word after! Come, tis a 
fooliſh Saying. | 
. Henry. Your Reproof is ſomething too round, I 


ſhould be angry with you, if the time were convenient. 


Mill. Let it be a Quarrei between us, if you live. 

K. Henry. I embrace it. 

Will. How ſhall I know thee again? je 

K. Henry. Give me any Gage of thine, and I will wear 
it in my Bonnet: Then if ever thou dar'ſt acknowledge 
it, I will make it my Quarrel. 

Mill. Here's my Glove; give me another of thine, 

K. Henry. There. | 

Will. This will!] alſo wear in my Cap; if ever thou come 
to me, and ſay, after to morrow, This is my Glove, by 
this Hand I will give thee a Box on the Ear. | 

X. Henry, It ever I live to ſee it I will challenge it. 

Will. Thon dar'ſt as well be hang'd. 

K. Henry. Well, I will do it, tho' 1 take thee inthe 
King's Company. 

Will. Keep thy Word: Fare thee well. 

Bates. Be Friends, you Engliſh Fools, be Friends; we 
have French Quarrels enow, it you could tell ho to reckon. 

- | Exennt Soldiers. 

K. Henry. Indeed, the French may lay twenty French 
Crowns to one, they will beat us, for they bear them on their 
Shoulders; but it is no Engliſu Treaſon to cut French Crowns, 
and to morrow the King himſelf will be a Clipper. 
Upon the King! let us, our Lives, our Souls, 
Our Debts, our careful Wives, our Children, and 
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Our Sins, lay on the King; he muſt bear all. 6 
O hard Condition, twin-born with Greatneſs, , . 
Subject to the breath of every Fool, whoſe 80 
No more can feel, but his own wringing. uh 
What infinite heart-eaſe muſt Kings neglect, 
That private Men enjo 

And what have Kings 1 Privates have not too, 
Save Ceremony, ſave general Ceremony? + : 
And what art thou, thou Idol Ceremony??? 
What kind of God art thou? that ſuffer'ſt mote . 
Of mortal Griefs than do thy Worſhippers. . 
What are thy Rents? What are thy comings in? 
O Ceremony, ſhew me but thy worth: it | 
What! is thy Soul of Adoration ? "5 
Art thou ought elſe but Place, Degree, and Fon, 
Creating awe and fear in other Men? : 
Wherein thou art leſs happy, being fear'd, 55 ö 
Than they in fearing. 4 

' What drink'ſt thou off, inſtead of Homage ſweet 
"Putpoiſon'd Flattery ? O be fick, great Greatneſs ö. 
And bid thy Ceremony give thee cure. 

Think'ſt thou the fiery Feaver will go out 

With Titles blown from Adulation ? 4 
Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? _ 
Can't thou, when thou command'ſt the beggars E. 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud Dream, . 
Thou play'ſt fo ſubtilly with a King's Repoſe, wo 

l am a King that find thee; and I know, «+ 
Tis not the Balm, the Scepter, and the Ball, 
The Sword, the Mace, the Crown Imperial, 

The enter-tiſſued Robe of Gold and Pearl, 

The farſed Title running fore the King, + 

The Throne he fits on; nor the Tide of Pomp. 

That beats upon the high ſhoar of this World: 

No, not all theſe thrice gorgeous Ceremonies, 

Not all theſe, laid in Bed Majeſtical, ag 
Can ſleep ſo Hundly as the wretched Slave: ©: 
Who, with a Body fill'd, and vacant Mind, 5 
Gets him to ieſt, cramm'd with diſtreſsful Bread, 
Neyer ſees horrid Night, the Child of Hell: | 
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But like a Lacquey, from the Riſe to Set, 
Sweats in the Eye of Phœbus; and all Night 
_ in Elyſium; next day after dawn, 
Doth rife and help Hyperion to- his Horſe, 
And follows fo the ever running Year 
With profitable Labour to his Grave: 
And, but for Ceremony, ſuch a Wretch, | 
Winding up days with Toil, and Nights with Sleep, 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a King. 
The Slave, a Memter of the Country's Peace, 
Enjoys it; but in groſs brain little wots, 
What Watch the King keeps to maintain the Peace; . 
Whoſe hours the Peakant beſt advantages. | 
Enter Erpingham. 

Erp. My Lord, your Nobles, jealous of your abſence, 
Seek through your Camp to find you. 
K. Henry. Good old Knight, collect them all together, 
At my Tent: I'll be before thee. 

Eyp, I ſhall do't, my Lord. [ Exit. 

K. Henry. O God of Battels ſteel my Soldiers Hearts, 
Poſſeſs them not with Fear: Take from them now 
The Senſe of Reck ning of th oppoſed Numbers: 
Pluck their Hearts from them. Not to day, O Lord, 
O not to day, think not upon the Fault 
My Father made, in compaſſing the Crown, 
I Richard's Body have interred new, | 
And on it have beſtowed more contrite Tears 
Than from it iſſued forced drops of Blood. 
Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 
Who twice a day their Wither'd Hands hold up 
Toward Heaven, to pardon Blood: | 
And 1 have built two Chauntries. 
Where the fad and ſolemn Prieſts ſing ſtill 
For Richard's Soul. More will I do; 7 
Tho! all that I can do is nothing worth, "2 
Since that my Penitence comes after all, 
Imploring Pardon. 

Enter Glouceſter. 
Glo. My Li 


vb ; 
K, Henry. My ar” Glo ſters Voice? 
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I know thy Errand, I will $0 with thee: _ 911 
The Day, my Friend, and. a 
Enter the Dauphin, Orleans, Rambures, and Beaumont. 
Orl. The Sun doth gild our Armour, up, my 1 
Dau. Monte Cheval; My Horſe, Valet A gad 
Orl. Oh brave Spirit! | * 
Dau. Voyer les Cieuæ la terre. | I 
Orl. Rien puis le air & feu. 1 
Dau. Cien, Couſin Orleans. 50 
Enter Conſtable; 
Now my Lord Conſtable! 
Con. Hark how our Steeds for preſent Service neight 
Dau. Mount them, and make Inciſion in their Hides, 
That their hot Blood may ſpin in Eugliſi Eyes, 
And dout them with ſuperfluous' Courage: Ha! * 


Ram. What, will you have them weep our Horſes Blood? | 


How ſhall we then beheld their naturat Tears? 
Enter Meſſenger. 

Mefi The Engliſh are embattell'd, you French Peers. 

Con. To Horſe, you gallant Princes, ſtreight to Horſe, 
Do but behold yond poor and ſtarved Band, Mb: 
And your: fair ſhew ſhall ſuck away their Souls, 
Leaving them but the ſhales and husks of Men. 
There is not work enough for all our Hands, 
| Scarce Blood enough in all their fickly Veins, 
To give each naked Curtle-ax a ſtain, 
That our French Gallants ſhall to day draw out, ; 
And ſheath for lack of Sport, Let us but blow on chers 
The vapour of our Valour will o'er-tura them. 
*Tis poſitive gainſt all exception, Lords, ö 
That our ſuperfluous Lacqueys and our Peaſants, 
Who in unneceſſary action ſwarm 
About our Squares of Battel, were enow 
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- . purge this Field of ſuch a hilding Foe, 


Tho' we upon this Mountain's Baſis by 

Took ſtand, for idle Speculation: 

But that our Honours muſt not, What's to ſay? 
A very little little let us doz - 

And all is done; then let the Trumpets ſound 
The Tucket Sonuance, and the- Note to mount: 


Ithings ſtay for me. Eren. 
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For our approach ſhall ſo much dare the Field, 5 
Tat Ez hall couch down in fear, and yield. 
Bseter Grandpree. : 
Gran. Why do you'ſtay ſo long, my Lords of France? 
Yond Iſland” Carrions, deſperate: of their Bones, | 
Ill. favour dly become the Morning Field: | 5 
Their ragged Curtains poorly are let looſe, 
And our Air ſhakes them paſſing ſcorntully. 
Big Mars ſeems bankrupt in their beggar'd Hoſt, 
And faintly through-a rufty Bever petps. 
The Horeſmen fit like fixed Candleſticks, | 
With Torch: ſtaves in their Hand; and their poor Jades. 
Lob down their Heads, drooping the Hide and Hips : 
The Gum dowa roping from their pale dead Eyes, 
And in their pale dull Mouths the Jy mold Bitt 3 yi 
Lyes foul with chaw'd Grafs, full and motionleſs;z- © | | 
And their Executors, the knaviſh Crows, 
Fly o'er them, all impatient for their Hour. 
Deſcription cannot ſuit it {elf in Words, 
To demonſtrate the Life of ſuch a Battel, 
In life ſo liveleſs as it ſhews it ſelf. 
Con. They have ſaid their Prayers, 
And they ſtay for Death. | $M 
Dax. Shall we go ſend them Dinners, and freſh Sutes, 
And give their faſting Horſes Provender, 
And after fight with them? 
Con. I ſtay but for my Guard: On, to the Field; 
I will the Banner from a Trumpet take, 
And ule it for my haſte, Come, come away, 
The Sun is high, and we out-wear the Day, [Exennt. 
Enter Glouceſter, Bedford, Exeter, Erpiaglum with all the 
| © Hoſs, Salisbury and Weſtmorland. 
Glo. Where is the King? 
Bed. The King himſelt is rode to view their Battel. 
WW:ft. Of fighting Men they have full threeſcore thou- 


Exe. There's five to one, beſides they are all freſh, 
Sal. God's Arm ſtrike with us, tis a fearful odds. 
God be wi' you Princes all; I to my Charge: 
If we no more meet till we meet in Heaven, 
4 G 4 Then 
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Then joyfully, my Noble Lord of Bedford, | 
My dear Lord Glo ſter, and my good Lord Exeter, 
And my kind Kinſman, Warriors all adieu. 


Bed. Farewel, good Salisbury, and 00d lack go with thee 25 


And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it, 
Fos thou art fam'd of the firm truth of Valour, 


Exe. Farewel, kind Lord: Fight valiantly to day. [ Exit Sal. 
4. 


Bed. He is as full of Valour as of Kindneſs, 

Princely in both. 28 
Enter King Henry. 

Weft. O that we now had here 
But one ten thouſand of thoſe Men in England, 
That do no work to Day. 

K. Henry. What's he that wiſhes ſo? 
My Coufin FPeftmorland? No, my fair Couſin: 
It we are mark'd to die, we are enow 
To do our Country loſs; ard it to live, 
The fewer Men the preater ſhare of Honour. 
God's will, I pray thee wiſh not one Man more. 
By Fove, I am not covetous for Gold, 
Nor care I, who doth feed upon my coſt: 
It yerns me not, if Men my Garments wear; 
Such outward things dwell not in my deſires : 
But if it be a Sin to covet Honour, 
I am the moſt offending Soul alive. 
No, faith, my Coz, wiſh not a Man from England: 
God's Peace, I would not loſe ſo great an Honour, 
As one Man more methinks would ſhare from me, 


For the beſt hope I have. O, do not wiſh one more: 


Rather proclaim it (Weſtmorland) through my Hoſt, 
That he which hath no Stomach to this Fight, 

Let him depart, his Paſſport ſhall be made, 

And Crowns for Convoy put into his Purſe: 

We would not die in that Man's Company k 
That fears his Fellowſhip to die with us. 

This day is call'd the Feaſt of Criſpian: 

He that out. lives this Day, and comes ſafe home, 
Will ſtand a tip-toe when this day is named, 
And rouze him at the Name of Criſpian. 

He that ſhall ſee this Day, and live old Age, 
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Will yearly on the Vigil feaſt his Neighbours, 
And ſay to morrow is Saint Criſpian: 
Then will he ſtrip his Sleeve, and ſhew his Scars: 
Old Men forget; yet all ſhall not be forgot, 
But he'll remember, with advantages, 
What feats he did that Day, Then ſhall our Ngmes, 
Familiar in his Month as houſhold Words, 
Harry the King, Bedford and Exeter. 
Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloſter, 
Be in their flowing Cups freſhly remembred. 
This Story ſhall the good Man teach his Son: 
And ＋ * Criſpian ſhall ne'er go by. 
From this Day to the ending of the World, 
But we in it ſhall be remembered; 
We few, we happy few, we band of Brothers: 
For he to Day that ſheds his Blood with me, 
Shall be my Brother; be he neter ſo vile, 
This Day ſhall gentle his Condition. 
And Gentlemen in England now a-bed | 
Shall think themſelves accurs'd they were not here; 
And hold their Manhoods cheap, whiles any ſpeaks, 
That fought with us upon St. Cyiſpian's day. 
Enter Salisbury. 

Sal. My Sovereign Lord, beſtow your ſelf with ſpeed :: 
The French are bravely in their Battels ſet, | 
And will with all expedience charge on us. 

K. Henry. All things are ready, if our Minds be ſo. 

Weſt. Periſh the Man whoſe Mind is backward now: 
4 Henry. Thou doſt not wiſh more help from England, 

27 

Weſt. God's will, my Liege, would you and 1 alone, 
Without more help, could fight this Royal Battel. | 

K. Henry. Why now thou haſt unwiſh'd five thouſand Men 
Which likes me better than to wiſh us one. 
You know your Places: God be with you all. 

A Tucket ſounds. Enter Mountjoy. 

Mount. Once more | come to know of thee, King Harry, 


If for thy Ranſom thou wilt now compound, 


Before thy moſt aſſured Overthrow: 
For certainly thou art ſo near the Gulf, 
ET & 5 Thou 
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Thou needs muſt be englutted. Beſides, in mercy, - 
The Conſtable deſires thee thou wilt mind 

Thy Followers of Repentance; that their Souls 

May make a peaceful and a ſweet retire 


From off thele Fields; where, Wretches, their poor Bodies 


Muſt lye and feſter. 
K. Henry. Who hath ſent thee now? 
Mount The Conſtable of France. 


K. Henry. I pray thee bear my former Anſwer back. 


Bid them atchieve me, and then ſell my Bones. 


Good God! why ſhould they mock poor Fellows thus? | 


The Man that once did ſell the Lion's Skin 0 
While the Beaſt liv'd, was kill'd with hunting him. 

And many of our Bodies ſhall; no doubt, 
Find native Graves; upon the which, I truſt, 

Shall witneſs live in Braſs of this Day's work. 

And thoſe that leave their valiant Bones in France, 

Dying like Men, tho' buried in your Dunghils, 

They ſhall be fam'd; for there the Sun ſhall greet them, 
And draw their Honours reeking up to Heaven, 5 
Leaving their earthly Parts to choak your Clime, 

The ſmell whereof ſhall breed a Plague in France. 

Mark then abounding Valour in our Engliſh: 

That being dead, like to the Bullets.grating,. 

Break out into a ſecond courſe of Miſchiet, . 

Killing in relapſe of Mortality). | 

Let me ſpeak proudly; tell the Conſtable, 

We are but Warriors for the working Day; 

Our Gayneſs and our Gilt are all be-{mirch'd. 

With ramy marching in the painful Field. 

There's not a piece of Feather in our Hoſt; 

Good Argument, I hope, we will not flye:: 

And time bach worn us into {lovenry. 

But, by the Maſs, our Hearts are in the trim: 

And my poor Soldiers tell me, yet ere Night 

They'll be in freſher Robes, or they will pluck 

The gay new Coats o'er the French Soldiers Heads, 

And turn them out of Service. If they do this, 
And it God pleaſe they ſhall, my Ranſom then 
Will oon be levied. | | 
Ee, | x Herald, 


King HENRY V. 155 


Herald, ſave thou thy labour: 

Come thou no more for Ranſom, gentle Herald, 
They ſhall have none, I ſwear,” but theſe my Joints: 
Which if they have, as I will leave 'em them, * 
Shall yield' them little, tell the Conſtable. 

Mon. I ſhall, King Harry: And fo fare thee well. 

Thou never ſhalt hear Herald any more, 4 [ Exit, 

K. Henry. I fear thou wilt once more come again fur a 
Ranſom. | 
| Enter York. 

York, My Lord, moſt humbly on my Knee I beg 
The leading of the Vaward. 

X. Henry. Take it, brave York. 

Now Soldiers, march away; 
And how thou pleaſeſt, God, diſpoſe the Day. [Exennt. 
Alarm. Excurſuns. Enter Piſtol, French Soldier, and Boy. 

Piſs. Yield, Cur. © 12 
5 Fr. Sol. Fe penſe que vous eſtes le Gentil. heme de bons qua- 
ite. "I 
Pit. Quality calmy cuſture me, Art thou a Gentleman? 
What is thy Name? diſculs, | 58 | 

Fr. Sol. O Seigneur Dieu! 

Piſt. O Signieur De we ſnould be a Gentleman: Perpend 
my words, O Signieur Dewe, and mark: O Signieur Dewe, 
thou dieſt on point of Fox, except, O Signeur, thou do give 
to me egregious Ranſom. 1 

Fr. Sol. O rennex miſericorde, ayex pitie de moy. 

Piſt. Moy ſhall not ſerve, I will have forty Moys; for 1 
will fetch thy rym out at thy Throat, in drops of Crimſon 


o0d. | | | 

Fr. Sol. Ef- il impoſſible d eſchapper la force de ton bras? 

Pit. Braſs, Cur? thou damned and luxurious Mountain 
Goat, offer'ſt me Braſs? 


Fr. Sol. O pardonnez mey. . 
Pif. Say'ſt thou me ſo? is that a To1 of Moys? 


Come hither, Boy, ask me this Slave in French, what is his 
Name, | 
Boy. Eſcoute, comment eſtes vcus appelle? 
Fr. Sel. Monſieur le Fer. 
Boy, He fays his Name is Mr. Fer. 
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Piſt. Mr. Fer! I'll fer him, and ferk him, and ferret him: 
Diſcuſs the ſame in French unto him. 


ferk. 
Pift. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his Throat. 
Fr, Sol. Que dit il, Monſieur ? , 


Boy. I! me commande de vous dire que vous vous teniez, | 


preſt, car ce ſoldat icy eſt diſpoſee tout à cette heure de couper 
re gorge. 

Pift. Owy, cuppele gorge parmafoy peſant, unleſs thou 
give me Crowns, braye Crowns, or mangled ſhalt thou be 
by this my Sword. | 

Fr. Sol. O je vous fupplie pour Tamour de Dieu, me par- 
donner, je ſuis Gentilhome de bonne maiſon, garde ma vie, & 
Fe. vous donneray deux cents eſcus. 

Piſt. What are his words? : 
Boy, He prays you to ſave his Liſe, he is a Gentleman of 
a good Houſe, and for his Ranſom he will give you two 
hundred Crowns. | | | | | 

Pift. Tell him my fury ſhall abate, and I the Crowns 
will take. e 
Fr. Sol. Petit Monſieur que dit. il! 

Boy. Encore qu il eſt contre ſon Furement, de pardonner 
aucun priſonnier: neant moins pour les eſcus que vout Jay pro- 
mettez, il eſt content de vous donner la liberté de franchiſe. 

Fr. Sol. Sur mes genoux je voux donne milles remerciemens, 


je me eſtime hen reu que je ſuis tembe entre les mains d'un 


Chevalier, je penſe, le plus brave, valiant, & tres eſtimse 
Signeur d' Angleterre. 

Piſt. Expound unto me, Boy. 

Boy, He gives you upon his knees a thouſand thanks, and 
eſteems himſelf happy, that he hath fal'n into the hands of 
one, as he thinks, the moſt brave, valorous, and thrice- 
worthy Signeur of England. __ 

Piſt. As 1 ſuck Blood, I will ſome mercy ſhew. Follow: 
me. 
Boy. Suivex le grand Capitain. 


I did r ever know fo, woful a Voice iſſue from ſo empty a | 


Heart; but the Song is true, The empty Veſſel makes the 
greateſt ſound, Bardolf and Nim bad ten times more bas 
1 Thad F er 


Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and ferret, and 
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lour than this roaring Devil i'th' old Play, that every one 
may pair his Nails with a wooden Dagger, and they are 
both Hang'd, and ſo would this be, if he durſt ſteal an 

thing adventurouſly. I muſt ſtay with the Lackies, wit 

the uRgage of our Camp, the French might have a good 
Prey of us, if he knew of it, for there is none to Guard it 
but Boys. 


[ 
Enter Conſtable, Orleans, Bourbon, Dauphin and Rambures. 
an O Diable! 1 1 0 5 4 

Orla. O Signeur ! le jour e toute e 
Dau. Mort de ma 25 A ol 1 
| Reproach, and everlaſting ſhame | 

Sits mocking in our Plumes. | [4 ſhort Alarm. 
O meſchante Fortune, do not run away. 
Con. Why, all our Ranks are broke. 
Dau. O perdurable ſhame, let's ſtab our ſelves: 

Be theſe the Wretches that we play'd at Dice for? 
Oxl. Is this the King we ſent to for his Ranſom ? 
Bour. Shame, and eternal ſhame, nothing but ſhame! 
- Let us fly in once more back again, 

And he that will not follow Bourbon now, 
Let him go hence, and with his Cap in hand, 

- Like a baſe Pander, hold the Chamber-door, 

Whilſt by a baſe Slave, no gentler than my Dog, 

| His faireſt Daughter is contaminated. 
Con. Diſorder, that hath ſpoil'd us, Friend us now, 
Let us on heaps go offer up our Lives, 
Or. We are enow yet living in the Field, 
To ſmother up the Engliſh in our Throngs 
If any Order might be thought upon. 

Bour. The Devil take Order now, I'll to the throng; 
Let Life be ſhort, elſe Shame will be too long. ¶ Exeunt. 

Alarum. Enter the King and his Train, with Priſoners. 


K. Henry. Well have we done, thrice valiant Countrymen, 


But all's not done, yet keep the French the Field. 
Exe. The Duke of York commends him to your Majeſty. 
X. Henry. Lives he, good Uncle; thrice within this 
hour | L 
I ſaw him down; thrice up again, and fighting: 
From Helmet to the Spur all Blood he was, 
| . Exe. 


Exit. 
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Exe, In which array, brave Soldier, doth he [ye 

2 . and by his bloody ſide, 
(Yoak-fellow to his Honour-owing wounds) 
The Noble 'Eart of Suffalk alſo lyes 
Suffolk firſt dyed,” and York all hagled over 
Comes to him, where in gore he lay inſteeped, 
And takes him by the Beard, kiſſes the gaſhes, 


That bloodily did yavyn upon his Face, | 4 

He cries aloud: Tarry, my, Couſin Suffolk, © | 

My Soul ſhall thine keep company to Heaven: 9 

Tarry, ſweet Soul, for mine, then fl) a- breaſt: | C 

As in this glarious and well-foughten Field 

We kept together in our Chevalry ' ; tl 

Upon theſe words I came, and cheer'd him up; d. 

He ſmil'd me in the Face, raugbt me his Hand, Ec 

And with a feeble gripe, ſays, Dear my Lord, — 
I 


Commead my Service to my Soyeraign ; 
Se did he turn, and over Sffolk*s Neck 
He threw his wounded Arm, and kiſt his Lips, FF <a 
And fo eſpous d to Death, with" Blood he ſeal'd / bo 
A Teſtament of Noble: ending Love: 
The pretty and ſweet manner of it forc'd - 
Thote waters from me, which I would have ſtop'd, 
But J had not ſo much of Man in me, 
And all my Mather came into'mine Eyes, 
And gave meup'to Tears, uo og | 
K. Henry. | blame you not, N 
For hearing this 1 muſt perforce compound 
With mixttul Eyes, or they will iſſue too. [Alm. 
But heark, what new Alarum is this fame ? "OP 
The French have re-inforc'd their ſcatter d Men: 
Then every Solgier kill his Priſoners. | 
Give the word through. 5 [Exeurt. 
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ACT W. SCENE, I 
| | Enter Fluellen and Gower. | 
Flu. R the poyes and the luggage, tis expreſly a- 


gainſt the Law of Arms, tis as arrant a. piece 


of Knavery, mark you. now, as can be oſſer d in your 
Conſcience now, is it not? | 

Gow. Tis certain, there's. not a Bay left alive, and 
the Cowardly Raſcals that ran away from the. Battel ha! 
done this Slaughter; beſides, they haye burned and carri- 
ed away all that was in the King's Tent, wherefore the 
Kiog, mot worthily hath; caus'd cvery Soldier to cut his 
Priſoner's Throat. O tis a gallant King. | | 

Flu. I, he was porn at Monmouth, Captain Gomer; what 
call. you the Town's Name, where Alexander the pig was 

rn ? - 

Gow. Alexander the Great. * 

Flu. Why 1 pray you, is not pig, great? The pig, or 
the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or the magnani- 
mous are all one reckonings, ſave the Phraſe is a little 
variations. : 

Gow. I think Alexander the Great was born in, Ma- 
cedon, his Father was called Phlipof Macedon, as I take 


it. Nn 
Flu 1 think it is in Macedon, where Alexander is porn: I 
tell you Captain, if you look in the Maps of the Orld, I 
wzrrant that you fall find in the compariſons between Ma- 
eedon and Monmouth, t hat the Situations, look you, is both 
alike. There is a River in Macedon, there is allo more- 
over a River at Monmouth, it is call d Wye at Monmouth ; 
bat it is out of my ptains, what is the Name of the other 
River, but tis all one, tis as like as my Fingers to my Fingers, 
and there is Salmons in both. If you mark Alexanders Life 
well, Harry ot Monmouth's Life is comeafter it indifferent 
well, tor there is Figures in all things. Alexander, God 
knows, and you know, in his rages, and his furies, and his 
1 | vrraths, 


- 
: 
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wraths, and his cholers, and his moods, and his diplexfres, 
and bis indignations, and alſo being a little intoxicates in his 


on did in his Ales and his Angers, look you, kill his beſt | 


riend Clytus 


Gow. Our King i is not like him in that, he never kill d 5 


any of his Friends. 


Fla. It is not well done, mark you now, to take the 5 


Tales out of my Mouth, ere it is made and finiſhed. I ſpeak/ 
bur in the Figures, and Compariſons of it; as Alexander 
kill'd his Friend Clytzs, being in his Ales and his Cups; 4 
alſo Harry Monmouth 3 his right wits, and his 1 
jodgments, turn'd away the fat Knight with the great 4 
Doublet; he vzas full of jeſt, and gypes, and knayeries, and 
mocks, I have forgot his Name. 
Gow, Sir John Falſtaff. 
Flu. That is he: I'll tell you, there is good Mica _ 
Monmouth. 
Gvw. Here comes his Majeſty, 
Alarum. Enter King Harry and Bourbon rie, 
Lords and Attendants. Flouriſh. 
EX. Henry. I was not angry ſince I came to France, 
Until this inſtant. Take a Trumpet, Herald, 
Ride thou unto the Horſemen on yond Hill : 
It they will fight with us, bid them come down, 
Or void the Field; they do offend our fi E 
If they'll de neither, we will come to t 
And make them sker away, as ſw¾ift as — 8 
Enforced from the old Aſſyrian Slings: 38:4 
Beſides, we'll cut the Throats of thoſe we haye, _ 
And not a Man of them that we ſhall take, 
Shall taſte eur Mercy. Go and tell them fo. | 
Enter Mountjo 
Exe, Here comes the Herald of 45 French, my tle: 
Glo. His Eyes are humbler than they us d to be. 
K. Henry. How now, what means their Herald? Knew 
thou not, 
That I have fin'd theſe Bones of mine for Ranſorn?: 
Com'ſt thov again for Ranſom? + 
Mount. No, great King: 
I come to thee for charitable Licenſe; 


| | That 


That we may wander o'er this bloody Field, 

To book our dead, and then to bury them: 

To fort our Nobles from our common Men; 
For many of our Princes, woe the while, 

Lye drown'd and ſoak d in mercenary Blood: 
So do our vulgar drench their peaſant Limbs 

In blood of Princes, and with wounded Steeds 
Fret fet-lock deep in gore, and with wild rage 
Yerk out their armed heels at their dead Maſters, 
Killing them twice. O give us leave, great King, - 
To view the Field in ſafety, and diſpoſe 

Of their dead Bodies. 

X. Henry. I tell thee truly, Heral 
I know not if the day be ours or no, 
For yet a many of your Horſemen peer, 
And gallop o'er the Field. 

Mount. The day is yours: | 

X. Henry. Praiſed be God, and not our ſtrength for it: 
What is this Caſtle call'd, that ſtands hard by ? 

Mount. They call it Agincourt. 

K. Henry. Then call we this the Field of Agincourt, 

1 on the day of Criſpin Criſpianus. 

Flu. Your Grand ather of famous Memory, an't pleaſe 
your Majeſty, and your great Uncle Edward the Plack 
Prince of Wales, as I have read in the Chronicles, fought 
a moſt prave pattle here in France. 

K. Henry. They did, Fluellen. 

Flu. Your Majeſty 2 true: If your Majeſties is re- 
membred of it, the Welchmendid good ſervice in a Garden 
where Leeks did grow, wearing Leeks in their Monmouth 
Caps, which your Majeſty know fo this hour is an honoura- 
ble Padge of the ſervice; and I do believe your Majeſty 
takes no ſcorn to wear the Leek upon St. Tavie's day. 

K. Henry. I wear it for a memorable Honour: 

For I am Welch, you know, good Country man. 

Flu, All the Water in #ye cannot waſh your Majeſties 
Welſh plood out of your fang I can tell you that: God 
pleſs, and preſerve it, as long as it pleaſes his Grace, and 
his Majeſty too. : 


X. Henry. Thanks, good my Countryman. 
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Flu. By lech, Lam. 
not who know. it: I wi 
not to be aſhamed 
as your Majeſty is an honeſt 

K. Henry. God keep mo (o. mx 2 Fr . f 

Enter William. 9 

Our Heralds go with him, 
Bring me juſt notice of the numbers ded 475 
On both our Parts. Call yonder Fellow hither.” 

Exe. Soldier, you muſt come to the King. 

K. Henry. Soldier why wear ſt thou that Seiz cut 


Mill. And't pleaſe your . Majeſty, * cis the Gage oß 01 one that 


I ſhould fight wit hal, if he be altye: 

K. Henry, An Engliſhman ? 

Mill. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, a Raſcal that 
with me laſt Night; who if alive, and ever 
lenge this. Glove, 1 have ſworn to take him a box Oth' 
ear; or if I can ſee, my Glove in his Cap, bie he ſwore 
as he was a Soldier he would wear, (if alive) wil ſtrike 
it out ſoundly. 


R. Haury. What think you, Captain Tluellen, isit fit this ? 


Soldier keep his Oath # 
Flu. He is a Craven and a Villain elſe, and't pleaſe your 
Majeſty, in my Conſcience. 

K. Henry. It may be, his Enemy is a Gentleman of great 
Sort, quite from the anſwer of his Degre. 

Flu. Though he be as good a Jentleman as the Devil is, 
as. Lucifer and 'Belzebub' himſelf, it is neceſſary, look your 
Grace, that he keep his Vow and his Oath : If he be per- 
jur'd, ſee you now, his Reputation is as arrant a Villain 
and a Jack ſawce, as ever his black ſhoo trod upon God's 
Ground, and his Earth, in my Conſcience, Law. 


R. Henry. Then keep thy Vow, Sirrah, when thou 


meer'ft the Fellow. 

Fill. So 1 will my Liege, as J live. 

X Henry. Who ſerv'ſt thou under? 

Hull. Under Captain Gower, my Liege. 

Fin. Gomer is a good Captain, and is good knowledge 
and literatured in the Wars. ; 

K. Henry. Call him hither to me, Soldier. 12 

* | Vill. 


r Majeſties Countr yman, r 

confeſs it to all the Orld, Ineed 

of your Majeſty, praiſed woos fo long: 
Man. 


agger'd | 
to chal- 


. 
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EY will, my Liege. [Exit, 
K Henry. Here Fluellen, wear thou this Favour for me, 
and flick it in thy Cap; when Alanſon and my ſelf were 


_ down together, I pluck d this Glove from his Helm; if 


any Man challenge this, he is a Friend to Alanſon, and an 


Enemy to our Perſons ; if thou encounter any ſuch, ap- 


prehend him, and thou do'ſt me love. r 
Flu. Tour Grace does me as great Honours. as can be 


defir d in the Hearts of his Subjects: I would fain ſez the 
Man, that has but two Legs, that ſhall find himſelfagriev'd* 
at this Glove; that is all; but I would fain ſee it once, and | 


pleaſe God of his Grace that I might ſee: 
X Henry, Know'ſt thou Gower ? | 
Flu. He is my dear Friend, and pleaſe you. | 
K. Henry. Pray thee go ſeek him, and bring him to my Tent. 
Flu. I will fetch him. 3 Exit. 
R, Henry. My Lord of Warwick, and my Brother Glo ſter, 
Follow Fluellen cloſely at the Heels, | 
The Glove which I have given him for a Favour 


May haply purchaſe him a Box o'th* Ear. 


It is the Soldier's; I by bargain ſhonld 
Wear it my ſelf. Follow, good Couſin Warwick: 
If that the Soldier ſtrike him, as I judge 
By this blunt bearing, he will keep his Word; 
Some ſudden miſchief may ariſe of it: | 
For I do know Fluellen valiant, 
And touch'd with Choler hot as Gunpowder, 
And quickly will return an Injury. 
Follow, and ſee there be not harm between them. 
Oo you with me, Uncle of Exeter. [Exeum, 
Enter Gower and Williams. 
Hill. I warrant it is to Knight you, Captain. 
Enter Fluellen. 
Flu. God's Will, and his Pleaſure, Captain, I beſeech 
you now, come apace to the King: There is more good 


toward you peradventure, than is in your knowledge to 


dream of. 
Will, Sir, know you. this Glove ? Nan 
Flu. Know the Glove? I know the Glove is a Glove. 
Hill. I know this, and thus I challenge it, [Strikes _ 
| th, 
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Flu. Sbud, an arrant Traitor as any's in the Univerſal 
World, in France, or in England. f 
SGower. How now, Sir? you Villain. 
Will. Do you think VU be forſworn? 
Flu. Stand away, Captain Gower, I will give Treaſon his 
payment into Plows, I warrant you. 
Will. I am no Traitor. + | 
Flu. That's a Lie in thy Throat. I charge you in his 
Majeſty's Name apprehend him, he's a Friend of the Duke 


Alanſon r. 15 
Euter Warwick and Glouceſter. 

Mar. How now, how now, what's the matter? 

Flu. My Lord of Warwick, here is, praiſed be God for 
it, a moſt contagious Treaſon come to light, look you, as 
you ſhall deſire in a Summer's Day. Here is his Majeſty, 

Enter King Henry and Exeter. 
KX. Henry. How now, what's the matter? 

Flu. My Liege, here is a Villain and a Traitor, that, 
look your Grace, ha's ſtruck the Glove which your Ma- 
jeſty is take out of the Helmet of Alanſon. 

Will. My Liege, this was my Glove, here is the Fellow 
of it; and he that I gave it to in change, promis'd to wear 
it in his Cap; I promis d to ſtrike him, if he did; I met this 
Man with my Glove in his Cap, and I have been as good 
as my Word, | | 'y | 

Flu. Lohr Majeſty hear now, ſaving your Majeſty's Man- 
hood, what an arrant, raſcally, beggarly, lowſie Knave it 
is; 1 hope your Majeſty is pear me Teſtimony and Wit- 
neſs, and will ayouchment, that this is the Glove of A- 
lonſon, that your Majeſty is give me, in your Conſcience 
now. 5 
K. Henry. Give me thy Glove, Soldier; 

Look, here is the fellow of it: by, 
"Twas I indeed thou promiſedſt to ſtrike, . 
And thou haſt given me moſt bitter terms, 

Flu. And pleaſe your Majeſty, let his Neck anſwer for 
it, if there is any Marſhal Law in the World. 

K. Henry. How canſt thou make me Satisfaction? 


% 


Will. All Offences, my Lord, come from the Heart ; ne- 
yer came any from mine, that might offend your Majeſty, 
| ä "7 R. Henry. 
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K. Henry. It was our felf thou dfdſt abuſe. 
Will. Your Majeſty came not like your ſelf; you ap- 


pear'd to me but as a common Man; witneſs the Night, 
your Garments, your Lowlineſs; and what your Highnefs 


ſuffer d under that ſhape, I beſeech you take it for your 


Fault, and not mine; for had you been as took you for, 
made no offence; therefore I beſeeeh your Highneſs 
pardon me. 

R. Henry, Here, Uncle Exeter, fill this Glove with Crowns, 
And give it to this Fellow. Keep it Fellow, 
And wear it for an Honour in thy Cap, 
Till I do challenge it. Give him the Crowns: 
And, Captain, you muſt needs be Friends with him. 

Flu. By this Day, and this Light, the Fellow has mettle 


enough in his Body; hold, there is twelye-pence for you, 


and I pray you to ſerve God, and keep you out of prawls 
and prabbles, and quarrels and diſſentions, and I warrant 
you it is the better for you. e 

Mill. 1 will none of your Mony. | 

Flu. It is with a good Will; I can tell you it will ſerve 
8 to mend your Shooes; come, wherefore ſhould you 

ſo paſhful; your Shooes is not io good; tis a good 
Silliog I warrant you, or I will change it. 
| Enter Herald. 

K. Henry. Now Herald, are the dead numbred ? 

Her. Here is the number of the ſlaughter d French. 

K, Henry. What Priſoners of good ſort aretaken, Uncle ? 

Exe. Charles Duke of Orleans, Nephew to the King; 
John Duke of Bourbon, and Lord Bouchiquald: 

Of other Lords and Barons, Knights and Squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, beſides common Men. 

K. Henry. This Note doth tell me of ten thouſand French 
That in the Field lye ſlain; of Princes in this number, 
And Nobles bearing Banners, there lye dead 
One hundred twenty ſix; added to theſe, ö 
Of Knights, Eſquires, and gallant Gentlemen, L | 
Eight thouſand and four hundred; of the which, 

Five hundred were but yeſterday dubb'd Knights; 
So that in theſe ten thouſand they have loſt, 
There are but ſixteen hundred Mercenaries: 
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The reſt are Princes, Barons, Lords; rade. Squires, 
And Gentlemen of Blood and Quality. 

The Names of thoſe their Nobles that te dead: 
Charles Delabreth, High Conſtable: of France, 
Faques of Chatilion, Admiral of France, | 

The Maſter of the Croſs- Bowes, Lord Rambures, 1 
Great Maſter of France, the brave Sir Gnichard Dauphin, 
Fohn Duke of Alenſon, Authonio Duke of Brabant, 
The Brother, to the Duke of Burgundy, (4655 
And Edward Duke of Barr: Of luſty . 

Grandpree and Rowfſie, Fauleonbriage and — 
Beaumont and Marle, Faudamont and Leſirale. 2,4 
Here was a Royal Fellowſhip of Dearh”! if 
Where is the Number of our Engliſh dead? 
Edwardithe, Duke of York, the Earl of Suffolk, 

Sir, Richard Ketley, Davy Gam Elquire; 

None elſe of Name; and of all other _ 

But five and twenty. ay 2:11 I 

O God, thy Arm was here: 

And not to us, but to thy Arm alone, 

Aſcribe we all. When, without — 

But in plain ſhock, and even play of Battel, 

Was ever knovyn ſo great and little Loſs? 

On one part and on th' other, take it, Gol, 

For it is none's;; but thine. : —» 

Exe. 'Tis wonderful. 

K. Henry. Come, go we in Proceſſion to lite Village: 
And be it death proclaimed through our Wo; 
To boaſt of this, on take that Praiſe from God, 

Which is his only. | 

Flu. Is it not lawful, and pleaſe your Majeſty, to wel 
how many is kill'd? 

K. Hemy. Yes, Captain; but with this acknowledgment, 
That God fought for us. 

Flu. Yes, my Conſcience, he did us great Good. 

K. Henry. Do we all holy Rights 
Let there ks ſung Non nobis, and Te Dau 
The dead with charity enclos'd in Clay: 

And then to Calais, and to England then, 


Whete ne er from France arriy d more fx Men. [Exennt, 
tal ACT 
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ACT V. 8 * E N E J. 


Enter Chorus. 5 
Ouchſafe to thoſe that have not read the Story, 


; That I may prompt them; and of ſuch as have, 


I humbly pray them to admit th' exeuſe 
Of Time, of Numbers, and due courſe of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper Life 


But here preſented. Now we bear the King 


Toward Calais: Grant him there; and there being ſeen, 
Heave him away upon your winged Thoughts, g 
Athwart the Sea : Behold the Engliſh-beach 

Pales in the Flood, with Men, with Wives, and Boys, 


' Whoſe ſhouts and claps out- voice the de:p-· mouth d Sea, 


Which like a mighty WhiMer *fore the King 
Seems to prepare his way; So let him land, 
And ſolemaly ſee him ſet on to London. | 
ſwift a pace hath Thought, that even now 
ou may imagine him upon Black Heath: 
Where that his Lords deſire him, to have born 
His bruiſed Helmet, and his bended Sword 


Before him, through the City; he forbids it; 


Being free from Vainneſs, and felf-glorious Pride: 
Giving full Trophy, Signal, and Oſtent, 

Quite from himſelf, to God. But now behold, 

In the quick 4 and working-houſe of Thought, 
How London dot ur out her Citizens, 

The Mayor, and all his Brethren in beſt fort 

Like to the Senators of th' antique Rome, 

With the Plebeians ſwarming at their Heels, 

Go forth and fetch th ir conqu'ring Cæſar in: 

As by a lower, but ing likelihood, 

Were now the Gen of our gracious Empreſs, 

As in good time he i y, from Ireland coming, 
Bringing Rebellion broached on his Sword ; 

How many would the peaceful City quit, 

To welcome him? much more, and much more cauſe, 


Did they this Harry. Now in London place him, 


As 
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As yet the Lamentation ef the French = 
Invites the King of England's ſtay at home: 
The Emperor's coming in behalf of France, 
To order Peace between them ; and omit 
All the occurrences, what ever chanc'd, 
Till Harry's back return again to France: | 
There muſt we bring him; and my ſelf have play'd 
The Interim, by remembring you tis paſt. 
Then brook Abridgement, and your Eyes advance, 
After your Thoughts, ſtraight back again to France [ Exit. 
19 Enter Fluellen and Go -wer. 
_ Gow. Nay, that's right; but why wear you your Leek 
to day? St. David's Day is paſt. T2 | 
Flu. There is occaſions and cauſes why, and where fore 
in all things; I will tell you aſſe a Friend, Captain Gower; 
the raſcally, ſcauld, beggarly, lowſie, pragging Knave Pi- 


4 


4 
. 


fol, which, you and your ſelf, and all the World know ta 


be no petter than a Fellow, look you now, of no merits; 
he is come to me, and prings me Pread and Salt yeſter- 
day, look you, and bid me eat my Leek; it was in a 

lace were I could not breed no contention with him; 

ut I will be ſo pold as to wear it in my Cap till I fee 
him once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of 
my Deſires. 2 . 
| Enter Piſtol. 144 

Gow. Why, here he comes, ſwelling like a Turky- cock. 

Flu. Tis no matter for his Swelling, nor his Turky- cocks. 
God pleſſe you aunchient . You ſcurvy louſie Krave, 
God pleſſe you. + 

Pift. Ha! art thou Bedlam? Doſt thou thirſt, baſe Trojan, 
to have me fold up Parcas fatal Web? Hence, I am qual- 
miſh at the ſmell of Leek. | { 

Flu. I peſeech you heartily, ſcurvy lowſie Knaye, at m 
Deſires, and my Requeſts, and my Petitions, to eat, lool. 
you, this Leek, becauſe, look you, you do not love it, nor 
your Affections, and your Appetites, and your Digeſtious 
does not agree with it; I would deſire you to eat it. 

Piſt. Not for Cadwallader and all his Goats. 
Flu. There is one Goat for you,” Strikes him. 
Will you be ſo good, ſcald Knave, as eat it? 
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Pit, Baſe Trojan, thou ſhalt die. 

Flu, You ſay very true, ſcald Knave, when God's will is: 
I will defire you to live in the mean time, and eat your Vi- 
ctuals; come, there is Sawce for it. You call'd me yeſter- 
day Mountain- Squire, but I will make you to day a Squire 
of low degree. I pray you fall to; if you can mock a 


|. Leek, you can eat a Leek, 


Gow. Enough, Captain, you have aſtoniſh'd him. 

Fla. I fay l will make him eat ſome part of my Leek, 
or IJ will peat his Pate four days: Pite, I pray you, it is 
good for your green Wound, and your ploody Coxcomb. 

Piſt. Muſt 1 bite? | 

Flu. Yes certainly, and out of doubt, and out of que- 
ſtion too, and ambiguities. | 

Pit. By this Leek, I will moſt horribly revenge; I eat, 
and eat -I ſwear---- . 

Flu, Eat, 1 pray you; will you have ſome more Sawce 
to your Leek: There is not enough Leek to ſwear by. 

Piſt. Quiet thy Cudgel, thou doſt fee I eat. 

Flu. Much good do you, ſcald Knave, heartily. Nay, pray 
you throw none away, the Skin is good for your proken 
Coxcomb: When you take occaſions to ſee Leeks here- 
after I pray you mock at em, that's all. | 

Piſt, Good. 

Flu. Ay, Leeks is good; hold you, there is a Groat to 
heal your Pate. | 
Piſt. Me a Groat? 

Flu. Yes, verily, and in truth you ſhall take it, or I 
have another Leek in my Pocket, which you ſhall eat. 

Piſt. I take thy Groat in earneſt of Revenge. 

Flu. If I owe. you any thing, I will pay you in Cudgels, 
you ſhall be a Woodmonger, and buy nothing of me but 
Cudgels; God pe wi' you, and keep you, and heal your Pate. 


Exit. 

Piſt. All Hell ſhall ſtir for this. b 
Gow. Go, go, you are a counterfeit cowardly K nave: Will 
you mock at an ancient Tradition, began upon an honoura- 
ble Reſpect, and worn as a memorable Trophy of predecea- 
ſed Valour, and dare not avouch in your Deeds any of your 
Words. I have ſeen you gleeking and galling at this Gentle- 
Vor. IV. 99 : man 
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man twiceor thrice, Youthought, becauſe he could not 
ſpeak Engliſh in the native Garb, he could not therefore 
handle an Engliſh Cudgel; you find it otherwiſe, and 
henceforth let a W*lch Correction teach you a good Exg- 
liſh Condition, fare ye well. Exit. 
Piſt. Doth Fortune play the Huſwife with me now ? News 
have I that my Dol ia dead i th Spittle, of a malady of France, 
and there my rendez vous is quite cut off: Old I do wax, 
and from my weary Limbs Honour is Cudgell d. Well, Bawd 
Fil turn, and ſomething lean to Cut- ans of quick Hand : 
To England will 1 ſteal, and there I'll ſteal; UT 
And patches will I get unto theſe cudgel'd Scars, 
And ſwear I got them in the Gallia Wars. [Exit. 
Euter at one Door. King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, Warwick, 
and other Lords; at another, the French King. Queen label, 
the Duke of Burgundy, and other French. "20 
K. Henry. Peace to this Meeting; wherefore we are met: 
Unto our Brother France, and to our Siſter, E. 
Health and fair time of Day; Joy and good Wiſnes 
To our moſt fair and Princely Couſin Katharine 
And as a Branch and Member of this Royalty, 
By whom this great Aſſembly is contriv'd, [ 
We do ſalute you Duke of Burgundy. bY 
And Princes French and Peers, Health to you all. * 
Fr. King. Right joyous are we to behold your Face, 
Moſt worthy Brother England. fairly met. 0 
So are you Princes Engliſh, every one. 4 
Va. So happy be the Iſſue, Brother England, 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 5 
As we are now glad to behold your Eyes: * 
Your Eyes, which hitherto have born in them | 
Againſt the French, that met them in their bent, 
The fatal Balls of murthering Bafilisks: 25 
The venom of ſuch Looks we fairly hoffe 


Shall change all Griefs and Quarrels into Love. | 
K. Henry. To cry Amen to that, thus we appear. 
©. a. You Engliſh Princes all, I do falute you. 


Have loft their quality, and that this day j 


1" \ 
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Burg. My Duty to you both, on equal Love; 8 


Great Kings of France and England. That 1 have * 
Wit! 
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with all my Wits, my Pains, and ſtrong Endeavours, 

To bring your moſt Imperial Majeſties 

Unto this Bar and Royal Interview, o 
Your Mightineſſes on both parts beſt can witneſs. 

Since then my Office hath fo far prevail d, 
That Face to Face, and Royal Eye to Eye, 

Vou have congreeted Let it not diſgrace me, 

If I demand before this Royal vie v, 

What Rub, or what Impediment there is, 

Why that the naked, poor and mangled Peace, 
Dear nurſe of Arts, Plenties, and joyful Births, 
Should not, in this beſt Garden of the World, 
Our fertile France, put up her lovely Viſage? 

Alas, ſhe bath from France too long been chac d, 
And all her Husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in its own Fertility. 

Her Vine, the merry chearer of the Heart, 
Unpruned dies; her Hedges even pleach d, 

Like Priſoners wildly over- grown with Hair, 
Pat forth diforder'd Twigs: Her fallow Leas, 
The Darnel, Hemlock, and rank Fumitory, 

Doth root upon, while that the Culter ruſts, 

That ſhould deracinate ſuch Savagery: 

The even Mead, that erſt brought ſweetly forth 
The freckled Cowſlip, Burnet, and green Clover, 
Wanting the Sythe, all uncorrected, rank, 
Conceives by Idleneſs, and nothing teems, 

But hateful Docks, rough Thiſtles, Keckfies, Burs, 
Loſing both Beauty and Utility; 

And all our Vineyards, Fallows, Meads and Hedges, 
Detective in their Natures, grow to wildneſs. 
Even ſo our Houſes, arid our Selves, and Children, 
Have loſt, or do not learn, for want of Time, 
The Sciences that ſhould become our Country ; 
But grew like Savages (as Soldiers will; 

That nothing do but meditate on Blood) 
To Swearing, and ſtern Looks, diffus'd Attire, 
And every thing that ſeems unnatural. 
Which to reduce into our former Favour, 
You are aſſembled; and my Speech intreats, 
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That I may know the Let, why gentle Peace 
Should not expel theſe Inconveniences, 
And bleſs us with her former Qualities. | 
K. Henry. If, Duke of Burgundy, you would the Peace; 
Whoſe want gives growth to th Imperfections 
Which you have cited; you muſt buy that Peace 
With ful! accord to all our juſt Demands, 
Whoſe Tenures and particular Effects 
You have enſchedul'd briefly in your Hands. : 
Burg. The King hath heard them; tothe which, as yet, 
There is no Anſwer made. 
K. Henry. Well then; the Peace, which you before ſo urg'd, 
Lyes in bis Anſwer, + 
Fr. King. I have but with a curſolary Eye 
Ofer-glanc'd the Articles; Pleaſeth your Grace 
To appoint ſome of your Council preſently 
To fit with us, once more with better heed 
To re-ſurvey them; we will ſuddenly FT 
Paſs our accept and peremptory Anſwer, . 
R. Henry. Brother, we ſnall. Go, Uncle Exeter, 
And Brother Clarence, and Brother Glouceſter, 
Harwick and Huntington, go with the King, 


. 
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And take with you free Power to ratifie, 


Augment, or alter, as your Wiſdoms beſt 

Shall ſee Adyantageable for our Dignity, 

Any thing in or out of our Demands, 

And we'll conſign thereto. Will you, fair Siſter, 

Go with the Princes, or ſtay here with us? 
. 1a. Our gracious Brother, I will go with them; 


- Haply a Woman's Voice may do ſome good, 


When Articles too nicely urg'd, be ſtood on. T 
F. Henry. Yet leave our Couſin Katharine here with us, 
She is our capital Demand, compris'd | 
Within the fore-rank of our Articles, 3 
©. TA. She hath good leave. [Exennt. 
Manent King Henry, Katharine and a Lady. p 
K. Henry. Fair Katharine, moſt fair, 
Will you vouchſafe to teach a Soldier terms, 
Such as will enter at a Lady's Ear, 
And plead his Leve-luit to her gentle Heart? a 
| | | Kath, 
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Rath. Your Majeſty ſhall mock at me, I cannot ſpeak 
your England. 

K. Henry. O fair Katharine, if you will love me ſoundly 
with your French Heart, I will be glad to hear you contels it 
brokenly with your Engliſh Tongue. Do you like me, Kate? 

Kath. Pardennez, moy, 1 cannot tell vat is like me. 

R. Henry An Angel is like you, Kate, and you are like 
an Angel. | 

Kath. Que dit. il. que je ſuis ſemblable a les Anges? 

Lady. Ony verament (auf voſtre Grace) ainſi dit. il. 

K. Henry. I ſaid ſo, dear Katharine, and I muſt not 
bluſh to affirm it, 

Kath. O bon Dieu! les langues des hommes ſout plein de 
tromperie. | 

K. Henry. What ſays ſhe, fair One? that Tongues of 
Men are full of Deceits? 

Lady. Ouy, dat de tongues of de mans is be full of de- 
ceits: dat is de Princeſs. | 

K. Henry. The Princeſs is the better Engli/ſh-Woman; 
1 faith Kate, my wooing is fit for thy Underſtanding I am 
glad thou canſt ſpeak no better Engliſh, for if thou could'ſt, 
thou woul'ſt find me ſuch a plain King, that thou would'ſt 
think, 1 had ſold my Farm to buy my Crowa. I knowno 
ways to mince it in Love but directly to ſay, I love you; 
then if you urge me farther, than to 45 Do you in faith? 

I wear out my ſuit: Give me your anf ver i' faith do, and 
ſo clap Hands, and a Bargain; how fay you, Lady? _ 

Kath. Sauf voſtre konnewr, me underſtand well. | 

K. Henry Marry, if you would put me to. Verſes, or 
to Dance tor your ſake, Kate, why you undid me; for the 
one, I have neither words nor meaſure; and for the other, 
I have no ſtrength in meaſure, yet a reaſonable meaſure in 
ſtrength. If 1 could win a Lady at leap- frog, or by vault- 
ing 1ato my Saddle, with my Armour on my Back; under 
the correction of Bragging be it ſpoken, I ſhould quickly 
leap into a Wife: Or if I might buffet for my Love, or 
bound my Horſe for her Favours, I could lay on like a But- 
cher, and fit like a Jack-an-Apes, never off. But befure 
God, Kate, I cannot look greenly, nor gaſp out my Elo- 
quence, nor I have no cunning in Proteſtation; only down- 
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right Oaths, which I never uſe till urg d, nor never break 
for urging. If thou canſt love a Fellow of this Temper, 
Kate, whoſe Face is not worth 3 ; that never 


looks in his Glaſs, for love of any thing he ſees there; 
let thine Eye be thy Cook. I ſpeak thee plain Soldier; 
if thou canſt love me for this, take me; if not, to ſay 
to thee that I ſhall dye, is true; but for thy love, by the 
Lord, No: yet I love thee too: And while thou liviſt, 
dear Kate, take a Fellow of plain and uncoined Conſtancy, 
for ke pei force muſt do thee right, becauſe he hath not 
the gift to woo in other places: For theſe Fellows of in- 
finite Tongue, that can Rhime themſelves into Ladies Fa. | 
vours, they do always reaſon themſelves out again. What? 

a Speaker is but a Prater, a Rhime is but a Ballad; a good 
Leg will fall, a ſtraight Back will ſtoop, a black Beard will 
turn white, a curl'd Pate will grow bald, a fair Face will 
wither, a full Eye will wax hollow ; but a good Heart, Kate, 
is the Sun and the Moon, or rather the Sun, and not the 
Moon; for it ſhines bright, and never changes, but keeps 
His eourſe truly. If thou would'ſt have ſuch a one, take 
me; and take me, take a Soldier; take a Soldier, take a 
King: And what ſay'ſt thou then to my Love? ſpeak my 
fair, and fairly, I pray thee. | | 

| Kath. ls it poſſible dat J ſould love de Enemy of France? 

R. Harry. No, it is not poſſible that you ſhould love 
the Eremy of France, Kate; but in loving me. you ſhould 
love the Friend of France; for I love France ſo well, that 
I will not part with a Village ofit: I will have it all mine; 
and, Kate, when France is mine, and I am yours; then 
yours is France, and you are mine, 

Kath. I cannot tell vhat is dat. 

X. Henry. No, Kate? I will tell thee in French, which 
Jam ſure will hang upon my Tongue, like a new Married 
Wife about her Husband's Neck, hardly to be ſhook off: 
Fe quand ſur le poſſeſſion de France, & quand vous aves le 


poſſeſſion de moy, (Let me ſee, what then? Saint Dennis be my 


ſpeed) Done woſtre eſt France, & vous eftes mienne. It is 
as eaſie for me, Kate, to conquer the Kingdom, asto ſpeak 
ſo much more French: I ſhall never move thee in French, 


unleſs it be to laugh at me. 


Kath, 
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Kath. Sauf voſtre honneur, le Francois que vous parlex, 1] 
eſt melieur quel Anglois le quel je parle. 

K. Henry. No faith is t not, Kate; but thy ſpeaking of 
my Tongue, and I thine, moſt truly falſly, muſt needs be 

ranted to be much at one. But, Kate, doſt thou under» 
nd thus much Engliſu? Can'ſt thou love me? 

Kath. I cannot tell. 

R. Henry. Can any of your Neighbours tell, Kate? I'll 
ask them. Come, I know thou loveſt me; and at night, 
when you come into your Cloſet, you'll queſtion this Gen- 
tlewoman about me; and I know, Kate, you will to her diſ- 
praiſe thoſe parts in me, that you love with your Heart; but, 
good Kate, mock me mercitully, the rather, gentle Prin- 
ceſs, becauſe I love thee cruelly, If ever thou beeſt mine, 
Kate, as I have ſaving Faith within me tells me, thou ſhalt; 
I get thee with ſcambling, and thou muſt therefore needs 
prove a good Soldier-breeder: Shall not thou and I be- 
tween Saint Dennis and St. George, compound a Boy, half 
French, half Engliſh, that ſhall go to Conſtantinople, and 
take the Turk by the Beard. Shall we not? what ſay'ſt 
thou, my fair "es Luce ? 

Kath. I do not know dat. 

R. Henry. No; tis hereafter to know, but now to promiſe; 
do but now promiſe, Kate, you wilſer.deavour for yourFrench 
part of ſuch a Boy; and for my Engliſh moiety, take th2 word 
of a King, and a Batchelor. How anſwer you, La plus belle 
Katherine du monde mon tres chere & divine deeſſe. 

Kath. Your Majeſtee ave fauſe Frenche enough to deceive 
de moſt ſage Damoiſel dat is en France. 

K. Henry. Now fie upon my falſe French; by mine Honour, 
in true Engliſh, Iloyethee, Kate; by which Honour I dare 
not ſwear thou leveſt me, yet my blood begins to flatter 
me, that thou do'ſt notwithſtanding the poor and untem- 
pering effect of my Viſage. Now beſhrew my Father's 
Ambition, he was thinking of Civil Wars, when he got me, 
therefore was I created with a ſtubborn outſide, with an 
aſpect of Iron, that when I come to woo Ladies, I fright 
them; bur in faith, Kate, the elder I wax, the better [ ſhall 
appear, My comfort is, that Old Age, that ill layer up of 
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Beauty, can do no more ſpoil upon my Face. Thou haſt 
me, if thou haſt me, at the worſt; and thou ſhalt wear me, 
if thou wear me, better and better; and therefore tell me, 
moſt fair Katherine, will you have me? Put off your Maid- 


en Bluſhes, avouch the Thoughts of your Heart with the 


Looks of an Empreſs, take me by the Hand, and ſay, 
Harry of England, T am thine; which word thou ſhalt no 
ſooner bleſs mine Ear withal, but I will tell thee aloud, 
England is thine, Ireland is thine, France is thine, and Hen- 
ry Plantagenet is thine; who, though I ſpeak it before his 
Face, if he be not Fellow with the beſt King, thou ſhalt 
find the beſt King of Good-fellows. Come, your An- 
{wer in broken Muſick; for thy Voice is Muſick, and th 
Engliſh broken: Therefore Queen of all, Katherine, brea 
thy mind to me in broken Engliſh, wilt thou have me? 
Kath. Dat is as it fhall pleaſe /e rey mon pere. 


K. Henry. Nay, it will pleaſe him well, Kate; it ſhall 


pleaſe him, Kare. 

Kath. Den it ſhall alſo content me. 

K. Henry. Upon that I kiſs your Hand, and I call you 
my Queen, | 

Kath. Laiſſex mon Seigneur, laiſſez, Iaiſſez, may foy: Fene 
veus point que vous abbaiſſez voſtre grandeur, en baiſant le 
main d'une voſtre, Seigneur, indignie ſerviteur, excuſez moy. 
Fe vous ſupplie mon treſ-puiſſant Seigneur. 

R. Henry. Then I will kiſs your Lips, Kate. 

Kath. Les Dames and Damoiſels pour eſtre baiſee devant 
leur nopces il net pas le Coutume de France. 

K. Henry. Madam, my Interpreter, what ſays ſhe? 

Lady. Dat it is not be de faſhion peur le Ladies of France; 
I cannot tell what is buiſſe en Engliſh. 

EK. Henry. To kiſs. 

Lady, Your Majeſty entendre bettre que moy. | 
EK. Henry. Is it not a faſhion for the Maids in France to 
kiſs before they are married, would ſhe ſay ? 

Lady. Ony verayment. 

EK. Henry. O Kate, nice Cuſtoms curt'fie to great Kings. 
Dear Kate, you and I cannot be confin'd within the weak Lift 
Seay" 
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and the liberty that follows our Places, ſtops the mouth of 
all find-faults, as I will do yours, for the upholding the nice 
faſhion of your Country, in denying mea kiſs; therefore pa- 
tiently, and yielding. ¶ Kiſſing her] You have Witch- 
craft in your Lips, Kate; there is more Eloquence in a 


Sugar touch of them, than in the Tongues of the French 


Council; and they ſhould ſooncr perſuade Harry of Eng- 
land, than a general Petition of Monarchs. Here comes 


your Father. 


Enter the French Power, and the Engliſh Lords. . 

Burg. God fave your Majeſty, my Royal Couſin, teach 
you our Princeſs Engliſh ? 

K. Henry. I would have her learn, my fair Couſin, how 
perfectly I love her, and that is good Engliſh. | 

Burg. Is ſhe apt? | | 

KR. Henry. Our Tongue is rough, Coz, and my conditi- 
on is not ſmooth; ſo that having neither the Voice nor the 
Heart of Hatred about me, I cannot ſo conjure up the ſpi- 
* of Love in her, that he will appear in his true like - 
neſs. a 

Burg. Pardon the frankneſs of my Mirth, if I anſwer 
you for that. If you would conjure in her. you muſt make 
a Circle: if conjure up Love in her in his true likeneſs te - 
muſt appear naked, and blind. Can you blame her then, 
being a Maid, yet ros'd over with the Virgin Crimſon of 
Modeſty, if ſhe deny the appearance of a naked blind Boy. 
in her naked ſceing ſelf? It were, my Lord, a hard Con- 
dition for a Maid to conſign to. 

K. Henry. Yet they do wink and yield as Love is blind 
and enforces. 
Burg. They are then excus d, my Lord, when they ſee 
not what they do. | 

K. Henry. Then, good my Lord, teach your Couſin to 
conſent to winking. ä 
Burg. Iwill wink on her to conſent my Lord, if you 
will teach her to know my meaning; Maids well Sum- 
mer'd, and warm kept, are like Flies at Bartholomew ty de, 
blind, though they have their Eyes, and then they will endure - 

handling, which before would not abide looking on. 
K. Henry. This Moral ties me over to ume, and a hot 
H 5 Summer; 
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Summer; and ſo I ſhall catch the Flie, your Couſin, in the 
htter end, and ſhe mult be blind too. 

Burg. As love is, my Lord, before it loves. KW 
K. Henry, It is fo; and you may, ſome of you, thank 
Love for my blindneſs, who cannot ſee many a fair French 
City for one fair French Maid, that ſtands in my way. 5 

Fr. King. Ves my Lord, you ſee them perſpectively; the 
Cities turn d into a Maid; for they are all girdled with Mai- 
den Walls, that War hath never entred. | 

K. Henry. Shall Kate be my Wife? 

Fr. King. So pleaſe you. , 4 

K. Henry. I am content, ſo the Maiden Cities you talk _ 
of may wa't on her; ſo the Maid that Rood in the Way for 
my Wiſh, ſhall ſhew me the way te my Will. | | 

Fr. King, We have conſented to all terms of Reaſon. 

X. Hewry. Ist ſo, my Lords of England? 

Weſt. The King hath granted every Article: 

Nis Daughter firſt; and then in ſequel all, 
According to their firm propoſed Nature. 

Exe. Only he hath not yet ſubſcribed this: a 
Wbere your Majeſty demands, That the King of France ba- ' 
ving occation to write for matter of Grant, ſhallname your 
Highne's in this form, and with this addition, in French: 
Nofire tres cher fil Henry Roy d Angleterre, Heretier de 
France; and thus in Latin: Præclariſſimus Filius nofter Hen« 
ricus Rex Anglia & Heres Francia. : 
Fr. King Nor this 1 have not, Brother, ſo deny'd, 
But your Requeſt ſhall make me let it paſs. | 7 

K. Henry. I pray you then, in Love and dear Alliance, 
Let that one Article rank with the reſt, 1 
And thereupon give me your Daughter. F 

Fr. King. Take her, fair Son, and trom her Blood raiſe up 
Iſſue to me. that the contending Kingdoms ! 
Of France and England, whoſe very ſhoars look pale, 

With envy of each others "emi 4 

May ceafe their hatred; and this dear Conjunction 

Plant Neighbourhood and Chriftian-like accord 

In their ſweet Boſoms; that never War advance 

His bleeding Sword 'twixt England and fair France. 
Lords. Amen. 4 


5 
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R. Henry. Now welcome, Kate; and bear me witneſs all, 
That here I kiſs her, as my Soveraign Queen. [ Flouriſh. 
2 Ja. God, the beſt Maker of all Marriages, 
Combine your Hearts in one, your Realms ia one, 
As Man and Wife being two, are one in love, 
So be there *twixt your Kingdoms ſuch a Spouſal, 
That never may ill Office, or fell ſealouſie, 
Which troubles oft the Bed of bleſſed Marriage, 
Thruſt in between the Paſſion of theſe Kingdoms, 
To make diyorce of their incorporate League: 
That Engliſh may as French, French Engliſhmen, 
Receive each other. God ſpeak this Amen. 
All. Amen. 
X. Henry. Prepare we for our Marriage; on which Day, 
My Lord of Burgundy we'll take your Oath, 
And all the Peers, for ſurety of our Leagues. 
Then fhall 1 ſwear to Kate, and you to me, | 


And may our Oaths well kept and proſp'rous be. [ Exeuns.- 


Sonnet, Enter Chorus. * 


Thus far with rough and all- unable Pen, 


Our bending Author hath purſu'd the Story, 

In little room confining Mighty Men, 

Mangling by ſtarts the full Courſe of their Glory, 
Small time, but in that ſmall, moſt greatly lived, 
This Star of England. Fortune made his Sword ; 
By which, the World's beſt Garden he atchieved, 
And of it left his Son Imperial Lord. 

Hemy the Sixth, in Infant Bands crown'd King 

Of France and England, did this King ſucceed; 


Whoſe State ſo many had the managing, 


That they loſt France, and made his England bleed: 
Which oft our Stage hath ſhown; and for her fake, 
In your fair Minds left this acceptance take. £ 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


ING Henry VI. 

Dale g Glonceſter, Unkl# to the Kingt and n 
Dube F Bedford, Unkle 16 the King, hnil Ragent of France. 
Cardinal Beau fort, Biſhop of Wincheſter, and Unkle mow 


to the King. 

Duke of Exeter. | 0 
Duke of Somerſet. * | 
Earl of Warwick. 
Earl of Salisbury. 
Earl of Suffolk. 
Lerd Talbot. W 
Young Talbot, bi, So. WS 
Richard Platagenet, af7 

| Mortimer, Earl of March. | 
Woodvile, Lieutenant of the * be. 
Lord Mayor of London. 25 
Vernon, of the White Roſe, Fi Vork r * 
Sy Bafler, of the Red Roſe, or Lancaſter Faction. + WH 


Ga. Dauphin, and afterwards King of France. 
Reignier, Duke of Anjou, and Titular King of Nope; | 
Duke of Burgundy. ; 
Duke of Ale fon. 7 5 

Baftard of Orleans. Hi 5 
An old Shepherd, Roy * E 


Margaret, Danghter to Reignier, ey afterward 2 0 | 
King Henry. 

Joan la Pucelle, a Maid pretending ts be inſpir d from Heaven, 
and ſetting up for the Championeſs of France. 

Connteſs of Auvergne. 


Lords, Captains, Soldiers. Meſſengers, and * 22 
both on the >. and French. 3 | 


The SCENE 5 partly in __ 2 
partly in France. 
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ACT IL SCENE L 


Dead March. Enter the Funeral of King Henry 
the Fifth, attended on by the Dake e Bedforg, 

* Regent of France; the Dake of Glouceſter, 
Protector; the Duke of Exeter, and the Earl of 

Warwick, the Biſhop of Wincheſter, and the 
Dake of Somerſet. | Ft 


1 BEDFORD. 


UNG be the Heayens with black, yield 
Day to Night; | 8 

Comets importing change of Times 
and States, ; 

1 your Cryſtal Treſſes in the 


* , i 

And with them ſcourge the bad re- 
volting Stars, 

That have conſented unto Henrys Death: 
King Henry the Fifth, too Famous to live long, 
England ne er loſt a King of ſo much Wort h. 

Glo. England ne er had a King until his time: 

Virtue he had, deſerving to Command, 
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His brandiſh'd Sword did blind Men with his Beams, 
His Arms ſpread wider than a Dragon's Wings; 
His ſparkling Eyes, repleat with awful Fire, 4 
More 1 7 and drove back his Enemies, +. 
Than mid-day Sun fierce bent againſt their Faces, "Is 
What ſhould I fay? his Deeds exceed all Speech : 

He ne er lift up his Hand but conquered. 

Exe, We mourn in Black, why mourn wenotin Blood? 
Henry is dead, and never ſhall revive: 171 
Upon a wooden Coffin we attend * « 4 
And Death's diſhonourable Victory, 1 
We with our ſtately Preſence. glorifie, _ 7 
Like Captives bound to a Triumphant Car. Ws 
What? ſhall we curſe the Planets of Miſhap, 

That plotted thus our Glory's overthrow ? 
Or ſhall we think the ſubtile-witted French, 
Conjurers and Sorcerers, that afraid of him, 
By Magick Verſe have thus contriy'd his End? 5 
Win. He was a King, bleſt of the King of Kinge. 
Unto the French, the dreadful Judgment-day 3 
So dreadful will not be, as was his fight. K 
The Battels of the Lord of Hoſts he fought; _ 
The Churches Prayers made him ſo — 2 955 =P 

Glo. The Church? Where is it? 1 — 
Had not Church-men pray d, 5 
His thread of Life had not ſo ſoon decay d. 26 
None do you like, but an eſſeminate Prince, _ ih | 
Whom like a School-boy you may over-aw:: = 

Wine. Gloſter, whate'er we like, thou art rrotector | 
And lookeſt to command the Prince and Realm 
Thy Wife is proud, ſhe holdeth thee in awe, * 

More than God or Religious Church-men may. 
Glo. Name not Religion, for thou loy'f the Fleſn, 
And ne er throughout the Year to Church thou goſt, * 

Except it be to pray againſt thy Foes. 

Bed. Ceaſe; ceaſe theſe Jars, and reſt your Minds in Feage: 

Let's to the Altar: Heralds wait on us; | 
Inſtead of Gold, we'll offer up our Arms, 
Since Arms avail not, now « th Henry $ dead, 
koſterity await for wretched Years, 


When 
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When at their Mothers moiſt Eyes Babes fhall ſuck, 

Our Iſle be made a nouriſh of falt Tears, 

And none but Women left to *wail the dead, 

Henry the Fifth, thy Ghoſt I invocate ; 

Proſper this Realm, keep it from Civil Broils, 

Combat with adverſe Planets in the Heavens; 

A far more glorious Star thy Soul will make, 

Than Fulius Ceſar, or bright —— | | 

Enter a Meſſenger. | 

Meſſ. My Honourable Lords, health to you all; 

Sad Tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of Loſs, of Slaughter, and Diſcomfiture ; 

Guyenne, Champaign, Rheims, Orleans, | 
Paris, Guyſors, Poictiers, are all quite loſt. 2 
Bed. What ſay ſt thou, Man, before dead Henry's Coarſe 

Speak ſoftly, or the loſs of thoſe great Towns | 

Will make him burſt his Lead, and riſe from Death. 
Glo. Is Paris loſt, and is Roan yielded up? 

If Henry were recall'd to Life again, * | 

Theſe News would cauſe him once more yield the Ghoft. 
Exe. How were they loſt ? What Treachery was us'd ? 
Meſſ. No Treachery, but want of Men and Mony. 

Amongſt the Soldiers this is muttered, 

That here you maintain ſeveral Factions; 

And whilſt a Field ſhould be diſpatch'd and fought, 

You are diſputing of your Generals, - 

One would have lingring Wars with little Coſt ; 

Another would fl Wife but wanteth Wings: 

A third Man thinks, without expence at all, 

By guileful fair Words, Peace may be obtain d. 

Awake, awake, Engliſh Nobility, 

Let not Sloth dim your Honours, new begot ; 

Crop'd are the Flower-de-Luces in your Arms 

Of England's Coat, one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our Tears wanting to this Funeral, 
Theſe Tidings would call forth her flowing Tides. 
Bed. Me they concern, Regent Iam of France; 

Give me my ſteeled Coat, I'll fight for France. 

Away with theſe diſgraceful wailing Robes ; | 

r Wounds 
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Wounds will J lend the French, inſtead of __ 
To-weep their intermiſſive Miſeries. | 
| Enter to them azother Meſſenger. 

2 Meſſ/Lords, view theſe Letters, full of bad Miſchance 
France is revolted from the Engli/h quite, : 
Except ſome petty Towns of no import. 

The Dauphin Charles is crowned King in Rhe n 
The Baſtard of Orleans with him is join d: 
Reignier, Duke of d4njou, doth his Part, 


The Duke of Alenſon flieth to his fide. kxis. 


Exe. The Dauphin crowned King? all fly to him? 
O, whither ſhall we fly from this Reproach? 5 

Glo, We will not fly, but to our Enemies Throats. 
Bedford, if thou be flack, Fl! fight it out. 

Bed. Gloſter, why doubt ſt thou of my armada 
1 — Army have I muſter d in my Thoughts, fs 
France is over-run. 4; 3 
Exer a Third Meſſenger. 

3 Meſſ. My Gracious Lords, to add to your Lamar 

Wherewith you now bedew King Henry's Heatſe, 
. I muſt inform you of a diſmal bp he 

 Betwixt the ftout Lord Talbot and "he French, "vo 

Min. What! wherein Talbot overcame, ist ſlo? 

3 Mefſ. O no; wherein Lord Talbot was o'erthrown, | 
The Circumſtance T1] tell you more at large. N 
The tenth of Auguſt laſt, this dreadful Lord, 5. 
Retiring from the Siege of Orleans, F 
Having ſcarce full fix thouſand in his. Troop, 4 
By three and twenty thouſand of the French * 
Was round encompaſſed, and ſet upon; if 
No leiſure had he to enrank his Men. | > 
He wanted. Pikes to ſet before his Archers; 1 
Inſtead whereof, ſharp Stakes pluckt out of Hedges 
They pitched in the Ground confuſedly, 
To ory the Horſemen off from breaking in. 
More than three hours the Fight continued ; 


Where valiant Talbot, above human Thought, 
Enacted Wonders with his Sword and Lance. 
Hundreds he ſent to Hell, and none durſt ſtand him: 


Th 
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Here, there, and every where enrag'd he flew, 
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The French exclaim'd, the Devil was in Arms, 

All the whole Army ſtood agaz d on bim. 

His Soldiers ſpying his undaunted Spirit, 

A Talbot! a Talbot! cry d out amain. 

And ruſh'd into the Bowels of the Battel. 

Here, had the Conqueſt fully been ſeal'd up, 

If Sir John Falſtaff had not play'd the Coward, 

Ne being in the Vaward, plac'd behind 

With purpoſe to relieve and follow them, 

Cowardly fled, not having ſtruck one ſtroak. 

Hence grew the general Wrack and Maſſacre; 
Encloſed were they with their Enemies. 

A baſe Walloon, to win the Dauphin's Grace, 

Thruſt Talbot with a Spear into the Back, | 
Whom all France, with their Chief aſſembled Strength, 
Durſt not preſume to look once in the Face. 

Bed. Is Talbot ſlain then? I will flay my ſelf, 
For living idly here in pomp and eaſe, 

Whilſt ſuch a worthy Leader, wanting Aid, 
Unto his daſtard Foe-men is betray'd. 

3 Meſſ. O no, he lives, but is took Priſoner, 
And Lord Scales with him, and Lord Hungerford; 
Moſt of the reſt ſlaughter'd, or took likewiſe. 

Bed. His Ranſom there is none but I ſhall pay. 
I'll hale the Dauphin headlong from his Throne, 
His Crown ſhall be the Ranſom of my Friend: 
Four of their Lords Fl] change for one of ours. 
Farewel, my Mafters, to my Task will I, 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, ) 
To keep our great St. George's Feaſt withal. 

Ten thouſand Soldiers with me I will take, 

Whoſe bloody Deeds ſhall make all Europe quake. 

3 Meſſ. So you had need, for Orleans is beſieg d, 
The Engliſh Army is grown weak and faint: 

The Earl of Salisbury craveth Supply, 
And hardly keeps his Men from Mutiny, 
Since they ſo few, watch ſuch a Multitude. 
Exe. Remember, Lords, your Oaths zo Henry ſworn : 
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly, 


Or bring him in Obedience to your Yoak. ; 
. Be 


— — 
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Biel. I do remember it, and here take lere; 
To go about my Preparation. | [Exit Bedford -· 
Slo. VIl to the Tower with all the haſte 1 can, I 
2 the Artillery and Munition, 
And then 1 will proclaim young Henry King. No 
| 2594+ WY \ Pio rd [Exit Glouceſter, 
Exe. To Eltam will I, where the young King is, 


” 


Being ordain'd his ſpecial Governor, . 
And for his Safety there I'll beſt deviſe. [Exit, 
Win. Each hath his Place and Function to attend: hy 
I am left out; for me nothing remains: 1 
But long I will not be Jack out of Office, 
The King from Eltam I intend to ſend, | | 
And fit at chiefeſt tern of publick Weal. Exit. | 
Enter Charles, Alenſon, and Reignier, marching with 2 | 
Drum and Soldiers. 1 . | 
Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the Heav'ns, 
So in the Earth, to this Day is not known. 
Late did he ſhine upon the Engliſh fide: 
Now we are Victors, upon us he ſmiles. 
What Towns of any moment, but we have? |, | 
At pleaſure here we lye, near Orleans: | q 
Otherwhiles, the famiſh'd Engliſh, like pale Ghoſts, ; 
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Faintly beſiege us one Hour in a Month. ; ] 
Alen. They want their Porredge, and their fatBull:Beeves, ! 


Either they muſt be dicted like Mules, 
And have their Provender ty'd to their Mouths, 
1 they will look, like drowned Mice. 
T, is taken, whom we wont te fear: 
Remaineth none but mad-brain'd Salisbury, 
And he may well in fretting ſpend his Gall, 
Nor Men, nor Mony hath he to make War. 
Char. Sound, ſound Alarum, we will ruſt on them, 
Now for the Honour of the forlorn French: 
Him I forgive my Death that killeth me; 3 
. When he fees me go back one foot, or fly. ¶Exeunt. 
| [Here Alarm, they are beaten back by the Englith, with 
great Loſs e | 
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Enter Charles, Alenſon, and Reignier. 

Char. Who ever ſaw the like? What Men have 1? 
Dogs, Cowards, Daſtards: I would ne'er have fled, 
But that they left me *midſt my Enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury is a deſperate Homicide, 

He fighteth as one weary of his Life: 
Two other Lords, like Lions wanting Food, 
Do ruſh upon us as their hungry Prey. 

Alen. Froyſard, a Countryman of ours, records, 

England all Olivers and Rowlands bred, 
During the time Edward the Third did Reign: 
More truly now may this be verified; 
For none but Sampſons and Goliaſſes 
It ſendeth forth to Skirmiſh; one to ten! 
Lean raw-bon'd Raſcals, who would e er ſuppoſe 
They had ſuch Courage and Audacity ? 
Char. Let's leave this Town, 
For they are hair-brain'd Slaves, 
And hunger will enforce them to be more eager; 
Of old I know them; rather with their Teeth 
The Walls they'll tear down, than forſake the Siege. 

Reig. I think by ſome odd-Gimmals or Device 
Their Arms are ſet, like Clocks, ſtill to ſtrike on; 
Elſe ne er could they hold out ſo as they do: 

By my Conſent, we'll even let them alone. 

Alen. Be it ſo. 

Enter the Baſtard of Orleans. 

Baſt, Where's the Prince Dauphin? I have News for him? 

Dax. Baſtard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 

Baſt. Methinks your Looks are fad, your Chear appal'd. 
Hath the late Overthrow wrought this Offence ? 
Be not diſmay'd, for Succour is at hand: 

A holy Maid hither with me I bring, 

Which by a Viſion ſent to her from Heay'n, 
Ordained is to raiſe this tedious Siege, 

And drive the Engliſh forth the bounds of France: 
The Spirit of deep Propheſie ſhe bath, 

Exceeding the nine Sibyls of old Rome: 

What's paſt, and what's to come, ſhe can deſcry. 


Speak, 
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Speak, ſhalf 1 call her in? Believe my Words, 

For they are certain and infallible. Fa 
Dau. Go, call her in; but firſt, to try her Skill, 


Reignier ſtand thou as Dauphin in my Place; 
Queſtion her proudly, let thy Looks be ſtern, 


By this means ſhall we ſound what Skill ſhe hath. 


Enter Joan la Pucelle. 
Reig. Fair Maid, is't thou wilt do theſe wondrous Feats? 
Pucel, Reignier, is t thou that thinkeſt to beguile me? 
Where is the Dauphin? Come, come from behind, 
I know thee well, though never ſeen before. 
Be not amaz d, there's nothing hid from me: 
In private will I talk with thee apart: 
Stand back, you Lords, and give us leave a while, 

Reig. She takes upon her bravely at firſt Daſh. 
Pucel. Dauphin, I am by Birth a Shepherd's Daughter, 
My Wit untrain'd in any kind of Art: | 

Heav'n and our Lady gracious hath it pleas'd 

To ſhine on my contemptible Eftate. 

Lo, whilſt I waited on my tender Lambs, 

And to Suns parching heat diſplay'd my Cheeks, 
God's Mother deigned to appear to me. 

And in a Viſion full of Majeſty, 

Will'd me to leave my baſe Vocation, 

And free my Country from Calamity : 


Her Aid ſhe promis d, and aſſur d Succeſs \ 


In compleat Glory the reveal'd her felt; 

And whereas I was black and ſwart before, 
With thoſe clear Rays which ſhe infus'd on me, 
That Beauty am I bleſt with, which you ſee. 
Ask me what queſtion thou canſt poſlible, 

And I will anſwer unpremeditated: 
My Courage try by Combat, if thou dar'ſt, 
And thou ſhalt find that I exceed my Sex. 


Reſolve on this, thou ſhalt be fortunate, 
If thou receive me for thy warlike Mate. 

Dau. Thou haſt aſtoniſh'd me with thy high terms: 
Only this proof Vil of thy Valour make, 
In ſingle Combat thou ſhalt buckle with me; 
And it thou yanquiſheſt, thy Words are true, 


i 
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Otherwiſe I renounce all Confidence. 

Pucel. I am prepar'd; here is my keen-edg'd Sword, 

Deck ed with fine Flower. de- Luces on each tide, 

. The which at Towrain in St. Katherine's Church - yard, 

Out of a great deal of old Iron, I choſe forth. | 
Dau. Then come a God's Name, I fear no Woman. 
Pucel. And while 1 live, I'll neter fly no Man. 

Here they Fight, and Joan de Pucelle overcomes. 
Dau. Stay, ſtay thy Hands, thou art an Amazon, 

And fighteſt with the Sword of Debora. | 
Pucel. Chriſt's Mother helps me, elſe l were too weak: 
Dau. Who ter helps thee, tis thou that muſt help me: 

Impatiently I burn with thy deſire, 

My Heart and Hands thou haſt at once ſubdu'd, 

Excellent Pucelle, if thy Name be fo, | 

Let me thy Servant, and not Sovereign be, 

'Tis the French Dauphin ſueth to thee thus. 

Pucel. 1 muſt not yield to any rights of Love, 

For my Profeſſion's ſacred from above: 

When I have chaſed all thy Foes from hence, 

Then will I think upon a Recompence. 5 | 

Dau. Mean time look gracious on thy proſtrate Thrall. 
Reig. My Lord, methinks, is very long in talk 
Alen. Doubtleſs he ſhrives this Woman to her Smock, 

Elſe ne er could he ſo long protract his Speech. 

Reig. Shall we diſturb him, ſince he keeps no mean? 

Alen. He may mean more than we poor Men do know: 

Theſe Women are ſhrewd tempters with their Tongues. 

Reig. My Lord, where are you? what deviſe you on? 

Shall we give over Orleans, or no? 
Pucel. Why no, I ſay ; diſtruſtful Recreants. 

Fight till the laſt gaſp; for I'll be your guard. 

Dan. What ſhe | Fil confirm; we'll tight it out. 


Pucel. Aſſign'd I am to be the Engliſh Scourge. 
This Night the Siege aſſuredly I'll raiſe: 1 
Expect Saint Martin's Summer, Halcyon days, 
Since I have entred thus into theſe Wars, 
Glory is like a Circle in the Water; 

Which never ceaſeth to enlarge it ſelf 

Till by broad ſpreading it diſperſe to nought. 


With 
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With Henrys death; the Engliſh Circle ends, 
Diſperſed are the Glories it included: . 
Now am 1 like that proud inſulting Shipp: 
Which Caſar and his Fortuse bore at once. 
Dan. Was Mahomet inſpired with a Doye? un & $4 
Thou with an Eagle art-inſpired then. thr Þ - v1 
Helen, the Mother of great Conſtantine,  ' - | 
Nor yet St. Philips Daughters were like the. 
Bright Star of Venus, fall'n down on the Earth, . - 
How may 1 reverently worſhip thee enough?  '__ 
Alem. Leave off delays, and let us raiſe the Siege. 
Reig. Woman, do. what thou canſt to ſave our Honours, 
Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz d. 
I Day, Preſently we'll try: Come, let's away about it, 
o Prophet will I truft, if ſhe proves falſe. *' | Exeunt. 
Enter Glouceſter, with. lis Serving-Men; . 
Glo. I am come to ſurvey the Tower this day: 
Since Heurys Death, I fear there is Conveyance; 
Where be theſe Warders, that they wait not here!;˖ 
the Gates. "Tis Glauceſter that calls. 
1 Ward. Who's there, that knocks ſo imperiouſly ? 
1 Man. It is the Noble Duke of Gloſter. | 
2 Ward. Who e er he be, you may not be let in. 
. 1 Man. Villains, anſwer you ſo the Lord Protector? 
1 Ward. The Lord protect him, ſo we anſwer him, 
We do no otherwiſe than we are will'd, (997 FT. 
Glo. Who willed you? or whofe Will ſtands but mine? 
There's none Protector of the Realm, but J. 
Break · up the Gates, Fl! be your v/arrantize; 
Shall 1 be flouted thus by dunghill Grooms? 
Gloucefter's Men ruſh at the Tower Gates, and Woodvile 
- the Lieutenant ſpeaks within. 
Hod. What noiſe is this? What Traitors have we here? 
Glo. Lieutenant, is it you whoſe Voice I hear? 
Open the Gates, here's G o ter that would enter. 
Mood. Have patience, Noble Duke, I may not ofen, 
The Cardinal of Wimcheſter fotbids 
rom him 1 have expreſs Commandment, 
That thou nor none of thine ſhall be let in. FM 
f G10, 
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Arrogant Wincheſter, the haughty Prelate, 
Whom Henry our late Sovereign ne'er could brook? 


Thou art no Friend to God or to the King: 


Open the Gate, or I'll ſhut thee out ſhortly. 
Serv. Open the Gates to the Lord Protector, 


b Or we ll burſt them open, if that you come not quickly. 


Enter to the Protector at the Tower Gates, Wincheſter 
| * and his Men in Tawny Coats. 
Nin. How now ambitious Umpire, what means this? 
Glo. Piel'd Prieſt, doſt thou command me to be ſhut 
out? = 
Win. 1 do, thou moſt uſurping Proditor, 
And not Protector of the King or Realm. 
Glo. Stand back, thou manifeſt Conſpirator, 
Thou that contrived'ſt to murther our dead Lord, 


Thou that giv'ſt Whores Indulgencies to Sin, 


Pll canvas thee in thy broad Cardinal's Hat, 


lf thou proceed in this thy Iaſolence. 


Win. Nay, ſtand thou back, I will not badge a foot: 
This be Damſacus, be thou curſed Cain, 
To lay thy Brother Abel, if thou wilt. 

Glo. I will not flay thee, but I'll drive thee hack: 


Thy Scarlet Robes, as a Child's bearing Cloth, 


PII uſe, to carry thee out of this Place. NID 
Nn. Do what thou dar'ſt, I beard thee to thy Face, + 
Glo, What? am I dar'd, and bearded to my Face? 
Draw Men, for all this privileged Place, 
Blue Coats to Tawny Coats. Prieſt, beware thy Beard, 


I mean to tug it, and to cuff you ſoundly, 


Under my Feet Ill ſtamp thy Cardinal's Hat: 


Ia ſpight of Pape, or Dignities of Church, 
Here by the Cheeks I'll drag thee up and down. 
Vin. Gloſter, thou wilt anſwer this before the Pope. 


Glo. Wincheſter Gooſe, I cry, a Rope, a R 
w beat them hence, why do you let them ſtay? 


& hee I'll chaſe hence, thou Wolt in Sheep's array. 


Tawny Coats, out Scarlet Hypocrite. 


Vol. IV. . Here 
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Ob. Faint-hearted Whodvile, prizeſt him fore me? 
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Here Glouceſter's Men beat out the Cardinal's, and enter in 
7 2 burly. the Mayor of London, and bis Officers, 
or. Fie, Lords, that you being ſupream Magiſtrates, 
Thus 12290 — ſnould break the Peace. 
Glo. Peace, Mayor, for thou know'ft little of my Wrongs: 
Here's Beauford, that regards not God nor King, 
Hath here diſtrain'd the Tower to his uſe. 
Win. Here's Gloſter too, a Foe to Citizens, 
One that ſtill motions War, and never. Peace, 
: Ofer-charging your free Purſes with large moms 
"That ſeeks to overthrow Religion, 
Becauſe he is Protector of the Realm; 
And would have Armour here out of the Tower, . 
To Crown himſelf King, and ſuppreſs the Prince. 


Glo. I will not anſwer thee with Words, but Blows. 11 
Here they skirmiſh again. 


Mayor. Nought reſts for me in this tumultuous Strife, 
But to make open Proclamation. 
Come, Officer, as loud as &er thou can't; cry; 


Al manner of Men aſſemôled here in Arms this 2 a 


gainſt God's Peace and the King's, we Charge and 


you," | 
in his Highneſs Name, to repair to your ſeveral dwelling Places, 


and nat to rar handle, or uſe any Sword, Weapon or Dag- 
ger henceforward, upon pain of Death. 

Glo. Cardinal, Fl be no Breaker of the Law: 
But we ſhall meet, and break our Minds at large. 


Win. Gli ler, we'll meet to thy dear Colt be ſure; » = 


Thy Heart-blood I will have for this day's Work. 
Mayer. Vil-call for Clubs, if you will not away: 
This Cardinal is more haughty than the Devil. 


Glo. Mayor, farewel: Thou doſt but what thou may'ft. 1 


Min. Abominable Gio ſter, guard thy Head, 


For I intend to have it ere be long. Exeunt. 
Mayor. See the Coalt clear d, and then we will depart. 


{Good God that Nobles ſhould ſuch Stomachs bear, 


I my ſelt fight not once in forty year. CExemnt. - 


Enter the Maſter- Gunner of Orleans, and his Boy. 


M. Gun. Sirra, thou know'tt how Orleans is _ 4 


And how the Engliſh have the Suburbs won. 
Boy. Father, I know, and oft have ſhot at them, 


How er unfortunate I miſs'd my Aim. 


* 
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M. Gun. But now thou ſhalt not. Be thou ruld by me: 
Chief Maſter- Gunner am I of this Town, 
Something | muſt do to procure me Grace: 

The Prince's eſpials have informed me, 

How the Engliſb, in the Suburbs cloſe intrench'd, 
Went through a ſecret Grate of Iron Bars, 

In yonder Tower, to over-peer the City, 

And thence diſcover, how with moſt Advantage 
They may vex us with Shot, or with Aſſault. 

To intercept this Inconvenience, 

A piece of Ordnance gainſt it I have plac'd, 

And fully even theſe three Days have 1 watch'd, 
If I could fee them. Now, Boy, do thou watch, 
For I can ſtay no longer. | 

If thou ſpy'ſt any, ron and bring me word, 

And thou ſhalt find me at the Governor's. LEExit. 

Boy. Father, I warrant you, take you no care, 

Pl! never trouble you, if I may ſpy them. 

Enter Salisbury and Talbot, on the Turrets, with others. 

Sal. Talbot, my Life, my Joy, again return d? 
How wert thou handled, being Priſoner? 
Or by what means got'ſt thou to be releas d? 
Diſcourſe I prethee on this Turret's top. 

Tal. The Earl of Bedford had a Priſoner, 
Call'd the brave Lord Ponton de Santraile, 
For him was I exchang'd, and ranſomed. 
But with a baſer Man of Arms by far, 
Once in Contempt they would have barter'd me: 
Which 1 diſdaining, ſcorn'd, and craved Death, 
Rather than I would be fo pil'd eſteem'd; 
In fine, redeem d I was, as I defir'd. 
But O, the treacherous Falſtaff wounds my Heart, 
Whom with my bare Fiſts 1 would execute, 
If I now had him brought into my Power. 

Sal. Vet tell'ſt thou not how thou wert entertain'd. 

Tal. With Scoffs, and Scorns, and contumelious Taunts, 
In open Market place produc d they me, 
To be a publick Spectacle to all: 

Here, ſaid they, is the Terror of the Fre nch, 
The Scarecrow chat afrights our Children fo 
| — 
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Then broke I from the Officers that led me, 1 
And with my Nails digg'd Stones out of the Ground, 
To hurl at the beholders of my Shame. | 1 
My griſiy Countenance made others fly, . 
None durſt come near, for fear of ſudden Death. ' 
In Iron Walls they deem'd me not ſecure: 12 
So great fear of my Name *mongſt them was ſpread, 
That they-ſuppos'd I could rend Bars of Steel, | 
And ſpurn in pieces Poſts-of Adamant. | 
Wherefore a guard of choſen Shot I had; 
They walk'd about me every Minute while; 
And if I did but ſtir out of my Bed, 
Ready they were to ſhoot me to the Heart. 3 
Enter Boy with a Linſtock. | 

Sal. I grieye to hear what Torments you endur'd, 
But we will be reveng'd ſufficiently. 1 
Now it is Supper time in- Orleans: 1 
Here, through this Grate, I can count every one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortifie: S...- 
Let us look in, the fight will much delight thee: 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and Sir William Glanſdale, 
Let me have your expreſs Opinions, 

Where is beſt place to make our Batt'ry next? 
Gar. I think at the North Gate, for there ſt ind, Lords. 
Glan. And I here, at the Bulwark of the Bridge. 
Tal. For ought I ſee, this City muſt be famiſh'd, . 
Or with light Skirmiſhes enfeebled. - 

| | Rn they ſhoot, and Salisbury falls down. 

Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched Sinners. 

Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woful Man. 

Tal. What chance is this that Py hath croſt us? 
Speak, Salisbury; at leaſt, if thou canſt, ſpeak: 
How far'ſt thou, Mirror of all Martial Men? 
One of thy Eyes, and thy Cheeks ſide ſtruck off? 
Accurſed Tower, accurſed fatal Hand 1 
That hath contriv'd this woful Tragedy. 

In thirteen Battels, Salisbury o'ercame; * 
Henry the Fifth he firſt train'd to the Wars. 
Whilſt any Trump did ſound, or Drum ſtruck up, 
His Sword did ne er leave ſtriking in the Field. 


* 
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Yet liv'ſt thou, Salisbury? though thy _-=_ doth fail, 
One Eye thou haſt to look to Heaven for Grace. 
The Sun with one Eye vie weth all the World. 
Heaven be thou Gracious to none alive, 
If Salisbury wants Mercy at thy Hands. 
Bear hence his Body, I will help to bury it. 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, haſt thou any Life? 
Speak unto Taſbot, nay, look up to him. 
Salisbury, chear thy Spirit with this Comfort, 
Thou ſhalt not die whiles — 
He beckons with his Hand, and ſmiles on me: 
As who ſhould ſay, When I am dead and gone, 
Remember to avenge me on the French. 
Plautagenet 1 will, and, Nero like, will 
Play.on the Lute, beholding the Towns burn: 
Vretched ſhall France be only in my Name. 
[ Here an Alarm, and it Thunders and Lightens. 
What ſtir is this? What Tumult's in the Heavens? 
Whence cometh this Alarum, and the Noiſe? 
Enter a Meſſenger, 
Meſſ. My Lord, my Lord, the French have 1 head. 
The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join d, 
A holy Propheteſs, new riſen up, 
Is come with a great Power, to raiſe the Siege. | 
| [Here Salisbury lifteth himſelf up, and groans. 
Tal. Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth groa 
It irks bis Heart he cannot be reveng d. 
Frenchmen, I'll be a Salisbury to you. 
Puxel or Puſſel, Dolphin or Dog-fiſh, 
Your Hearts I'll ſtamp out with my Horſes heels; 
And make a 2 of your mingled Brains. 


Convey me Salisbury into his Tent, 
And then we'll try, what theſe daſtard Frenchmen dare. 
Alarum. Exit. 


Here an Alarum again; and Talbot purſueth the Dauphin, 
and driveth him: Then enter Joan la Pucelle, driving 
- os before her. Then enter Talbot. 

Tal. Where is my Strength, my Valour, and my Force? 


* ß Troops retire, I cannot ſtay. them. 
. clad in Armour chaſeth them. 
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Enter Pucelle. 1 
Here, here ſhe comes. I'll have a bout with thee; 
Devil, or Devil's Dam, I'll conjure thee: 
Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a Witch. 
And ftraightway give thy Soul to him thou ſerv'ſt. 
Pucel. Come, come, tis only I that muſt diſgrace thee. 
| Tu. [They fight. 
Tal. Heavens, can you ſuffer Hell ſo to prevail? | 
My Breaſt I'll burſt with ſtraining of my Courage, 
And from my Shoulders crack my Arms aſunder, 


But I will chaſtiſe this high-minded Strumpet. 


| LG [They fight again. 
Pucel. Talbot farewel, thy hour is not yet come, 
I muſt go Victual Orleans forthwith, | 
A ſhort Alarum: Then enter the Town with Soldiers. 
O'ertake me if thou canſt, I ſcorn thy ſtrength, 
Go, go, chear up thy hunger-ſtarved Men, 
Help Salisbury to for 4 his Teſtament, 


This Day is ours, as many more ſhall be. [Exit Pucelle. 


Tal. My Thoughts are whirled like a Potter's Wheel, 
I know not where I am, nor what I do: 
A Witch by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 
Drives back our Troops, and conquers as ſhe liſts : 


So Bees with ſmoak, and Doves with noiſom ſtench, 


Are from their Hives and Houſes driven away, 
They call'd us, for our fierceneſs, Engliſh Dogs, 
Now like the Whelps, we crying run away, | 
| [4 ſhort Alarum. 
Hark Country men, either renew the fight, 
Or tear the Lions out of England's Coat; 
Renounce your Soil, give Sheep in Lions ſtead: 
Sheep run not half ſo treacherous from the Wolf, 
Or Horſe or Oxen from the Leopard, a 
As you fly from your oft. ſubdued Slaves. 
| | [ Alarum. Here another Skirmiſh, 
It will not be, retire into your Trenches: 
You all conſented unto Salizbury's Death, 
For none would ſtrike a ſtroke in his Reyenge. 


Pucelle is entred into Orleans, „32 
In ſpight of us, or ought that we could do. 
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O would I were to die with Salisbury. | 
The ſhame hereof will make me hide my Head. 
S, [Exit Talbot. 
| [ Alarum, Retreat, Flouriſhs 
Enter vn the Wall, Pucelle, Dauphin, Reignier, Alenſon, 
| and Soldiers. 
Pucel. Advance our waving Colours on the Walls, 
Reſcu'd is Orleans from the Engliſh Wolves: 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform'd her Word. 
Dau. Divineſt Creature, bright Aſtrea's Daughter, 
How ſhall I honour thee for this Succeſs! 
Thy Promiſes are like Adonis Garden, | 
That one Day bloom'd, and fruitful were the next. 
France, Triumph in thy glorious Propheteſs, 
Recover'd is the Town of Orleans; | 
More bleſſed hap did ne er befal our State. 
Reig. Why ring not out the Bells aloud, 
Throughout the Town? - 
Dauphin, command the Citizens make Bonfires, 
And feaſt and banquet in the open Streets, 
To celebrate the Joy that God hath given us. 
Alen. All France will be repleat with Mirth and Joy, 
When they ſhall hear how we have play'd the Men. 
Dau. Tis Joan, not we, by whom the Day is won: 
For which, I will divide my Crown with her, 
And all the Prieſts and Fryers in my Realm, 
Shall in Proceſſion ſing her endleſs Praiſe. 
A ſtatelier Pyramid to her I'll rear, | 
Than Rhodope's or Memphis ever was. | | 
In memory of her when ſhe is dead, 
Her Aſhes, in an Urn more gracious 
Than the Rich-jewel'd Coffer of Darius, 
Tranſported ſhall be, at high Feſtivals, 
Bt fore the Kings and Queens of France. 
No longer on Saint Dennis will we cry, 
But Joan la Pucelle ſhall-be France's Saint. 
Come in, and let us Banquet Royally, 
After this golden Day ot Victory. 


| 
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Enter a Serjeant of a Band, with two Centinels. + 
Ser. g's take your places and be vigilant: 
If any Noiſe or Soldier you perceive 
Near to the Wall, by ſome apparent fign 
Let us have knowledze at the Court of Guard. 
Cent. Serjeant, you ſhall. Thus are poor Servitors 
(When others ſleep upon their quiet Beds). 
Conſtrain'd to watch in Darkneſs, Rain, and Cold. 
- Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy, with ſcaling 
Ladders. Their Drums beating a Dead March. 
Tal. Lord Regent, and redoubted Burgumay, 
By whoſe approach, the Regions of Artois, 
Walloon, and Picardy, are Friends to u: 
This happy Night, the Frenchmen are ſecure, 
Having alfday carous'd and banquetted, © 
Embrace we then this opportunity, 755 
As fitting beſt to quittance their deceit, 
Contriv d by Art. and baleful Sorcery. _ 5 
Bed. Coward of France, how much he wrongs his Fame, 
Deſpairing of his own Arms fortitude, - 22 
To join with Witches, and the help of Hell. 
Bur. Traitors have never other Company. 
But what's that Pucel, whom they term fo pure? 
Tal. A Maid, they fay. LY 
Bed, A Maid? And be ſo Martial? ._ 
Bur. Pray God, ſhe = not Maſculine ere long, 
If underneath the Standard of the French | 
She carry Armeur, as ſhe bath begun. 
Tal. Well, let them praftiſe and converſe with Spirits, 
God is our Fortreſs, in whoſe Conquering Name 
Let us reſolve to ſcale their flinty Bulwarks. 
Bed. Aſcend, brave Talbot, we will follow thee. 
Tal. Not all together: Better far I gueſs, 
That we do make our Entrance ſeveral ways: 
That if it chance the one of us do fail. 


The other yet may riſe againſt their Force. 


N 
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Bed. Agreed; I'll to yond corner. 

Bur. And I to this. 5 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his Grave. 
Now Salizbury for thee and for the right 
Of Engliſh Henry, ſhall this Night appear 
How much in duty, 1 am bound to both. 

Cent. Arm, Arm, the Enemy doth make aſſault. 


[Cry St. George! A Talbot! 


The French leap der the Walls 7” their Shirts. Enter ſeveral. 
ways, Baſtard, Alenſon, Reignier, half ready, and half 


unready. 
Alen. How now, my Lords? what all unready ſo? 
Baſt. Unready? I and glad we ſcap'd fo well. 
Reig. Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave our Beds, 
Hearing Alarums at our Chamber Doors. 
Alen. Of all Exploits fince firſt I follow'd Arms, 
Ne'er heard I of a Warlike Enterprize 
More venturous, or deſperate than this. 
Baſt. I think this Tallor be a Fiend of Hell. 
Reig. If not of Hell, the Heavens ſure favour him. 
Alen, Here cometh Charles, I maryel how he ſped. 
Enter Char les and Joan. 
Baſt, Tut, hely Joan was his defenſive Guard. 
Cha. Is this thy Cunning, thou deceitful Dame: 
Didſt thou at firſt, to flatter us withal, 
Make us partakers of a little gain, 
That now our loſs might be ten times ſo much? 
Pucel, Wherefore is Charles impatient with his Friend? 
At all times will you have my Power alike ?” 
Sleeping or Waking, muft I ftill prevail, 
Or will you blame and lay the fault on me? 
Imprevident Soldiers, had your Watch been good. 
This ſudden miſchief never could have faln. 
Char. Duke of Alenſon, this was your Default. 
That being. Captain of the Watch to Night, 
Did look no better to that weighty Charge. 
Alen, Had all our Quarters been as fafely kept, 
As that, whereof I had the Government. 
We had got been thus ſhamefully ſurpriz d. 
Baſt. Mine was ſecure. , 
5 
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Reig. And ſo was mine, my Lord. © 
Char. And for my ſelf, moſt part of all this Night - 
Within her Quarter, and mine own Precin&, x 
I was employ'd in paſling to and fro, 3 
About relieving of the Centinels. + RE 
Then how, or which way, ſhould they firſt break in? 
Pucel, Queſtion, my Lord, no further of the caſe, 


2 
* 


How, or which way; tis ſure they found ſome place 


But weakly Guarded, where the Breach was made: 
And now there reſts no other ſhift, but this 
To gather our Soldiers, ſcatter'd and diſperſt, 
And lay new Plat- forms to endamage them, ¶ Exeunt. 
Alarum. Enter a Soldier, crying, a Talbot! 4 Talbot! 
they fly, leaving their Cloaths behind. | 
Sol. I'll be ſo bold to take what they haye left: 
The Cry of Talbot ſeryes me for a Sword, 
For 1 have loaden me with many Spoils, ©, 
Uſing no other Weapon but his Name. xE!it. 
 .. - Enter Talbot, Bedford, and Burgundy. _ 
Bed. The Day begins to break, and Night is fled, - 
Whoſe pitchy Mantle over- vaild the Earth.  . _ 


Here ſound Retreat, and ceaſe our hot Purſuit, [ Retreat. 


Tal. Bring forth the Body of old Salizbury, ', - 
And here advance it in the Market place,  / 
The middle Centre of this curſed Town. 
Now have I pay'd my Vow unto his Soul, 
For every drop of Blood was drawn from him, 
There hath at leaſt five Frenchmen dy'd to Night. 
And that hereafter Ages may behold 1 
What Ruin happen d in revenge of him, 
Within the chiefeſt Temple I'll erect 4 
A Tomb, wherein his Corps ſhall be interr d: 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 
Shall be engrav'd the Sack of Orleans, - © 
The treacherous manner of his mournful Death} 
And what a terrour he had been to Fance. 
But, Lords, in all our bloody Maſſacre, | 
I muſe we met not with the Dauphin's Grace, 
His new-come Champion, virtuous Jean of Ars, 
Nor any of his falſe Confederates -- © © 1 
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Bed. Tis thought, Lord Talbot, when the fight began, 
Rou. d on the ſudden from their drowlie Beds, 
They did amongſt the Troops of armed Men, 
Leap o'er the Walls for refuge in the Field. 

Bur. My ſelf, as far as I could well diſcern, 
For Smoak and duſty Vapours of the Night, | 
Am ſure I ſcar'd the Dauphin and his Trull, 
When Arm in Arm they both came ſwiftly running, 
Like to 2 of loving Turtle Doves, 
That could not live aſunder Day or Night. 
After that things are ſet in order here, $02 22 
We'll follow them with all the Power we have. 

Enter a Meſſenger. 


Meſſ. All hail. my Lords; which of this Princely Train 


Call ye the Wariike Talbor, for his Acts 

So much applauded through the Realm of Frances 
Tal. Here is the Talbot, who would on with him? 
Meſſ. The virtuous Lady, Counteſs of Auvergne, 

With Modeſty admiring thy Renown, 

By me intreats, great Lord, thou would'ſt vouchſafe 

To viſit her poor Caſtle where the lyes; 

That ſhe may boaſt ſhe hath beheld the Man, 

Whoſe Glory fills the World with loud report. 
Bur. ls it even ſo? Nay, then I ſee our Wars 

Will turn into a peaceful Comick Sport, 

When Ladies crave to be encountred with. 

You may not, my Lord, deſpiſe her gentle ſuit. 
Tal. Ne'er truſt me then; for when a World of Men 

Could not prevail with all their Oratory, 

Yet hath a Woman's kindneſs over-rul'd: 

And therefore tell her, I return great thanks, 

And in ſubmiſſion will attend on her. 

Will not your Honours bear me company ? 
Bed. No, truly 'tis more than manners will: 

And I have heard it {aid, Unbidden Gueſts 

Are often welcomeſt when they are gone. 

Tal. Well then, alone, fince there's no remedy, 

I mean to prove this Lady's courtehe, 

Come hither, Captain, you perceive my Mind. [Whiſpers. 
Capt. I do, my Lord, and mean accordingly. ¶ Exeume. 

Enter 
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Bunter Counteſs of Auvergne. 
Count. Porter, remember what l gave in has 


And when you have done ſo, bring the Keys to me. 
Port. Madam, I will. Exit. 
Count. The Plot is laid, if all things fall out * 

I ſhall mn famous be by this — 1 | 

As Scythian Tomyris by Cyrus Deat 

Great is the ju wah of this dreadful Knight, | 

And his Atchievements of no leſs account: "we 

Fain would mine Eyes be witneſs with mine Fare, | 

To give their Cenſure of theſe rare R 

Euter Meſſenger and Tal * 
Meſſ. Madam, according as your Lady ſhip deſi-d, 

By Meſſage crav d, ſo is Lord Talbot come. 

Count. And he is welcome; what? is this the Man? 
Meſſ. Madam, it is. 
Count. Is this the Scourge of France? 

Is this the Talbot, ſo much fear'd abroad? 

That with his Name the Mothers ſtill their Babes? 

ſee Report is fabulous and falſe. 15 

1 thought I ſhould have ſeen ſome Hercules, . ** 

A ſecond Hector, for his grim Aſpect, 5 

And large proportion of his ſtrong knit Limbs. 

Alas! this is a Child, a filly Dwarf; - 

It cannot be, this weak — writhled Shrimp 1 

Should ftrike ſuch terror to his Enemies. 9 
Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you: 

But ſince your Ladyſhip is not at leaſure, 

11 fort ſome other time to viſit you. 
Count. What means he now? | 
Go ask him, - whither he goes? FL 
Meſſ Stay, my Lord Talbot, for my Lady craves, 

To Ow e cauſe of your abrupt departure Li 

pes for that ſhe's in a wrong belief, 

I — to her, Talbots here. 

Enter Forter with 
Count. If thou be he; then art thou Priſoner, | 
Tal. Priſoner? to whom ? | 1 
Count. To me, Blood-thirſty Lord : P 
And tor that cauſe I train'd thee to my Houſe, 
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time thy Shadow hath been thrall to me, 
For in my Gallery thy Picture hangs: | 
But now the Subſtanee ſhall endure the like, 
And I will chain theſe Legs and Arms of thine, 
That haſt by Tyranny theſe many Years 


05 


Waſted our Country, ſlain our Citizens, 


And ſent our Sons and Husbands Captivate: 
Tal. Ha, ha, ba. 8 
Count. Laugheſt thou Wretch? 
Thy Mirth ſhall turn to Moan. 
Tal. 1 laugh to ſee your Ladyſhip fo fond, 
To think, that you have ought but Talbots Shadow, 
Whereon to practiſe your Severity. | 
Count. Why? art not thou the Man? 
Tal, 1 am indeed. 
Count. Then have I Subſtance too, 
Tal. No, no, I am but Shadow of my ſelf: 
You are deceiv'd, my Subſtance is not here; 
For what you ſee is but the ſmalleſt part, 
And leaſt Proportion of Humanity: 
I tell you, Madam, were the whole Frame here, 
It is of ſuch a ſpacious lofty pitch, 
Your Roof were not ſufficient to contain it. 
Count. This is a Riddling Merchant for the nonce; 
He will be here, and yet he is not here: 
How can theſe contrarieties agree ? 
Tal. That will I ſhew you preſently. 3 1 
Winds his Horn, Drums ftrike up, a Peal of Orduance 
* Enter Soldiers. 
How ſay you, Madam? are you now perſuaded, 
That Talbot is but Shadow of himſelt? | 
Theſe are his Subſtance, Sinews, Arms, and Strength, 
With which he yoaketh your Rebellious Necks, 
Razeth your Cities, and ſubverts your Towns, 
And in a moment makes them deſolate. 
Count. Victorious Talbot, pardon my abuſe; 
I find thou art no leſs than Fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gathered by thy Shape. 
Let my Preſumption not provoke thy Wrath, | 
For I am ſorry, that with Reverence 


— 
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I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

Tal. Be not diſmay'd; fair Lady, nor miſconſtrue 
The Mind of Talbot, as you did miſtake * 
The outward compoſition of his Body. | 1 
What you have done, hath not offended me: 

Nor other Satis faction do I crave, | 
But only with your Patience, that we may | 
Taſte of your Wine, and ſee what Cates you have, 


For Soldiers Stomachs a'ways ſerve them well, 
Coun. With all my Heart, and think me honoured, 


To feaſt ſo great a Warfior in my Tonſe [ Bs. 
Enter Richard Plantagenet, _— Somerſet, Suffolk, 
and others, i 


Plan. Great Lords and Gentlemen, 
What means this filence ? | | ” 
Dare no Man anſwer in a Caſe of Truth N 

Suf. Within the Temple Hall we were too loud, 
The Garden here is more convenient, TS |; 

Plan. Then ſay at once, if I maintain'd the Truth: 
Or elſe was wrangling Somerſet in th' Error? 1P 

Suf. Faith I have been a Truant in the Law, 

And never yet could frame my Will to it, 
And therefore frame the Law unto my Will. 


Mar. Between two Hawks, which flies the higher pitch, 
Between two Dogs which hath the deeper Mouth, 5 
Between two Blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two Horſes, which doth bear him beſt, 
Between two Girls, which hath the merryeſt Eye, 

I have perhaps ſome ſhallow Spirit of judgment, 
But in theſe nice ſharp Quillets of the Law, 
Good-faith, I am no wiſer than a Daw. | 
Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance: 
The truth appears ſo naked on my ide, 
That any pur blind Eye may find it our, 

Som. And on my 2 it is ſo well apparell d, 


So clear, fo ſhin'ng, and fo evident, 
That it will gli nmer through a blind Man's Eye. | 
Plan. Since you are Tongue-ty'd, and ſo loth to ſpeak, 


Let 


In dumb ſignificants proclaim your Thoughts: 


b », G 
* . 


Som. judge you, my Lord of Warwick, then between us; a 
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Let him that is a true- born Gentleman, 
And ſtands upon the Honour of his Birth, 
If he ſuppoſe that I have pleaded truth, 
From off this Briar pluck a white Roſe with me. 

Som. Let him that is no Coward, nor no Flatterer, 
But dare maintain the Party of the Truth, | 
Pluck a red Roſe from off this Thorn with me. 

Har. I love no Colours; and without all colour 

Of baſe inſinuating Flattery, | N- 80 
1 Fu this _ 3 „ 

Suf. I pluck this oſe with youn . 
And ſay withal, think he held the rhe | 

Ver. Stay, Lords and Gentlemen, and pluck no more, 

Till you conclude, that he upon whole fide l 
The feweſt Roſes are crop'd from the Tree, 
Shall yield the other in the right Opinion. 

Som. Good Maſter Vernon, it is well objected; 
If 1 have feweſt, I ſubſcribe in ſilence. 

Plan. And I. © | 

Ver. Then for the truth, and plainneſs of the Caſe, 
I pluck this pale and maiden Bloſſom here, 
Giving my Verdict on the white Roſe fide. 

Som. Prick not your Finger as you pluck it off, 
Leſt bleeding, you do paint the white Roſe Red, 
And fall on my fide ſo againſt your will. 

Ver. If I, my Lord, for my Opinion bleed, 
Opinion ſhall be Surgeon to my hurt, * 
And keep me on the {ide where ſtill I am. 

Som. Well, well, come on, who elſe? 

Lawyer. Unleſs my Study and my Books be falſe, 
The Argument you held, was wrong in you; [ToSomerſet, 


In fign whereot, I pluck a white Roſe too. 


Plan. Now Somerſet, where is your Argument? 
Som. Here in my Scabbard, meditating that, 
Shall dye your white Roſe in a bloody Red. 
Plan. Mean time your Checks do counterfeit our Roſes, 


For pale they look with fear, as witneſſing 
The truth on our ſide. 


Som. No Plantagenet. | 
Tis not for fear, but anger, that thy Cheeks 
Bluſh 
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Bluſh for pure ſhame, to counterfeit our Roſes, 
And yet thy Tongue will not confeſs thy Error. 

Plan. Hath not thy Roſe a Canker, Somerſet? 

Som. Hath not thy Roſe a Thorn, Plantagene: ? 
Plan. Ay, ſharp and piercing to maintain his truth, 
Whiles thy conſuming Canker eats his falſhood. 

Som. Well, I'll find Friends to wear my bleeding Roſes, 
That ſhall maintain what 1 have ſaid is true, 
Where falſe Plantagenet dare not be ſeen, 

Plan. Now by this Maiden Bloſſom in my Hand, 
I ſcorn thee an thy faſhion, peeviſh Boy. {© 
Suf. Turn not thy ſcorns this way, Plantagenet. 


Plan. Proud Pool, I will, and ſcorn both him and thee; 


Si I'll turn my part thereof into thy Throat. 
Som. Away, away, good William de la Pool, 
We grace the Yeoman, by converſing with him. 


War. Now by God's will thou yr 4 him, Somerſet: 


His Grandfather was Lyonel Duke of Clarence, 
Third Son to the third Edward King of England: 
Spring Creſtleſs Yeomen from ſo deep a Root? 
Plan. He bears him on the Place's Priviledge, 
Or durſt not for his craven Heart ſay thus. 
Som. By him that made me, I'll maintain my words 

On any plot of Ground in Chriſtendom. 
Was not thy Father, Richard, Earl of Cambridge, 
For Treaſon executed in our late King's Days? 
And by his Treaſon, ſtand'ſt not thou attainted, 
Corrupted and exempt from antient Geatry ? 
His Treſpaſs yet lives guilty in thy Blood, 
And till thou be reſtor'd, thou art a Yeoman. 
Plan. My Father was attached, not attainted, 
Condemn'd to die for Treaſon, but no Traitor ; 
And that I Il prove on better Men than Somerſet, 
Were growing time once ripened to my Will. 
For your Partaker Pool, and you your ſelf, 
Fil note you in my Book of Memory, 
To ſcourge you for this Apprehenſion; 
Look to it well, and ſay you are well warn'd. 

Som. Ah, thou ſhalt find us ready for thee (till; 
And know us by theſe Colours, for thy Foes: 


For 
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For theſe, my Friends in ſpight of thee ſhall wear. 
Plan. And by my Soul, this pale and angry Roſe, 

As Cognizance of my Blood-drinking hate, * 

Will J for ever, and my Faction wear, 

Until it wither with me to my Grave, 

Or flouriſh to the height of my Degree. | 
Suf. Go forward, and be choak'd with thy Ambition: 


And ſo farewel, until I meet thee next. [Exif: 
Som. Have with thee, Pool! : Farewel, ambitious Ri- 
chard. | | [ Exit. 


Plan. How I am bray'd, and muſt perforce endureit! 
War. This blot, that they object againſt your Houſa 
Shall be wip'd out in the next Parliament, | 
Call'd for the Truce of Wincheſter and Glouceſter : 
And if thou be not then created York, 
I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 
Mean time, in ſignal of my love to thee, 
Againſt proud Somerſet, and William Pool, 
Will I upon thy party wear this Roſe. 
And here I propheſie; this Brawl to day, 
Grown'to this Faction in the Temple Garden, 
Shall ſend between the red Roſe and the white, 
A thouſand Souls to death and deadly Night. 
Plan. Good Maſter Vernon, I am bound to you, 
That you on my behalf would pluck a Flower, 
Ver. In your behalf ſtill will 1 wear the ſame, 
Lawyer. And ſo will I. 
Plan. Thanks, gentle Sir. 
Come, let us four to dinner; I dare fay, 
This Quarrel will drink Blood another day. [Exennt, 
Enter Mortimer, brought in a Chair, and Failors, 
Mor. Kind Keepers of my weak decaying Age, 
Let dying Mortimer here reſt himſelf. 
Even like a Man new haled from the Wrack, 
So fare my L. imbs with long Impriſonment: 
And theſe gray Locks the Purſuivants of Death, 
Neſtor- like aged, in an Age of Care, 
Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. | 
Theſe Eyes, like Lamps, whoſe waſting Oil is ſpent, 
Wax dim, as drawing to their Exigent: | 


Weak 
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" Weak Shoulders, over-born with burthening Grief,” - 
And pithleſs Arms, like to a withered Vine, 


- — — — 


| That droops his ſapleſs Branches to the Ground. 
| Yet are theſe Feet, whoſe ſtrengthleſs Ray is numb, 1 
(Unable to ſupport this Lump of Clay) 
I; Swift-winged with deſire to get a Graye, ä i 
| As witting I ro other comfort have. 
| But tell me, Keeper, will my Nephew come? } 
a Keeper. Richard Plantagenet, my Lord, will come, * 
4 We ſent unto the Temple, to his Chamber, \ 
| | And anſwer was return'd, that he will come. 
| | Mor. Enough; my Soul then ſhall be ſatisfied, F 
| | Poor Gentleman, his wrong doth equal mine. 
| Since Henry Monmouth firſt began to Reign, A 
| Before whoſe Glory I was great in Arms, | 
ad This loathſome ſequeſtration have I had; 5 
Wl And even fince then, hath Richard been obſcur'd, D 
| Depriv'd of Honour and Inheritance. T 
| But now the Arbitrator of Deſpairs, 2 
| Juſt Death, kind Umpire of Mens Miſeries. f 
With ſweet Enlargement doth diſmiſs me hence: 
I would his Tes likewiſe were expir d, ; - 
That ſo he might, recover what was loſt, \ 
Eller Richard Plantagenet. | | „ 
Keeper. My Lord, your loving Nephew now is come. 1 
Mor. Richard Plantagenet, my Friend, is he come? | 
Plan. J, noble Uncle, thus ignobly us d, | 4 
Your Nephew, late deſpiſed Richard, comes. *- 
Mor. Direct mine Arms; I may embrace his Neck, Fr 
And in his Boſom ſpend my later gaſp. Be 
Oh tell me when my Lips do touch his Cheeks, _ 
That I may kindly give one fainting Kiſs : | Th 
And now 4 {weet Stem from York's great Stock, 11 
Why didſt thou ſay of late thou wert deſpis d? ..+ fr. 
Plan. Firſt, lean thine aged Back againſt mine Arm, 8 g 
| And in that eaſe III tell thee my Diſeaſe. Bir 
This day in Argument upon a Caſe, Fee 
Some words there grew twixt Somerſet and me: - | Mz 
22 which terms, he us d his laviſh Tongue, 14 
And did upbraid me with my Father's Death; 1 1 


4 
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Which Obloquy ſet Bars before my Tongue, 
Elſe with the like I had requited him. . 
Therefore, good Uncle, for niy Father's ſake, 
In honour of a true Plantagenet, | 

And for Alliance fake, declare the Cauſe, 


My Father, Earl of Cambridge, loſt his Head. 


Mor. This Cauſe, fair Nephew, that impriſon'd me, 


And hath detain'd me all my flow'ring Youth, 


Within a loathſome Dungeon, there to pine, 

Was curſed Inſtrument of his Deceaſe. 

Plan. Diſcover more at large, what Cauſe that was, 
For I am ignorant, and cannor gueſs. 

Mor. I will, if that my fading Breath permit, 
And Death approach not, ere my Tale be done, 
Henry the Fourth, Grandfather to this King, 
Depos'd his Couſin Richard, Edward's Son, 

The firſt begotten, and the lawful Heir 
Of Edward King, the third of that Deſcent. 
During whoſe Reign, the Piercies of the North, 
Finding his Uſurpation moſt unjuſt, | 
Endeavour'd my Advancement to the Throne, 
The Reaſon mov'd theſe warlike Lords to this, 
Was, for that, young King Richard thus remoy'd, 
1 no Heir begotten of his Body, 

e next by Birth and Parentage: 
For by my Mother I derived am | 


From Lyonel Duke of Clarence, the third Son 
To King Edward the Third; whereas he, 


From John of Gaunt duth bring his Pedigree, 


| Being but the fourth of that Heroick Line. 


But mark; as in this 5 great Attempt, 
e rightful Heir, 
my Liberty, and they their Lives. 


Long after this, when Henry the Fifth, 
Succeeding his Father Bullingbrobe. did Reign; 
Thy Father, Earl of Cambridge, then deriv'd 
From famous Edmund Langley, Duke of York, 
Marrying my Siſter, that thy Mother was; 
Again, in pity of my hard diſtreſs, 

"Levied an Army, weening to redeem, 
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And have inftall'd me in the Diadem: | Eith 


Bur as the reſt, ſo fell that noble Earl, , Or 1 
And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, ; | 
In whom the Title reſted, were ſuppreſt. | + — 


Plan, Of which, my Lord, your Honour is the lat: 
Mor. True; and thou ſeeſt, that I no Iſſue have, 
And that my fainting Words do warrant Death: 


Thou art my Heir; the reſt, I wiſh thee gather: Flon 
But yet be wary in thy ſtudious Care. . c 
Plan. Thy grave Admoniſhments prevail with me: ta 
But yet, methinks, my Father's Execution * 
Was nothing leſs than bloody Tyranny. Fin. 
Mor. With filence, Nephew, be thou politick: ; 
Strong fixed is the Houſe of Lancaſter, Hun 
And like a Mountain, not to be remoy'd. | Or c 
But now thy Uncle is removing hence, Do i 
As Princes do their Courts, when they are cloy'd' As 
Wich long continuance in a ſetled place. Purp 
Plan. O Uncle, would ſome part of my young Years 1 
Might but redeem the Paſſage of your Age. Or t 
Mor. Thou doſt then wrong me, as that ſlaughter doth, Thir 
Which giveth many Wounds, when one will kill, The 
Mourn not, except thou ſoirow for my Good, Tha 
Only give order for my Funeral. Verb, 
1 And ſo farewel, and fair be all thy Hopes; 5 No, 
And proſperous be thy Life in Peace and War. [Die- Thy 
Plan. And Peace, no War, befal thy parting Soul. As v 
In Priſon haſt thou ſpent a Pilgrimage, | Tho 
And like a Hermite over-paſt thy Days. | Frov 
Well, I will lock his Counſel in my Breaſt, f Laſc 
And what 1 do imagine, let that reſt. AN 
Keepers convey him hence, and I my ſelf And 
Will ſee his Buria] better than his Life, In tl 
Here dies the dusky Torch of Mortimer; As v 
Choak'd with Ambition of the meaner ſort. Beſid 
And for thoſe Wrongs, thoſe bitter Injuries, I be 
Which Somerſet hath offer d to my Houſe, Fron 


I doubt not, but with Honour to redreſs, W 
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| Either to be reſtored to my Blood, | 
$ Or make my Will th'adyantage of my Good: Exit. 


ACT m. SCENE I 


 Flouriſh. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Glouceſter, Win- 
cheſter, Warwick, Somerſet, Suffolk, and Richard Plan- 
tagenet, Glouceſter offers to put up # Bill; Wincheſter 
ſnatches it, and tears it. | 


fin. DOm'lt thou with deep premeditated Lines? 
a With written Pamphlets, ſtudiouſly devis d? 
Humphrey of Gloſter, if thou canſt accuſe, 

Or ought-intend'ſt to lay unto my Charge, 

Do it without invention, ſuddenly, 

As I with ſudden, and extemporal Speech, 

Purpoſe to anſwer what thou canft object. ſtience, 
Si. Preſumptuous Prieft, this place commands my Pa- 
Or thou ſhould'ſt find thou haſt diſhonour'd me. 
Think not, although in Writing 1 preferr'd 

The manner of thy vile outragious Crimes, 
That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Verbatim to rehearſe the Method of my Pen. 

No, Prelate, ſuch is thy audacious Wickedneſs, 

Thy leud, peſtiferous, and diſſentious Pranks, 
As very Iufants prattle of thy Pride. 

Thou art a moſt pernicious Uſurer, 

Froward by Nature, Enemy to Peace, 
Laſcivious, wanton, more than well beſeems 
A Man of thy Profeſſion, and Degree. 

And fer thy Treachery, what's more manifeſt? 
In that thou laid'ſt a Trap ts take my Life, 

As well at London Bridge, as at the Tower. 
Beſide, 1 fear me, if thy Thoughts were fifted, 
The King, thy Soveraign, is not quite exempt 
From envious Malice of thy ſwelling Heart. 

Win. Glo ſter, I do defie thee. Lords, vouchſafe 
To give me hearing what I ſhall reply. 
it 1 were Covetous, Ambitious, or Perverſe, 
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As he will have me; how am I ſo poor? 

Or how haps it, I ſeek not to advance 
Or raiſe my ſelf? But keep my wonted Calling. 
And for Diſſention, who preferreth Peace 
More than I do? except I be provok d. 
No, my good Lords, it is not that offends, 

It is not that, that hath incens d the Duke: 


It is becauſe no one ſhould ſway but he, 


No one, but he, ſhould be So the King; 
And that engenders Thunder in his Brea 
And makes Fim roar theſe Accuſations forth. 
But he ſhall know, I am as god 

Glo. As good? 
Thou Baſtard of my Grandfather. +- 

Win. Ay, Lordly Sir; for what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another's Throne? 

Glo. Am not I Protector, ſawcy Prieſt? 

Vin. And am not I a Prelate of the Church? 
. Glo. Yet, as an Out- la in a Caſtle keeps, 
And uſeth it, to patronage his Theft. 

Win. Unreverent Gloceſter. | 

Glo. Thou art Reverend, 
Touching thy ſpiritual F unction, not thy Life. 

Win. Rome ſhall remedy this. | 

Mar. Roam thither then. 


My Lord, it were your Duty to forbear. 


Som. Ay, ſee the Biſhop be not over- born: 


Methinks my Lord ſhould be Religious, 
And know the Office that belongs to ſubh. 
Hur. Methinks bis Lordſhip ſhould be humbler, 
It fitteth not a Prelate ſo to plead. 
Som. Yes, when his holy State | is touch'd ſo near. 


War. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that? 


Is not his Grace Protector to the 


Rich. Plantagenet I ſee muſt hold his mod 


Ai it be ſaid, Speak, Sirrah, when you ſhould; 


uſt your bold Verdict enter talk with Lords? 


Elſe — 1 have a fling at Wincheſter. 


K. Henry. Uncles of Gloſter and of Wincheſter, 


The ſpecial Watchmen of our Englif} . 
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I would prevail, if Prayers might prevail, 
To join your Hearts in Love and Amity. 
Oh, what a Scandal! is it to our Crown, 


That two ſuch Noble Peers as ye ſhould jar! \ 


Believe me, Lords, my tender Years can tell, 
Civil Diſſention is a viperous Worm, 
That gnaws the Bowels of the Common-wealth. 
[4 noiſe within; Down with the Tawny Coats. 
R. Henry. What Tumult's this? 
War. An Uproar, I dare warrant, 
Begun ara malice of the Biſhop's Men. 
[A noiſe again, Stones, , Nones. - 
$ Enter 28 | 
AG Oh, my Lords, and virtuous Henry, 
Pity the City of Lo pity us: 
The Biſhop, and the Duke of Glo fers Men, 
Forbidden late to carry any Wea 
Have fill'd their Pockets full of peble Stones; 
And banding themſelves in contrary Farts, 
Do pelt ſo faſt at one another's Pate, 
That many have their giddy Brains knock'd out: 
Our Windows are broke down in eyery _ 
And we, for fear, compell'd to ſhut our 8 
Enter in Skirmiſh with bloody Pates. 
5a, We charge you on Allegiance to our ſelves, 
To holT your ſlaughtering Hands, and keep the Peace: 
Pray, Uncle Glo ger, mitigate this Strife. 
1 Serv. Nay, if we be forbidden Stones, we II fall to it 
with our Teeth. 
2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as reſolute, 
[Skirmiſh again. 
Glo. You of my Houſhold leave this peeviſh broil, 
And ſet this unaccuſtom'd fight aſide. 
3Serv. My Lord, we know your Grace to be a Man 
* and upright; and for your Royal Birth, 
nferior to none, but to his Majeſty: 
And ere that we will ſuffer ſuch a Prince, 
So kind a Father of the Common-Weal, 
To be diſgraced by an Ink-horn Mate, 
We, and our Wives and Children, all will fight, 


— — — gUn— — — — 
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And have our Bodies flaughter'd by — Foes. 
1 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our Nails 


Shall pitch a Field when we are dead. [Begin again, 


Glo. Stay, ſtay, I fay, 2 
And if you love me, as you ſay you do, 

Let me perſwade you to forbear a while. 

EK. Henry. O how this Difcord doth afflit my Soul! 
Can you, my Lord of Wincheſter, behold 

My Sizhs and Tears, and will not once relent ? 

Who ſhould be pitiful, if you be not? 

Or who ſhould ſtudy to prefer a Peace, 

If Holy Church- Men take delight in Broils ? 

War. Yield my Lord — yield Wincheſter ; 
Except you mean with obſtinate Repulſe 
To flay your Sovereign, and deſtroy the Realm, 
You ſee what Miſchief, and what Murther too, 
Hath been enacted through your Enmity : 

Then be at Peace, except ye thirſt for Blood. 

Wis. He ſhall ſubmit, or I will never yield. 

Glo. Compaſſion on the King commands me ſtoop, 
Or I would fee his Heart out, ere the Prieſt 
Should ever get that privilege of me. - rc 

War. Behold, my Lord of Winchefter, the Duke 
Hath baniſh'd moody diſcontented Fury, 

And by his ſmoothed Brows it doth appear: 
Why, look you ſtill, ſo Stern and Tragical? 
Glo. Here, Wincheſter, 1 offer thee my Hand. 

X. Henry. Fie, Uncle Beauford, 1 have heard you preach, 
That Malice was a great and grievous Sin: 
And will not you maintain the thing you teach? 
But prove a chief Offender in the fame, 

War. Sweet King ; the Biſhop hath a kindly gird: 
For Shame, my Lord of Wincheſter, relent; 
What, ſhall a Child inſtruct you what to do? 

Win, Well, Duke of Gloſter, I will yield to thee, 
Love for thy Love, and Hand for Hand I give. 

Glo. Ay, but I fear me with a hollow Heart. 
See here, my Friends and loving Countrymen, 
This Token ſerveth for a Flag of Truce, 

Betwixt our ſelves, and all our Followers: 


So 


— V9 IOE 


ach, 


So 
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So help me God, as I diſſemble not. 

Win. So help me God, as I intend it not. 

K. Henry. Oh, loving Uncle, kind Duke of Gloſter, 
How joy ful am I made by this Contract! | 
Away, my Maſters, trouble us no more, 

But join in Friendſhip, as your Lords haye done. 

x Serv. Content, I'll to the Surgeon's, 

2 Serv. And ſo will I. 

3 Serv, And I will ſee what Phyſick the Tavern affords. 

| Exeunt. 

War. Accept this Scrowl, moſt gracious Sovereign, 
Which in the Right of Richard Plantagenet, 

We do exhibit to your Majeſty. 

Glo, Well urg'd, my Lord of Warwick; for,ſweet Prince, 
And if your Grace mark every Circumſtance, 

You have great reaſon to do Richard right, 
Eſpecially tor thoſe Occaſions | 


At Eltham Place I told your Majeſty. 


K. Henry. And thoſe Occafions, Uncle, were of force: | 
Therefore, my loving Lords, our pleaſure is, 

That Richard be reſtored to his Blood. 

Har. Let Richard be reſtored to his Blood, 4 
So ſhall his Father's Wrongs be recompens d. 

Win. As will the reſt, ſo willeth Hincheſter. 

K. Hemy. If Richard will be true, not that alone, 

But all the whole Inheritance I give 
That doth belong unto the Houſe of York, 
From whence you ſpring, by lincal Deſcent. 

Rich. Thy humble Servant vows Obedience, 
And humble Service till the point of Death. 

K. Hemy. Stoop then, and ſet your Knee againſt my Foot. 
And in reguerdon of that Duty done, e 
I gird thee with the valiant Sword of York. 

Riſe, Richard, like a true Plantagenet, 
And riſe created Princely Duke of York. 

Rich. And ſo thrive Richard, as thy Foes may fall, 

And as my Duty ſprings, ſo periſh they 


That grudge one Thought againſt your Majeſty. 


All. Welcome, high Prince, the mighty Duke of York. 
Som. Periſh, baſe Prince, ignoble Duke of York, [ 4jide. 
Vor. IV. 8 Glo, 
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Glo. Now will it beſt ayail your Majeſty, 
To croſs the Seas, and to be crown'd in France: 
The preſence of a King engenders Love, 
Amongſt his Subjects and his loyal Friends, 
As it prong” 0% 875 ths 

K. Henry. When Gio er lays the word, Ki goes, 
For Friendly Counſel cuts off many Foes. n 

Glo. Your Ships already are in readineſs. [ Exeunt. 

Manet Exeter. 

Exe. Ay, we may march in England or in France, 
Not ſeeing what is likely to enſue 
This late Diſſention grown betwixt the Peers, 
Burns under feigned aſhes of forg'd Love, 
And will at laſt break out into a Flame, 
As feſter'd Members rot but by degrees, 
Till Bones, and Fleſh, and Sinews fall away; 
So will this baſe and envious Diſcord breed. 
And no 1 fear that fatal Prophecy © 
Which in the time of Henry nam'd the Fifth, 
Was in the Mouth of every ſacking Babe, 
That Henry born at Monmouth ſhould: win all, 
And Henry born at Windſor ſhould loſe all: 


Which is ſo plain, that Exeter doth wiſh, 
His days, may, finiſh ere that hapleſs time. [Exp 
SCENE II. 
Enter Joan la Pucelle diſquis'd, and four Soldiers with 
Sacks upon their Backs. 


Fuel. Theſe are the City Gates, the Gates of Roan, 
Through which our Policy muſt make a Breach. 


| Take heed, be wary how you place your Words, 


Talk like the Vulgar ſort of Market- men, 
That come to gather Mony for their Corn. 
If we have entrance, as I hope we fhall, 
And that we find the ſlothful Watch but weak, 
Fll by a Sign give notice to our Friends, 
That Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 

Sol. Our Sacks ſhall be a means to ſack the City, 
And we be Lords and Rulers over Ran, 

8 Therefore 
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Therefore we'll knock. [Knocks, 
Watch. Qui va la? 7 
Pucel. Paiſans 10m gens ae France. 
Poor Market F s that come to ſell their Corn, 
Watch, Enter, go in, the Market Bell is rung. 
Pucel. Now Roan, V'll ſhake thy Bulwarks to the Ground, 
| | —  [Exennt. 
Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, and Alenſon. 
Dau. St. Dennis bleſs this happy Stratagem, 
And once again we'll {leep ſecure in Roan. 
Baſt. Here entred Pucelle and her Practiſants: 
Now ſhe is there, how will ſhe ſpecifie, 
Where is the beſt and ſafeſt Paſſage in? 
Reig. By thruſting out a Torch from yonder Tower, 
Which once diſcern'd, ſhews that her meaning is, 
No way to that (for weakneſs) which ſhe entred. 
Enter Joan la Pucelle on the top, thruſting out a Torch burning. 
Pucel. Behold, this is the bappy Wedding Torch, 
That joineth Roan unto her Countrymen, 
But burning fatal to the Talbonites. 
Baſt. See noble Charles, the Beacon of our Friend, 
The burning Torch in-yonder Turret ſtands. 
Dau. Now ſhines it like a Comet of Revenge, 
A Prophet to the fall of all our Foes, 
Reig. Defer no time, delays have dangerous Ends, 
Enter, and cry, The Dauphin, preſently, 
And then- do execution on' the Watch. 
An Alarm, Talbot in an Ex:r{ior. 
Tal. France, thou ſhalt rue this Treaſon with thy Tears, 
If Talbot but ſurvive thy. Treachery. 
Pucelle that Mitch, that damned Sorcereſs, 
Hath wrought this helliſh Miſchief unawares, | 
That hardly we eſcap'd the Pride of France Exit. 
An Alarm: Excurſions, Bed ford brought in ſick in a Chair. 
Enter Talbot and Burgundy without; within ſoan la Pu- 
celle, Dauphin, Baſtard and Reignier on the Walls, 
Pucel. Good morrow, Gallants, want ye Corn for Bread 
I think the Duke of Burgundy will faſt, | 
Before he'll buy again at ſuch a rate. 
*T was full of Darnel; * you like the taſte? 
2 
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"Burg: Scoff on, vile Fiend, and ſhameleſs mn; 
I truſt. ere long to choak thee with thine @wn, 
And make thee curſe the Harveſt of that Cord. 

Da Your Grace may ſtarve, perhaps, before that time: 
Bed. Oh let not Words, but Deeds, W this Treaſon. 
Pucel. What will you do, good gray Beard 7 | 

"Break a Lance, and run a "Tit at Death 5 
Within a Chair. 2 
Tal. Foul Fiend of Frauce, and Hag of all debe 
Incompaſs d with thy luſtful Paramours, 
- Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant Age, 
And twit with Cowardiſe a Man half dead? 
Damſel I'll have a Bout with you again, 7 | 
Or elſe let Talbot periſh with his Same. 
Pucel. Are you ſo hot, Sir: Vet Pucelle hold thy Peace; 
IF Talbot do but Thunder, Rain will follow. - 
[They whiſper together in Counſel. 
God * the Parliament; who ſhall be the Speaker? 
Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the Field? 
Pucel. Belike your Lordſbip takes us then for. F pals - 
To txy if that our own be ours, or no. 9 by | 
Tal. I ſpeak not to that railing Hecate,  - , @ 4 
But unto thee Alenſon, and the reſt. > 0} 
"Will ye, like Soldiers, come and fight it out? 
Alen. Seignior, no. 
Tul. Seignior, hang: Baſe Muleteers of Franc, . 
Like Peaſant: Foot-boys do they keep the Walls, 
And dare not take up Arms, like Gentlemen. 
Pucel. Captains away, let's get us from the Walls, 
Por Talbot means no goodneſs by his Looks. 
God be wil you, my Lord; we came, Sir, but to tell you, 
That we are here. | [Exeunt from the Walls, 
Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long, 
Or elſe Reproach be Talbots greateſt ame. 
Vow Burgundy, by Honour of thy Houſe, | + 
Frick id on by publick Wrongs ſuſtain d in en, 
Either to get the Town again, or die. „ i] 
And 1, wy ure as Engliſh Henry lives, . 
And as his Father here was Conqueror 
+85 lure as in this late betrayed Town, 
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Great Cœurdelion's Heart was buried; 

So ſure | {wear to get the Town or die. 
Burg. My Vows are equal partners with thy Vows». 
Tal. But ere, we go, regard this dying Prince, 

The valiant Duke of Bedford: Come, my Lord, 

We will beſtow you in ſome better place, 

Fitrer for Sickneſs, and for crazy Age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not fo diſhonour me: 
Here I will fit, before the Walls of Roan, 
And will be partner of your Weal or Wo. 
Burg. Couragious Bedford, let us now perſuade you.” 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence: For once I read, 

That ſtout Pendragon, in his Litter fick, 

Came to the Field, and vanquiſhed his Foes. . 

Methinks 1 ſhould revive the Soldiers Hearts, 

Becauſe | ever found them as my ſelf. , 
Tal. Undaunted Spirit in a dying Breaſt, x 

Then be it ſo: Heavens keep old Bedford ſafe. 

And now no more ado, brave Burgimady, 

But gather we our Forces out of hand, 


And {et upon our boaſting Enemy. Exit. 
An Alarm: Excurſions: Enter Sir John Falſtaff, and 
a Captain, 


2 Whither away, Sir Fohn Falſtaff, in ſuch haſte? 
Fal. Whither away? to fave my ſelf by flight, 
We are like to have the Overthrow again. 
Cap. What! will you fly, and leave Lord Talbot? 
Fal. Ay, all the Talbots in the World to fave 1 mY 
Exit. ; q 
Cap. Cowardly Knight, ill Fortune follow thee. Exit. 9 
Retreat: Excurſions. Pucelle, Alenſon, and Dauphin fly. 
Bed. Now, quiet Soul, depart when Heaven pleaſe, 
For I have ſeen our Egcmies overthro:v. 
What is the truſt or ſtrength of fooliſh Man? 
They that of late were daring with their Scoffs, 
Are glad and fain by flight to fave themſelves. 
Dies, and is carried off in his Chair. 
An Alarm: Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and the reſt. 
Tal. Loſt, and recoyered in a day again, 
This is a double Honour, Burgundy; | 
K 3 7” 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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For there young Henry with his No als | 
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Yet Heavens have Glory for this Victory. 

Burg. Warlike and Martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Inſhrines thee in his Heart, and there erects 
Thy Noble Deeds, as Valour's Monuments. 

Tal. Thanks, gentle ——_— but where is  Pucelle now? 
I think her old Farniliar is all is aſl 
Now where's the Baſtard's braves, and Charles ki gikes? | 
What, all amort? Roan hangs her Head for. Grief,” 
That ſuch a valiant Company are fled. 
Now we will take ſome Order in the Town, - 5 
Placing therein ſome expert Officers. 
And then depart to Paris to the King. w_ 


Burg. What wills Lord Talbot, pleaſe Burgundy. 

Tal. But yet before we go, let's not orget 

| The Noble Duke of Bedford, late decear'd, * 
But ſee his Exequies fulfill'd in Roan. '* 


A braver Soldier never couched Launce, 
A gentler Heart did never ſway in Court,  — 
But Kings and : ightieſt Potentates muſt die, 2 


er that's the end of Human Miſery. 2 . | 


SCENE mal 


Enter Dauphin, Baſtard, Alenſon, goo . th Pucell. 


Pucel. Diſmay not, Princes, at this Accident, 
Nor grieve that Roan is ſo recovered. 4 


Care is no cure, but rather corrofive, 81 
For things that are not to be remedy SE: 
Let frantick Talbot trivmph for a i 6a 8 
And like a Peacock ſweep along his Tall. 
We'll pull bis Plames, and take away his Train, 5 
If Dauphin and the reſt will be but fuld. F< 


Dau. We have been guided by thee hitherto, 


And of thy Cunning had no difidence. & A 


One ſudden Foil ſhall never breed diſtruſt. 
Baff. Search out thy Wit for ſecret Policies, 


And we will make tes famous throu 8 the World... | 


Aen. We'll ſet thy Statue in ſome f y Place, © 


And have | thee reverenc'd like . bleſſed Sir 


Employ 


os 
TT 
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Employ thee then, ſweet Virgin, for our good. 
Puce Then thus it muſt . doth Joan deviſe: 

By fair Perſuaſions, mixt with ſugar'd Words, 

We will-entice the Duke of Burgundy 

To leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 
Dau, Ay, marry, Sweeting, if we could do that, 


France were no place for Henry's Warriors; 


Nor ſhall that Nation boaſt it ſo with us, 


But be extirped from our Provinces. 


Alen. For ever ſhould they be expuls'd from France, 
And not have Title of an Earldom here. 
Pucel. Your Honours ſhall perceive how I will work, 
To bring this matter to the wiſhed end. 
[Drum beats afar off: 
Hark, by the ſound of Drum you may perceive 
Their Powers are marching unto Paris ward. TAP 
[Here beat an Engliſh March. 
There goes the Talbot with his Colours ſpread, 
And all the Troops of Engliſh after him. [French March. 
Now in the Rereward comes the Duke and his: 
Fortune in favour makes him lag behind. 
Summon a Parley, we will talk with him. 
| [Trumpets ſound à Parley. 
Enter the Dake. of Burgundy marching. 
Dau. A Parley with the Duke of Burgundy. 
Burg. Who craves a Parley with the Burgundy? 
Pucel, The Pcincely Charles of France, thy Country- 


man, 
22 What ſay'ſt thou, Charles? for I am marching 
- | 


Dau. Speak, Pucelle, and enchant him with thy Words. 

Pucel. Brave Burgwady, undoubted hope of France, 
Stay, let thy humble Hand- maid ſpeak to thee. 

Burg. Speak on, but be not over. tedious. 

Pucel. Look on thy Country, look on fertile France, 
And ſee the Cities and the Towns de fac'd, 


By waſting Ruin of the cruel Foe, 


4 


As looks the Mother on her lowly Babe, 
When Death doth cloſe his tender- dying Eyes; 


See, ſec the pining Muady of France: 


K 4 | Behold 


244 The Firſt Part of 


Behold the Wounds, the moſt unnatural Wounds, . 
Which thou thy ſelf haſt given her woful Breaſt. .. 
Oh, turn thy edged Sword another way, 25 
Strike thoſe that hurt, and hurt not thoſe that help: 
One drop of Blood drawn from thy Country's Boſom, 
Should grieve thee more than ſtreams of common Gore; 
Return thee therefore with a flood of Tears, 3 
And waſh away thy Country's ftained Spots. ® 
Burg. Either ſhe hath bewitch'd me with ker Words, 
Or Nature makes me ſuddenly relent. 2 
Pucel. Beſides, all French and France exclaims on thee 


Doubting thy Birth and lawful Progeny. 10 
Whom join'ſt thou with, but with a Lordly Nation, 
That will not truft thee but for Profits ſake ? * 


When Talbot hath ſet footing once in France, 
And faſhion'd thee that Inſtrument of Ill, 
Who then but Engliſh Henry will be Lord, 
And thou be thruſt out like a Fugitive? 
Call we to mind, and mark but this for proof; 
Was not the Duke of Orleans thy Foe? 
And was he not in England Priſoner ? . 
But when they heard he was thine Enemy, \ 
They ſet him free, without his Ranſom paid, ; 
In ſpight of Burgundy and all his Friends. 
See then, thou fight'ſt againſt thy Countrymen, 
And join'ſt with them will be thy Slaughter-men. 
Come, come, return, return thou wandring Lord, 
Charles and the reſt will take thee in their rms. 


* 
2 


Burg. 1 am vanquiſhed. Theſe haughty Words of hers 


Have batter'd me like roaring Canaon-ſhot, 
And made me almoſt yield upon my Knees. 
Forgive me Country, and ſweet Countrymen ; 
And, Lords, accept this hearty kind Embrace. | 
My Forces, and my Power of Men are yours. 8 
So farewel Talbot, I'll no longer truſt thee. * 
Pucel. Done like a Frenchman: Turn, and turn again. 
5 Welcome, brave Duke, thy Friendſhip makes us 
= -- on 
Baſt. And doth beget new Courage in our Breaſte. 
Alen. Pucelle hath brayely play'd her part in this, 4 


ot 


4 
2 
* 
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And doth deſerve a Coronet of Gold. 
Dau. Now let us on, my Lords, and join our Powers, 
And ſeek how we may prejudice the Foe. [Exit.\ 
SCENE IV. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, So- 
merſet, Warwick, Exeter: Io them Talbot with his Soldiers. 


Tal. My gracious Prince, and honourable Peers, 
Hearing of your arrival in this Realm, 
1 have a while given Truce unto. my Wars, 
To do my Duty to my Sovereign. 
In fign whereof, this Arm, that hath reclaim'd 
To your obedience, fifty Fortreſſes. 
Twelve Cities, and ſeven walled Towns of ftrength, * 
Beſide five hundred Priſoners of Eſteem ; | 
Lets fall his Sword before your Highneſs Feet: 
And with ſubmiſſive Loyalty of Heart 
Aſcribes the Glory of his Conqueſt got, 
Firſt to my God, and next unto your Grace. 
K. Henry. Is this the fam'd Lord Talbot, Uncle Gloſter, 
That hath fo long been Reſident in France? | 
Glo, Yes, if it pleaſe your Majeſty, my Liege. 
K. Henry, Welcome, brave Captain, and victorious Lord. 
When I was young (as yet I am not old) 
T do remember how my Father ſaid, 
A ſtouter Champion never handled Sword. 
Long ſince we were reſolved of your Truth, 
Your faithful Service, and your toil in War: 
Yet never have you taſted our Re ward, 
Or been reguerdon d with ſo much as Thanks, 
Becauſe till now we never {aw your Face; 
Therefore ftand up; and for heb good deſerts,. 
We here create you Earl of Shrew:bury. 
And in our Coronation take your place, [Exennt; 
Manert Vernon and Baſſet. . 
Ver. Now, Sir, to you that were fo not at Sea, 
Diſgracing of theſe Colours that 1 wear, 
In honour of my Noble Lord of York, | 
Dar'ſt thou maintain the former Words thou ſpak'ſt ? 
K Baſ. 
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Baſ. Ves, Sir, as well as you dare patronage, » io 


The envious barking of your we $702: Dogg 


Againſt the Duke of Somerſet. 4 2.99% 1 


Per. Sirrah, thy Lord 1 honour as he is. 
Baſ. Why, what is he? As good a Man as York. 
Fer. Hark ye; not fo: In witneſs take you that. 


That whoſo draws a Sword, *tis preſent Death, 


Or elſe this Blow ſhould broach thy deareſt Blood. 2 i 
But I'll unto his Majeſty, and crave, n 4 : 


I may have — * to venge this Wro 
When thou ſhalt fee, Ill meet thee to 
Ver, Well, Miſcreant, FI! be there as 2 as you; 


a> 


And after meet you, ſooner _ you would. [Exenat,. 


1 
S r 


ACT W. SCENE "WM 


Pater King Henry, Glouceſter, Wincheſter, York, Suffolk, 
Semerſet, W Warwick, Talbot, aud Exeter, Governor of Paris. 


81, Ord Biſhop, ſet the Crown upon his Head. 


Hin. God fave King Henry, of that Name the Sixth, 


Glo, Now Goyernor of Paris take your Oath, | 
Phat you ele& no other King but him; 
Ffteem none Friends, but ſuch as ore his Friends, © | 
And none your Foes, but ſuch as ſhall pretend 
Malicious practices againſt his State. 
This ſhall ye do, ſo help you righteous God. 
Enter Falſtaff, 
Fal. My gracious Sovereign, as I rode from Calais, 
To haſte 42 your Coronation; 
A Letter was deliver d to my Hands, 
Writ to your Grace, from the Duke of Burgundy. 
Tal. Shame to the Duke of Burgundy, and thee: 
I vow'd, baſe Knight, when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the Garter from th { Craven's Leg, 
Which 1 have done; becauſe, unworthily, 


Thou 


[Strikes hi 
Baſ. Villain, thou knoweft the Law of Arms is fuch A 


— — — — r 
4 
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Thou waſt inſtalled in that high Degree. 
Pardon my Princely Henry, N the reſt; 
This Daſtard, at the Battel of Poictiers, 

When, but in all, I was {ix thouſand ſtrong, 
And that the French were almoſt ten to one, 
Before we met, or that a ſtroke was given, 
Like to a trufty Squire, did run away. | 
In which Aſſault we loſt twelve hundred Men. 
My ſelf, and divers Gentlemen beſide, 

Were there ſurpriz d, and taken Priſoners. 
Then judge, great Lords, if I have done amiſs; 
Or, whether that ſuch Cowards ought to wear 
This Ornament of Knighthood, yea or no? 

Glo. To ſay the truth, this Fact was infamous, 
And ill beſeeming any common Man; 

Much more a Knight, a Captain, and a Leader. 

Tal. When firſt this Order was ordain'd, my Lords, 
Knights of the Garter were of Noble Birth; 
Valiant, and Virtuous, full of haughty Courage, 
Such as were grown to Credit by the Wars: 

Not fearing Death, nor ſhriaking for Diſtrels, 

But always reſolute in moſt Extreams. 

He then, that is not furniſh'd in this ſort, 

Doth but uſurp the facred Name of Knight, 
Prophaning this muſt Honourable Order, 

And ſhould, if 1 were worthy to be Judge, 

Be quite degraded, like a Hedge-born Swain, 

That doth preſume to boaſt of Gentle Blood. | 

R. Henry. Stain to thy Countrymen, thou hear'ſt thy doom; 
Be packing therefore, thou that waſt a Knight; 

Henceforth we baniſh thee on pain of Death. [Exit Falſtaff. 
And now, my Lord Protector, yiew the Letter, 
Sent from our Uncle, Duke of Bur gundy. 

Glo What means his Grace that he hath chang'd his ſtyle ? 
No more but plain and bluntly, To the King Reading. 
Hath he forgot he is his Sovereign? 

Or doth this churliſh Superſcription 
Portend ſome Alteration in good will? 
What's here? I have upon eſpecial Cauſe, [Reads, 


Mov d with Compaſſion of my Country's Wrack, 


Together 


| 
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Together with the pitiful Complaints 

Of ſuch as your 1 6 feeds upon, 

Forſaken your pernicious Faction, 

And joyn d with Charles, the rightful King of France. 

O monſtrous Treachery ! can this be ſo? 

That in Alliance, Amity, and Oaths. | 

There ſhould be found ſuch falſe diſſewbling guile ? 

X Henry, What! doth my Uncle Burgundy revolt? 
Glo. He doth, my Lord, and is become our Foe. 

K. Henry, Is that the worſt this Letter doth contain? 
Glo. It is the worſt, and all, my Lord, he writes. 


K. Henry, Why then, Lord Talbot there ſhall talk with him, | 


And give him Chaſti ſement for this Abuſe, 
How fay you, my Lord, are you not content:? 

Tal. Content, my Liege? Yes : But that I am prevented, 
I ſhould haye begg'd I might have been employ'd. 


K. Henry. Then gather ſtrength, and march unto him 13 
Let him perceive how ill we brook his Treaſon, [fſtreight: © 


And what Offence it is to flout his Friends. 


Tul. I go, my Lord, in Heart deſiring ſtill 7 
You may behold Confuſion of your Foes, [Exit Talbot. 


Enter Vernon and Baſſet. 
Ver. Grant me the Combat, gracious Sovereign. | 
Baſ. And me, my Lord, grant me the Combat too. 
York. This is my Servant, hear him Noble Prince. 
Som. And this is mine, ſweet Henry, favour him. 


K. Henry, Be patient, Lords, and givethem leave to ſfeak. : 


Say, Gentlemen, what makes you thus exclaim ? 
And wherefore crave you Combat? or with whom? 


Ver. With him, my Lord, for he hath done me wrong. 


Baſ And I with him, for he hath done me wrong. 


Kk. Henry. What is the wrong whereon you both complain? | | | 


Firſt let me know, and then Ill anſwer you. 

Baſ. Croſſing the Sea, from England into France, 

This Fellow here with ſharp and carping Tongue, 
Upbraided me about the Roſe 1 wear; 
Saying, the ſanguine Colour of the Leaves 
Did repreſent my Maſter's bluſhing Cheeks: 
When ſtubbornly he did repugn the Truth, 
About a certain queſtion in the Law, 


Fn wy. fo ee amd 


Argu'd © 
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Argu'd betwixt the Duke of York and him; 
With other vile and ignominious Terms. 
In Confutation of which rude Reproach, 
And in defence of my Lord's Worthineſs, 
I crave the benefit of Law of Arms. 
Ver. And that is my Petition, Noble Lord; 
For though he ſeem, with forged quaint Conceit, 
To ſet a gloſs upon his bold intent, 
Yet know my Lord, I was provok'd by him, 
And he firſt took Exceptions at this Badge, 
Pronouncing that the paleneſs of this Flower, 
Bewray d the faintneſs of my Maſter's Heart. 
York. Will not this Malice, Somerſet, be left? 
Som. Your private grudge, my Lord of York, will out, 
Though ne'er ſo cunningly you ſmother it. [Men! 
K. Henry. Good Lord! What madneſs rules in Brain- ſick 
When for ſo light and frivolous a Cauſe, 
Such factious Emulations ſhall ariſe ! 
Good Couſins both of York and Somerſet, 
Quiet your ſelves, and be at peace. 
York. Let this Diſſention firſt be try'd by fight, 
And then your Highneſs ſhall command a Peace, 
Som. The Quarrel toucheth none but us alone, 
Betwixt our ſelves let us decide it then. 
York. There is my Pledge, accept it, Somerſet. 
Ver. Nay, let it reſt where it began at hiſt. 
Baſ. Confirm it ſo, mine honourable Lord. 
Glo, Confirm it ſo? Confounded be your Strife, 
And periſh ye with your audacious Prate; 
Preſumptuous Vaſlals, are you not aſham'd 
With this immodeſt clamorous Outrage, 
To trouble and difturb the King aad Us? 
And you, my Lords, methinks you do not well 
To bear with their perverſe Objections: 
Much leſs to take occalion from their Mouths, 
To raiſe a Mutiny betwixt your ſelves: 
Let me perſuade you take a better courſe, 
Exe. It grieves his Highneſs: 
Good my Lords, be Friends. 
. Henry. Come hither you that would be Combatants? 
Hence- 
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Henceforth I charge you, as you loye our Favour, 
Quite to forget this Quarrel, and the Cauſe. 3 
And you, my Lords, remember where we are, 1 
In France, „ a fickle wayering Nation: | 
If they perceive Difſention in our Looks, 
And that ue our {elves we 1 ; 
How will their grudging Stomachs be provok d 15 
To wilful Diſobelience, — Rebell? F by 
Beſide, what Infamy will there ariſe, ;N 
When Foreign Princes ſhall be certified, | 2 
That for a Toy, a thing of no regard, : 
King Henry's Peers, and chief Nobility, E 


Py „ 


Deſtroy d themſelves, and loſt the Realm of France ? 
O think upon the Conqueſt of my Father, 
My tender Years, and let us not forego | 
hat for a trifle, that was bought with Blood, 
Let me be Umpire in this doubtful Strife: 
1 fee no Reaſon, if I wear this Roſe, 


That any one ſhould therefore be ſuſpicious a 
I more encline to Somerſet than York : 1 ] 
Both are my Kinſmen, and I love them both. k > 
As well they may upbraid me with my Crown, E 
Becauſe, forſooth, the King of Scots is crown'd.. 7 
But your Difcretions better can perſuade, 7 
Than I am able to inſtru or teach: ' 
And therefore as we hither came in Peace, + 8 
So let us ſtill continue Peace and Love. ] 
Couſin of York, we inftitute your Grace f E. 
To be our Regent in theſe parts of France: ' 80 
And good my Lord of Somerſet, unite : A 
Your Troops of Horſemen, with his Bands of Foot; : Be 
And like true Subjects, Sons of your Progenitors, 1 
Go chear fully together, and digeſt 4 LE As 
Your angry Choler on your Enemies, j Bu 
Our ſelf, my Lord Protector, and the reſt, | v. 
After ſome reſpite will return to Calais; * Le 
From thence to England, where 1 hope ere long i U 
| To be preſented by your Victories, | 5 Sh: 
With Charles, Alenſon, and that traiterous rout, (Exeunt,- If 
j 


Manens 


* + acl pr eee = „ 


I you forſake the Offer of their Love. 
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Manent York, Warwick, Exeter, and Vernon.“ 
War. My Lord of York, I promiſe you the King 
Prettily, methought, did play the Orator. 
York, And ſo he did, but yet I like it not, 
In that he wears the Badge of Somerſet. 
Har. Tuſh, that was but his fancy, blame him not; 
I dare preſume, ſweet Prince, he thought no harm. 
York, And if I wiſh he did.---But let it reſt, 


Other Affairs muſt now be managed. [Exexmt; 


| Flogriſh. Manet Exeter. Fo 
Exe. Well didſt thou Richard to ſuppreſs thy Voice 

For had the Paſſions of thy Heart burſt out, 

I fear we ſhould have ſeen decypher'd there 

More rancorous ſpight, more furious raging Broils, 

Than yet can be imagin'd or ſuppos d: 

But howſoc'er, no fimple Man that ſees 

This jarring diſcord of Nobility, 

This ſhouldering of each other in the Court, 

This factious bandying of their Favourites, 

But that he doth preſage ſome ill event. 

Tis much, when Scepters are in Childrens Hands; 

But more, when Enyy breeds unkind Diviſion ; | 
Then comes the Ruin, there begins Confuſion. [ Exit. 
Enter Talbot with Trumpets and Drum before Bourdeaux. 

Tal. Go to the Gates of Baurdeaux, Trumpeter, 
Summon their General unto the Wall. Sounds, 
5 Enter General aloft. | 
Engliſh Fobn Talbot, Captains, calls you forth, 

Servant in Arms to Harry King of England, 

And thus he would: Open your City Gates, 

Be humbled to us, call my Soveraign yours, 

And do him Homage as Obedient Subjects, 

And I'll withdraty me, and my Bloody Power, 

But if you frown upon this proffer'd Peace, 

You tempt the fury of my three Attendants, | 

Lean Famine, quartering Steel, and climbing Fire, 

Who in a moment even with the Earth + 

Shall lay your ſtately, and Air-braving Towers, 
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Cap, Thou ominous and fearful Owl of. Death, 
Our Nation's Terrour, and their bloody Scourge, 


The period of thy Tyranny approacheth. 


On us thou canſt not enter but by Death: 
For I proteſt we are well fortified, 


And ſtrong 


enough to iſſue out and fight. 


If thou retire, the Dauphin well appointed, 


Stands with the Snares of War to tangle thee. 
uadrons pitcht, 


On either hand thee, there are 


To wall thee from the liberty of Flight; 


And no way canſt thou turn thee for Redreſs, 
But Death doth front thee with apparent ſpoil, ' 
pale deſtruction meets thee in the Face: 

Ten thouſand French haye ta'en the Sacrament, 


And 


To rive their dangerous Artillery 


Upon no Chriſtian Soul, but 


This is the lateſt Glory of thy 


raiſe, 


That I thy Enemy dew thee withal; 


For ere the Glaſs, that now begins to run, 


Finiſh the proceſs of his ſandy Hour, 
Theſe Eyes that ſee thee now well coloured, 
Shall ſee thee wither'd, bloody, pale, and dead. 


Hark, hark, the Dauphin's Drum, a warni 
s heavy Muſick to thy timorous Soul, 
mine ſhall ring thy dire departure out: 

Tal. He fables not, 1 hear the Enemy: 
Out ſome light Horſemen, and peruſe their Wings 


H 
And 


O negligent and heedleſs Diſcipine, 


How are we 


A little Herd of England's timorous Deer, 


Maz'd with a yelping kennel of French Curs. 
Deer, be then in Blood, 


If we be Engliſh 


Not Raſcal-like to fall down with a pinch, 


But rather moody, mad, and deſperate Stags, 
Turn on the bloody Hounds, with Heads o 
And make the Cowards ſtand aloof at Ba 


1 


Sell cyery Man his Life as dear as mine, 


Engliſh Talbot fs | 
Lo there thou ſtand'ſt a breathing valiant Man, 
Of an invincible unconquer'd 1 505 


k'd and bounded in a Pale? 


[Drum a 
ng Bell. 
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[Exit 
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And they ſhall find dear Deer of us, my Friends. 
God and St. George, Talbot and England's Right, 
Proſper our Colours in this dangerous fight. Exeum. 
Euter a Meſſenger that meets York, Enter York with 
Trumpet, and many Soldiers. 
York, Are not the ſpeedy Scouts return'd again, 
That dogg'd the mighty Army of the Dauphin? 
Meſſ. They are return'd, my Lord, and give it out, 
That he is march'd to Bourdeaux with his Power 2 
To fight with Talbot; as he march'd along, 
By your Eſpyals were diſcovered | 
Two migbtier Troops, than that the Dauphin led, 
Which join'd with him, and made their march for Bowdeans, 
York, A plague upon that Villain Samer ſet, 
That thus delays my promiſed Supply 
Of Horſemen that were levied for this Siege, 
Renowned Talbet doth expect my Aid, 
And I am lowted by a Traitor Villain, 
And cannot help the Noble Chevalier: 
God comfort him in this neceſſity: 
If he miſcarry, farewel Wars in France. 
＋ Th — 5 ſecond Meſſenger. 10 | 
2 Meſſ. Thou Princely Leader of our Engliſh Strength, 
Never ſo needful on — Earth of — | 
Spur to the Reſcue of the Noble Talbot, 
Who is now girdled with a waſte of Iron, 
And hem'd about with grim Deſtruction: 
To Bourdeaux, warlike Duke, to Bourdeaux, York, 
Elſe farewel Talbot, France, and England's Honour. 
York. O God! that Somerſet, who in proud Heart 
Doth ſtop my Cornets, were in Talbots place, 
So ſhould we fave a valiant Gentleman, 
By forfeiting a Traitor and a Cowatd: 
Mad ire, and wrathful fury makes me weep, 
That thus we dye, while remiſs Traitors ſſeep. 
Meſ. O ſend ſome Succour to the diftreſs'd Lord: 
York, He dyes, we loſe; 1 break my warlike word: 
We mourn, France ſmiles: We loſe, they daily get: 
All long of this vile Traitor Somerſet. © 
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Meſſ. Then God take mercy on brave Talbots Soul, 

And on his Son, y Folm, who two hours ſince, 

J met in Trayel — his warlike Father; 

This ſeven years did not Talbot ſee bis Son, 

And now they meet, where both their lives are done. 

York. Alas! What Joy ſhall Noble Talbot have, 

To bid his young Son welcome to his Grave! 

Away, Vexation almoſt ſtops 7 1 

That ſundred Friends greet in the hour of Death. 

Lucy fare wel, no more my Fortune can. 

But curſe the Cauſe, I cannot aid the Man. 

Maine, Bleys, Poidiiers, and Towrs are won away, 8 

Long all of Somerſet, and his delay. Exit. 

Meſſ. Thus while the Vulture of Sedition, 

Feeds in the Boſom of ſuch great Commanders, 

Sleeping neglection doth betray to loſs, 

The Conqueſts of our ſcarce cold Conqueror, 

That ever-living Man of Memory, 

Henry the Fifth. Whiles they each other croſs, ; 
Lives, Honours, Lands, and all, hurry to loſs. [Exit 
Enter Somerſet with his Army 

Som. It is too late, I cannot ſend them now : 

This Expedition was by Yetk and Talbet 7 

Too raſhly plotted. All our general force 

Might with a Sally of the very Town 

Be buckled with; the over-daring Talbee 

Hath ſullied all his gloſs of former Honour 

By this unheedful, deſperate, wild Adventure: 

York ſet him on to fight, and dye in ſhame, 

That Talbot dead, great York might bear the Name. 

Capt. Here is Sir Milliam Lucy, who with me, 

Set from our o er- matcht Forces forth for aid. | 
Som. How now, Sir William, whither were you ſent ? 
Lucy. Whither my Lord? from Bought and Sold L. Talbot, 

Who ring d about with bold adverſity, , ts) 

Cries out for noble York and Somerſet, 

To beat aſſailing Death from his weak Legions; 

And whiles the Honourable / in there | 

Drops bloody Sweat from his War-wearied Limbs, 

And in advantage lingting looks for Reſcue, 


You, 
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You, his falſe Hopes, the truſt of England's Honour, 

Keep off aloof with worthleſs Emulation: 

Let not your private Diſcord keep away 

The levied Succours that ſhall lend him aid, 

While he, renowned noble Gentleman, 

Yields up his, Life unto a World of odds. 

Orleans the Baftard, Charles, and Burgundy, 

Alenſon, Reignier, compaſs him about, | 

And Talbot periſheth by your Default. 
Som. York ſet him on, York ſhould have ſent him aid- 
Lucy. And York as faſt upon your Grace exclaims, 

828 that you with- hold his levied Hoſt, 

Collected for this Expedition. | 
Som. York lies: He might have ſent, and had the Horſe: 

I owe him little Duty, and leſs Love, 

And take foul ſcorn to fawn on him by ſending, | 
Lucy. The Fraud of England, not the Force of France, 

Hath now entrapt the Noble-minded Talbot: 

Never to England ſhall he bear his Life, 

But dies betray'd to Fortune by your Strife. ; 
Som. Come, go, I will diſpatch. the Horſemen ſtraight : 

Within fix Hours, they will be at his ad. | 
Lucy. Too late comes Reſcue, he's taen, or ſlain, 

For fly he could not, if he would have fled: | 

And fly would Talbot never, though he might. 
Som, If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu. 
Lucy, His Fame lives in the World, his Shame in you. 


[Exennt, 

* Enter Talbot and his Son. 

Tal. O young Fohn Talbot, I did ſend for thee, 
To tutor thee in Stratagems of War, 
That Talbot's Name might be in thee reviv'd, 
When ſapleſs Age, and weak unable Limbs, 
Should bring thy Father to his drooping Chair. 
But O malignant and ill-boading Stars, 
Now art thou come unto a Feaſt of Death, 
A terrible and unavoided danger, 
Therefore, dear Boy, mount on thy ſwifteſt Horſe, 
And I'll direct thee how thou ſhalt eſcape 

By ſudden flight, Come, dally not, be gone. 
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John. Is my Name Talbot? and am 1 your Son ? 
And ſhall I ly? O! if you love my Mother, 
Diſhonour not her Honourable Name, 6 
To make a Baſtard and a Slave of me. 2 
The World will ſay, he is not Talbots Blood. 

That baſely fled, when Noble Talbot ſtood. 

Tal. Fly, to revenge my Death, if 1 be ſlain. 

John. He that flies ſo, will neer return again. 

Tal, If we both ſtay, we both are ſure to die. 

Fohn. Then let me ſtay, and, Father, do you fly: 
Your loſs is great, ſo your Regard ſhould d;: 
My Worth unknown, no loſs is known in me. 

Upon my Death, the French can little boaſt; 

In yours they will, in you all hopes are loſt. 
Flight cannot ſtain the Honour you have won. 
But mine it will, that no Exploit have done. 
You fled for Vantage, every one wilt {wear : 
But if I bow, they'll ay it was for Fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will ſtay, 
If the firſt hour I ſhrink and run away. 
Here on my Knee 1 beg Mortality, 

Rather than Life, preſery'd with Inſam p. 
Tal. Shall all thy Mother's Hopgs lye in one Tomb? 
Jahn. Ay, rather then I'll ſhanfs my Mother's Womb, 
Tal. Upon my Bleſſing I command thee go. | 
Zohn. To fight I will, but not | » fly the Foe. 

Til. Part of thy Father may be ſav d in thee, 

John. No part of him but will le ſhame in me. 

Tal. Thou never hadſt Renown, nor canſt not loſe it. 

Fohn. Yes, your renowned Name; ſhall flight abuſe it? 
Tal. Thy Father's Charge ſhall clear thee from the ſtain. 

John. You cannot witneſs for me, being ſlain. 
If Death be ſo apparent, then both fly. 

Tal. And leave my Followers here to fight and die? 
My Age was never tainted with ſuch ſhame. 

John. And ſhall my Youth be guilty of ſuch blame? 
No more can I be ſevered from your tide, 
Than can your ſelf your ſelf in twin divide: 
Stay, go, do what you will, the life do I; 
For liye 1 will not; if my Father e. 
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Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair Son, 
Born to eclipſe thy Life this Afternoon: 
Come, fide by fide, together live and die, 
And Soul with Soul from France to Heav'n fly. ¶ Exeunt. 
Aldayum : Excurſions, wherein Talbot's Son is hemm'd 
about, and Talbot reſeues him. 
Tal. St. George, and Victory, fight Soldiers, fight: 
The Regent hath with Talbot broke his Word, 
And left us to the rage of France's'Sword. 
Where is Fohn Talbot? Pauſe, and take thy Breath, 
I gave thee Life, and reſcu'd thee from Death. 
Fohn. O twice my Father, twice am I thy Son: 
The Life thou gav'ſt me firſt, was loſt and done, 
Till with thy warlike Sword, deſpight of Fate, 
To my determin'd time thou gav'ſt new date. 
Tal. When from the Dauphin's Creſt thy Sword ftruck fire, 
It warm'd thy Father's Heart with proud defire 
Of bold-fac'd Victory. Then Leaden Age, 
Quicken'd with youthful Spleen, and warlike Rage, 
Beat down Alenſon, Orleans, Burgundy, 
And from the Pride of Gallia reſcued thee. 
The ireful Baſtard Orleans, that drew Blood 
From thee, my Boy, and had the Maidenhood 
Of thy firſt fight, I ſoon encountered, 
And interchanging Blows, I quickly ſhed 
Some of: his Baſtard Blood, and in diſgrace 
Beſpoke him thus: Contaminated, ba 
And miſs-begotten Blood, I ſpill of thine, 
Mean and right poor, for that pure Blood of mine, 
Which thou didſt force from Talbot, my brave Boy. 
Here purpoſing the Baſtard to deſtroy, 
Came in ſtrong Reſcue. Speak, thy Father's Care, 
Art not thou weary, John? How do'ſt thou fare? 
Wilt thou yet leave the Battel, Boy, and fly? 
Now thou art feal'd the Son of Chiyalry? 
Fly, to revenge my Death when I am dead, 
The help of one ſtands me in little ſtead. 
Oh, too much folly is it, well I wot, 
To hazard all our Lives in one ſmall Boat, 


If 1 to day die not with Frenchmens Rage, 
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To morrow 1 ſhall die with mickle Age. 
By me they nothing gain, and if I ſlay, 
"Tis but the ſnhortning of my Life one Day. 
In thee thy Mother dies, our Houſehold's Name, 
My Death's Revenge, thy Youth, and England's Fame, 
All theſe, and more, we hazard by thy Jay; 
All theſe are fav'd, if thou wilt fly 1 
John. The Sword of Orleans hath made me ſmart, 


Theſe Words of yours dra Life-blood from my Heart, 


On that advantage, bought with ſuch a ſhame, 
To fave a paltry Life, and {lay bright Fame, 
Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 
The Coward Horſe that bears me, fall and die; 
And like me to the Peaſant Boys of France, 
To » . — and — of Miſchance. 
- Surely, by all the Glory you have won, 
And 1 I fly, Lam not Talbots Son: 
Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot, 
If Son to Talbot, die at Talbots Foot. 
Tal. Then follow thou thy deſp'rate Sire of Creat, 
Thou Icarus, thy Life to me is ſweet: 
If thou wilt fight, fight by thy Father's ſide, 
And commendable prov d let's die in Pride. [Exeun, 
Alarum. Excurſions. Enter old Talbot led. 
Tal. Where is my other Life? mige own is gone. 
O! where's young Talbot? — lk Fahne 
Triumphant Death, ſmear d with Cal tivity, 
Young Talbot's Valour makes me ſmi e at thee. 
When he perceiv d me ſhrink, and on my Knee, 
His bloody Sword he brandiſh'd over me, 
And like a hungry Lion did commence” 
Rough deeds of Rage, and ſtern Impatience : 
But when my angry Guardant ſtood alone, 
Tendring my Ruin, and afſail'd-of none, 
Dizzy-ey'd Fury, and great Rage of Heart, 
Suddenly made him from my ſide to ſtart 
Into the cluſtering Battel of the French: 
And in that Sea of Blood, my Boy did drench 
His over- mounting Spirit; and there dy d 
My Trarus, my Bloſſom, in his Pride. 
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8 Enter John Talbot, born 

Serv, O. my dear Lord! lo where your Son is born. 

Tal. Thou antick Death, which laugh'ꝭſt us here to ſcorn, 
Anon from thy inſulting Tyranny, | * 
Coupled in Bonds of Perpetuity, 
Toyo Talbots winged through the lither Sky, 
In thy deſpight ſhall ſcape Mortality. 
O thou, whoſe Wounds become hard favoured Death, 


Speak to thy Father, ere thou yield thy Breath. 


Brave Death by ſpeaking, whether he will or no: 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy Foe. 

Poor Boy, he ſmiles, methinks, as who ſhould ſay, 

Had Death been French, then Death had died to Day. 
Come, come, and lay him in his Father's Arms, 

My Spirit can no longer bear theſe harms. 

Soldiers adieu: I have what I would have, 

Now my old Arms are young ohm Talbots Grave. [Dies, 
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ACT v. SCENE I. 


Enter Charles, Alenfon, Burgundy, Baſtard, and Pucelle. 


Char AD York and Somerſet brought Reſcue in, 
We ſhould have found a bloody Day of this. 
Baſt. How the young whelp of Talbots raging Brood, 
Did fleſh his puny Sword in Frenchmen's Blood. 
Pucel. Once I encountred him, and thus 1 ſaid: 
Thou Maiden Youth, be vanquiſht by a Maid. 
But with a proud Majeſtical high ſcorn ' 
He anſwer'd thus: Young Talbot was not born 
To be the Pillage of a Giglot Wench. 
He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. | 
Bur. Doubtleſs he would have made a noble Knight: 
See where he lyes inherſed in the Arms ; 
Of the moſt bloody Nurſer of his harms. 
Baſt. Hew them to pieces, hack their Bones aſunder, 
Whole life was England's Glory, Gallias Wonder, 


Char, 
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Char. Oh no, forbear : For that which we haye fled 

During the Life, let us not wrong it dead. | 1 
n Emer Lucy. . 7 | 
Lucy. Herald, conduct me to the Dauphin's Tent, | : 
To know who hath obtain'd the Glory of the Day. | 

Char. On what ſubmiſſive Meſſage art thou ſent ? 
Lucy. Submiſſion, Dauphin? tis a meer French word: 

We Engliſh Warriors wor not what it means. 

I come to know what Priſoners thou haſt ta en, 

And to ſurvey the Bodies of the Dead. e 
Char. For Priſoners ask'ſt thou? Hell our Priſon is. 

But tell me whom thou ſeek'ſt-? n 177 
Lucy. Where is the great lcides of the Field, 

Valiant Lord Talbot, Earl of Shrewsbury ? 

Created for his rare Succeſs in Arms, * 

Great Earl of Waſhford, Waterford, and Valence, 

Lord Talbet of Geodrig and Urchinfield; Ir 7 

Lord Strange of Blackmere, Lord Verdon of Alton, 

Lord -Cromwel of Wingfield, Lord Furnival of Sheffeild, 1 

The thrice victorious Lord of Falconbridge, _ T 

Knight of the Noble Order of St. George, | B 

Worthy St. Michael, and the Golden Fleece, 

Great Marſhal to our King Henry the Sixth, 


kk -_ 


„ 


Of all his Wars within the Ream of France. .T 
Pucel. Here's a filly ſtately Style indeed:  * ve 
The Turk, that two and fifty Kingdoms hath, | | | 
Writes not ſo tedious a Style as this. 7 It 
Him that thou magnify'ſt with all theſe Titles, ms T] 
Stinking and fly-blown bn here at our Feet, + Sh 
Lucy. Is Talbot ſlain, the Frenchmens only Scourge, | 
Your Kingdom's Terrour, and black Nemeſis? . | Ar 
Oh were mine Eye-balls into Bullets turn d, Th 

That I in rage might ſhoot them at your Faces. A 
Oh, that I could but call theſe dead to life. Pr, 
It were enough to fright the Realm of France. In 
Were but his Picture left among you here, 

It would amaze the proudeſt of you all. ob As 
Giye me their Bodies that I may bear them hence, Th 
And give them Burial, as beſeems their Worth, 7 Ye 
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Pucel. I think. this Upſtart is old Talbots Ghoſt, 
He ſpeaks with ſuch a proud commanding Spirit: 
For God's ſake, let him have him; to keep them here, 
They would but ſtink, and putrifie the Air. | 
Char. Go take their Bodies hence. 1 
Lucy. Ill bear them hence; but from their Aſhes 
be rear d 
A Phceaix that ſhall make all France afear d. 
Char. So we be rid of them, do with them what thou wilt. 
And now to Paris in this Conquering Vein, 
All will be ours, now bloody Talbot's ſlain, [Exennt. 


SCENE. II. 


Enter King Henry, Glouceſter, and Exeter. 


R. Henry. Have you perus d the Letters from the Pope, 
The Emperor, and the Earl of Armagnac? 
Glo. I have, my Lord, and their Intent is this, 
They bumbly ſue unto your Excellence, 
To have a godly Peace concluded of, 
Between the Realms of England and of France. 
R. Henry. How doth your Grace affect this Motion? 
Glo. Well, my good Lord, and as the only means 
To ſtop effuſion of our Chriſtian Blood. | 
And ftabliſh quietneſs on every (ide, | 
. Henry, Ay marry, Uncle, for I always thought 
It was both impious and unnatural, 
That ſuch Immanity and bloody Strife 
Should reign among Profeſſors of one Faith. 
Glo. Beſide, my Lord, the ſooner to effect, 
And ſurer bind this knot of Amity, 
The Earl of Armagnac, near knit to Charles, 
A Man of preat Authority in France, 
Proffers his only Daughter to your Grace 
In Marriage, with a large and ſumptuous Dowry, 
K, Henry. Marriage, Uacle! alas! my Years ate young: 
And fitter 15 my Study, and my Books, 
Than wanton dalliance with a Paramour. 
Yet call th Ambaſſadors, and as you pleaſe, 
So let them have their Anſwers every one; 
Vor. IV. — 1 
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I ſhall be well content with any choice ot 
Tends to God's Glory, and my Country's weal! 
Enter Wincheſter, and three Ambaſſadors. * 

Exe. What, is my Lord of Wincheſter inſtall d, 
And call'd unto a Cardinal's Degree? 1 
Then I perceive that will be verified 
Henry the Fifth did ſometime Propheſie. 

If once he come to. be a Cardinal, 
He'll make his Cap coequal with the Crown. 

K. Henry. My Lords Ambaſſadors, your wel Suits 
Have been conſider'd and debated on, 
Your Purpoſe is both good and reaſonable; 
And therefore are we certainly reſolv'd 
To draw Conditions of a friendly Peace, 
Which by my Lord of Wincheſter we mean 
Shall be . Daw preſently to France. | 

Glo, And for the Proffer of my Lord your Maſter, 
J have inform'd his Highneſs ſo at large, 1 
As liking of the Lady's virtuous Gifts, 10 
Her Beauty, and the value of her Dower, TY 
* 2 intend ſhe ſhall be England's Queen 

In Argument and proof of which Contra, 
Bear — is Jewel. pledge of my Affection. 
And ſo, my Ee Protector, {ce them guarded, 
And lafely brought to Dover, where inſhipp'd © 
Commit them to the fortune of the Sea. ¶Exeunt. 

Kin. Stay, my Lord Legate, you ſhall firſt receive. . 
The fum of Mony which I promiſed 5 
Should be delivered to his Holineſs, 

For cloathing me in theſe grate Ornaments. 

Legate. I will attend upon your Lordſhip's leiſure. 

Hin. Now Wineheſter will not ſubmit, I trow, 

Or be inferior to the proudeſt Peer, 44 
Humphrey of Gloſter, thou ſhalt well perceice, 

That neither ia Birth, er for Authority, 

The Biſhop will be over-born by thee; | 

Vil either make thee ſtoop, and bend thy Knee, 

Or lack this Country with a Mutiny. [Ex2unte 
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SCENE II 
Enter Daupkin, Burgundy, Alenſon, Baſtard; Reignier, 


d Joan la Pucelle. ; 
Dau. This News, my Lords, may cheer our drooping 
Tis ſaid, the ſtout Pariſians do revolt, [ Spirits: 


And return again unto the warlike French. 
Alen. Then march to Paris, Royal Charles of France, 

And keep not back your Power in dalliance. 95 

Pucel. Peace be amongſt them, if they turn to us, 

Elſe Ruin combat with their Palaces. 

Enter Scout. 
Scout. Succeſs unto our valiant General, 

And happineſs to his Accomplices. 28 5 
Dau. What tidings ſend our Scouts? I prethee ſpeak. 
Scout. The Engliſh Army, that divided was 

Into two Parties, is now conjoin'd in one, 

And means to give you Battel preſently. 

Dau. Somewhat too ſudden, Sirs, warning is, 

But we will preſently provide for them. 

Zurg. I truſt the Ghoſt of Talbot is not there; 

Now he is gone, my Lord, you need not fear. 
Pucel. Of all baſe Paſſions, Fear is moſt accurſt. 

Command the Conqueſt, Charles, it ſhall be thine : 

Let Henry fret, and all the World repine. 

Dau. Then on, my Lords, and France be fortunate.[ Exeum- 
Alarm: Excurſtons. Enter Joan la Pucelle. 
Pucel. The Regent conquers, and the Frenchmen fly. 

Now help ye charming Spells and Periapts, 

And ye choice Spirits that admoniſh me, 

And give me ſigns of future Accidents. Thunder. 

You ſpeedy helpers, that are Subſtitutes 

Under the Lordly Monarch of the North, 

Appear, and aid me in this Enterprize. 

Enter Fiend. 


This ſpeedy and quick appearance argues proof 


Of your accuſtom'd diligence to me. 


Now, ye familiar Spirits, that are cull'd 


Out of the powerful Regions under Earth, 


Help 
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Help me this once, that France en. 155 the Field. 
| y walk and _-_ nor. 
Oh hold me not with Silence over long: 3 
Where I was wont to feed you with my Blood, 
Vil lop a Member off, and give it you 
In earneſt of a further Benefit: 
Bo you do condeſcend to wy me now. 
[They hang ? their 01 
No hope to have Redreſs? My Body ſhall | 
Pay recompence, if you will grant my Suit. 
[ They ſhake their Ld: 
Cannot my Body, nor blood-Sacrifice, 
Intreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 
Then take my Soul; my Body, Soul, and all, 
Before that England give the French the foil. 
[They depart 
See, they forſake me. Now the time is come, 
That France muſt yail her lofty: plumed Creſt, 
And let her Head fall into England's. Lap. it 
My agcient Incantations are too weak, 1 
And Hell too ſtrong for me to buckle with: * 
Now France thy Glory droopeth to the Duſt. Exit. 
¶ Excurſions. Pucelle and Vork fight Hand in Hand. 
Pucelle is taken. The French fly. | 
- York. Damſel of France, I think 1 have you faſt. 
Unchain your Spirits now with ſpelling Charms, 
_ try if they can gain your Liberty. . 
A goodly prize, fit for the Devil's Grace. | 
See how the ugly Witch doth bend her Brows, 
As if, with Circe, ſhe would change my Shape. 
Prucel. Chang d to a worſer Shape thou can'ſt not be. 
York. Oh, Charles the Dauphin is a proper Man, 
No Shape but his can pleaſe your dainty Eye. 
Pucel. A plaguing miſchiet light on Charles and thee, 
And may ye both be ſuddenly. ſurpris'd | 
By bloody Hands; in {leeping on your Beds. Q 
York, Fell banning Hag, Inchantreſs, hold thy Tongue. 
Pucel. 1 prethee give me leave to curſe a while. I 
Tk. Curſe, Miſcreant,, when thou comeſt to the Stake. 
[ Exermt. 
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Aulurm. Enter Suffolk with Margaret in his Hand: 
Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my Priſoner. 
| 1 | [Gaxes. on her. 
Oh faireſt Beauty, do not fear, nor fly: 
For F will touch thee but with reverend Hands, 
J kiſs theſe Fingers for eternal Peace, 
And lay them gently on thy tender Side. 
Who art thou, ſay? that I may honour thee. | 
Mar. Margaret my Name, and Daughter to a King, 
The King of Naples, whoſce er thou art. 
Suf. An Earl I am, and Suffolk am I call'd. 
Be not offended, Nature's Miracle, 
Thou art alotted to be ta'en by me: 
So doth the Swan her downy Cignets fave, 
Keeping them Priſoners underneath her Wings: 
Yet if this ſervile Uſage once offend, | 
Go and be free again, as Suffolk's Friend, [She is going, 
Oh gay! I have no Power to let her pals, 
My, Hand would free her, but my Heart ſays no. 
As plays the Sun upon the glaſſy Streams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited Beam, 
So ſeems this gorgeous Beauty to mine Eyes: 
Fain would I woe her, yet J dare not ſpeak: 
Vil call for Pen and Ink, and write my Mind: 
Fie, De la Pole, diſable not thy ſelf : 
Haſt not a Tongue? Is ſhe not here thy Priſoner? | 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Woman's Sight? 
Ay, Beauty's Princely Majeſty is ſuch, | 
Confounds the Tongue, and makes the Senſes rough, 
Mar. Say, Earl of Suffolk, if thy Name be ſo, 
What Ranſom muft I pay before I paſs? 
For | perceive I am thy Priſoner. | 
Suf. How canſt thou tell ſhe will deny thy Suit, 
Before thou make a Trial of her Love? 
Mar. Why ſpeak ſt thou net? What Ranſom muſt I pay? 
Suf. She's Beautiful; and therefore to be wooed : 
She is a Woman, therefore to be won. 
Mar. Wilt thou accept of Ranſom, yea or no? 
Suf. Fond Man, remember that thou haſt a Wife, 
Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? 
L 3 51 
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Mar. I were beſt to leave him, for he will not hear. 

Swf. There all is marr'd; there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He talks at random; ſure the Man is mad. 

Suf. And yet a Diſpenſation may be had. 

Mar. And yet I would that you would anſwer me. 

SuF. I'll win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 


Why, for my King: Tuſh, that's a wooden thing. 


Mar. He talks of Wood: It is ſome Carpenter. 
Suf. Yet ſo my Fancy may be ſatisfied, 14 
And Peace eſtabliſhed between theſe Realms; 
But there remains a ſcruple in that too: 
For though her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of Anſon and Main, yet he is poor, 
And our Nobility will ſcorn the Match. 
Mar. Hear ye, Captain? are you not at leiſure ? 
S. It ſhall be fo, diſdain they ne er ſo mich: 
Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield. | 
Madam, I have a Secret to reveal. 
Mar. What, tho? I be inthrall'd, he ſeems a ele, 
And will not any way diſhonour me. | 
Suf. Lady, vouchſafe to liſten what I ſay. 
Mar. Perhaps I ſhall be reſcu d by the Fronch, 
And then I need not crave his Courtefie. 
Stef. Sweet Madam, give me hearing in a cauſe, 
Mar. Tuſb, Women — been captivate ere now. 
Suf. Lady, wherefore talk you ſo? _- ; 
Mar. I cry. you mercy, tis but Quid for Quo. 
Suf. Say, gentle Princeſs, would you not ſuppoſe 
Your Bondage happy, to be made a Queen ? 
Mar. To be a Queen in Bondage, is more _ 
Than is a Slave in baſe ſervility: | 
For Princes ſhould be free. 
Suf. And ſo ſhall you, 


If happy England's Royal King be free. 


Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me * 

Suf. Vil undertake to make thee Henrys Queen, 
To puc a Golden Scepter in thy Hand, | 
And ſet a precious Crown upon thy Head, 
If thou wilt condeſcend to be a 

Mar. What? 
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Suf. His Love. | 
Mar. I am unworthy to be aeg Wiſe. 
Suf. No, gentle Madam, I unworthy am 
To woo ſo Fir a Dame to be his Wife, 
And have no Portion in the choice my ſelf. 
How fay you, Madam, are you ſo content? 
Mar. And if my Father pleaſe, I am content. 
Suff. Then call our Captains and our Colours fort ah. I 
And, Madam, at your Father's Caſtle Walls, | | 
We'll crave a Parley to confer with him. | 
Sound. Enter Reignier on the Falls, 
See Reignier, ſee, thy Daughter Priſoner, | 
Reig. To whom? 
Suf. To me. | 
Reig, Suffolk, what remedy? 
I am a Soldier and unapt to weep, 
Or to * 3 fickleneſs. 
Sm. Yes, there is re enough, my Lo 
N. 4. and for thy — — 2 
Thy Daughter ſhall be wedded to my King; 
Whom I with pain have woo'd and won thereto: 
And this her caſie-held Impriſonment 
Hath gain'd thy Daughter Princely Liberty. 
Reig. Speaks Suffolk as he thinks? 
Suff. Fair Margaret knows, | 
That S»ffolk doth not flatter, face, or fain. 
Reig. Upon thy Princely Warrant, I deſcend; 8 
To give thee Anſwer of thy juſt demand. 
Suff. And here I will expect thy coming. 
Trumpets ſound. Enter Reignier. 
Reig. Welcome, brave Earl, into our Territories, 
Command in Anſon what your Honour pleaſes. 
Reig. Thanks, Keignier, happy for ſo {weet a Child, 
Fit to be made Companion with a King : 
What anſwer makes your Grace unto my ſuit ? 
Reig. Since thou doſt daign to woo her little worth, 
To be the Princely Bride of _ a Lord: 
Upon condition I may quietly | 
Enjoy mine own, the Country Main and Anſou, | 
Free from oppreſſion, or the ſtroke of War, | 
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My Daughter ſhall be Henry's, if he pleaſe, 
Suf. That is her Kanon, I deliver her; 


And thoſe two Counties, I will undertake, 


Your Grace ſhall well and quietly _ 1 
Reig. And I again in Henry's Royal Name, 

'As Deputy unto that gracious King, £02. 

Give thee her Hand for ſign of plighted Faith. ; 
Suf. Reignier of France, I give thee Kingly Thanks, 


Becauſe this is in Traffick of a King. \ 
And yet meihinks I could be well content = 
To be mine own Attorney in this caſe. F Aſide, 


I'll over then to England with this News, 

And make this Marriage to be folemniz'd: 

So farewel Reignier, ſet this Diamond ſafe 

In Golden Palaces as it becomes, | 
Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would em} race 

The Chriſtian Prince King Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewel my — good wiſhes, praiſe, and prayers, 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [She is going. 
Suf. Farewel, ſweet Madam; but hark you, Margaret, 

No Princely Commendations to my King ? * 
Mar. Such Commendations as becomes a Maid, 

A Virgin and his Servant. o to him, 8 
Suf. Words ſweetly plac'd, and modeſtly directed. 

But, Madam. I muſt trouble you again, _ 


No loving Token to his Majeſty? ' 


Mar. Yes, my good Lord, a pure unſpotted Heart, 
Never yet taint with Love, I ſend the King. TE: 
Suf. And this withal. / [Kiſſes her, 
Mar. That for thy ſelf ——1T will not fo preſume, '- 
To ſend ſuch peeviſh Tokens to a King. * 
Suf. O wert thou for my felt — but Suffolk ſtay, 
Thou mayeſt not wander in that Labyrinth, ** 
There Minotaurs, and ugly Treaſons lurk. 
Sollicit Henry with her wondrous praiſe, 
Bet hink thee on her Virtues that ſurmcunt, 
Made natural Graces that extinguiſh Art, 
Repeat their ſemblance often on the Seas, | 
That when thou com'ſt to kneel at Henry's Feet, 30 
Thou may'ſt bereaye him of his wits with wonder, ¶ Exeunt. 
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Enter York, Warwick, a Shepherd, and Pucelle. 
York. Bring forth that Sorcereſs condemn'd to burn. 
Shep. Ah, Foun this kills thy Father's Heart out- right; 
Have I ſought every Country far and near, 
And now it is my chance to find thee out, 
Muſt I bekold thy timeleſs cruel Death! 
Ah Foan, ſweet Daughter, 1 will die with thee, 
Pucel. Decrepit Miſer, baſe ignoble Wretch, 
I am deſcended of a gentler Blood. 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. | 
Shep. Out, out----My Lords, and pleaſe you, tis not fo, 
I did beget her all the Pariſh knows: 
Her Mother liveth yet, can teſtifie 
She was the firſt Fruit of my Batch lor. ſhip. 
War. Graceleſs, wilt thou deny thy Farentage? 
York. This argues what her kind ot Lite hath been, 
Wicked and vile, and ſo her Death concludes. 
Shep. Fie Foan,.that thou wilt be ſo obſtacle: 
God knows thou art 4 Collop of my Fleſh, 
And for thy fake have I ſhed many a Tear; 
Deny me not, I pray thee, gentle Joan. 
Pucel. Peaſant, avant. You have ſuborn'd this Man 
Of purpoſe to obſcure my noble Birth. ; 
Shep. Tis true, 1 gave a Noble to the Prieſt, 
The Morn that I was wedded to her Mother. 
Kneel down and take my Bleſſing, good my Girl, 
Wilt thou not ſtoop ? Now curſed be the time 
Of thy Nativity; I would the Milk 
Thy Mother gave thee, when thou ſuck'dſt her Breaſt, 
Had been a little Ratsbane for thy ſake: RICE 
Or elſe, when thou didſt keep my Lambs afield, 
I wiſh ſome ravenous Wolf had eaten thee, 
Doſt thou deny thy Father, curſed D:ab? a 
O burn her, burn her, hanging is too good. [Exit 
York. Take her away, for ſhe hath liv'd too long, 
To fill the World with vitious Qualities. 
Pucel. Firſt, let me tell you whom you have conderan'd, 
Not me, begotten of a Shepherd Swain, 
But iſſued from the Progeny of Kings, 
Virtuous and Holy, choſen from above, 
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By inſpiration of Celeſtial Grace, | 
To work exceeding Miracles on Earth. 
I never had to do with wicked Spirits. 
But you that are polluted with your Luſts, 
Stain'd with the guiltleſs Blood of Innocents, 
Corrupt and tainted with a thouſand Vices, 
Becauſe you want the Grace that others have, 
You judge it ſtreight a thing impoſſible = 
To compaſs Wonders, but by help of Devils. 
No, miſconceived Joan of Arc hath been 
A Virgin from her tender Infancy, 
Chaſte, and immaculate in very thought, 
Whoſe Maiden-blood thus rigorouſly effus d, 
Will cry for Vengeance at the Gates of Heav'n. 
York, Ay, ay; away with her to Execution. 
War, And heark ye, Sirs; becauſe ſhe is a Maid, 
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow : | 
Place Barrels of Pitch upon the fatal Stake, 
[That ſo her Torture may be ſhortned. 
Pucel. Will nothing turn your unrelenting Hearts? 
Then Joan diſcover thine Infirmity, 
That warranteth by Law, to be thy Privilege. 
I am with Child, ye bloody Homicides: - 
Murther not then the Fruit within my Womb, | 
Although ye hale me to a violent Death. FA 
York, Now Heay'n forfend ! the holy Maid with Child? 
Har. The greateſt Miracle that ere you wrought: _ 
Is all your ftri& preciſeneſs come to this? 
Tork. She and the Dauphin have been juggling, 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 
War. Well, go to, we will have no Baſtards live, 
Eſpecially fince Charles muſt Father it. 
Pucel. You are deceiv d, my Child is none of his, 
It was Alenſon that enjoy d my Love. 110 g 
York. Alenſon, that notorious Machevile! i 
It dies, and if it had a thouſand Lives. | 
Pucel. O give me leave, I have deluded you; 38 
Twas neither Charles, nor yet the Duke j nam'd, © 
But Reignier — Naples that prevail'd. | 
Har. A married Man! that's moſt intolerable. 


* 


| Terk. 


— 
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York, Why here's a Girl; I think ſhe knows not well 
(There were fo many) whom ſhe may accuſe. 
Har. It's fign ſhe had been liberal and free. 
York. And yet forſooth ſhe is a Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemn thy Brat, and thee. 
Uſe no intreaty, for it is in vain. | 
Pucel. Then lead me hence; with whom I leave my curſe. 
May never glorious Sun reflex his Beams 
Upon the Country where you make abode; 
But darkneſs, and the gloomy ſhade of death 
Inviron you, till Miſchief and Deſpair 
Drive you to break your Necks, or hang your ſelyes, ¶ Exit. 
Enter Cardinal, 
York, Break thou in pieces, and conſume to Aſhes, 
Thou foul accurſed Miniſter of Hell, 
Car. Lord Regent, I do greet your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiſſion from the King. 
For know, my Lords, the States of Chriſtendom, 
Moy'd with remorſe of theſe outrageous broils, 
Have earneſtly implor'd a general Peace, 
Betwixt our Nation and th aſpiring French; 
And here at hand, the Dauphin and his Train 
Approacheth, to confer about ſome matters. 
York. Is all our Travel turn d to this Effect? 
Alfter the laughter of ſo many Peers, | 
So many Captains, Gentlemen, and Soldiers, 
That in this Quarrel have been overthrown, 
And ſold their Bodies for cheir Countries Benefit, 
Shall we at laſt conclude effeminate Peace? 
Have we not loſt moſt part of all the Towns, 
By Treaſon, Falſhood, and by Treachery, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered? - 
Oh Warwick, Warwick, 1 foreſee with grief - 
The utter toſs of all the Realm of France, 
War. Be patient, York; if we conclude a Peace, 
It ſhall be with ſuch ſtrict and ſevere Covenants, 
As little ſhall the Frenchmen gain thereby, 
Enter Charles, Alenſon, Baſtard and Reignier. 
Char. Since, Lords of England, it is thus agreed, 
That peaceful Truce ſhall be proclaim'd in France, 
; | We 
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We come to be informed by your ſelves, _ 
What the Conditions of that League muſt be, 

York. Speak, Wincheſter; for boiling Choler chokes 
The hollow paſſage of my poiſon'd Voice, 
By fight of theſe our baleful Enemies. : 

Wm. Charles, and the reſt, it is enacted thus: 
That in regard King Henry gives conſent, ' 
Of meer compaſſion, and of lenity, Me 
To eaſe your Country of diftreſsful War,, 
And ſuffer you to breath in fruitful Peace, 

You ſhall become true Liegemen to his Crown. 
And Charles, upon condition thou wilt ſwear 
To pay him Tribute, and ſubmit thy ſelf, 
Thou ſnalt be plac'd = Viceroy under him, 
And ſtill enjoy th ignity. 1 

Alen. Nut he — —_— of himſelf? 

Adorn his Temples with a Coronet, 
And yet in Subſtance and Authority, 
Retain but privilege of a private Man ? | 
This Proffer is abſurd and reaſonleſs. 

Char. Tis known already, that I am pofleſt 
Of more than half the Gall/an Territories, 

And therein reverenced for their lawful King. 
Shall I for lucre of the reſt un-vanquiſh'd, 
tract ſo much from that Prerogative, 

As to be call'd bur Viceroy of the whole? 
No, Lerd Ambaſſador, 11] rather keep 
That waich 1 have, than coveting for more, 
Be caſt from poſſibility of all. 

York. Inſulting Charles, haſt thou by ſecret means 
Us'd interceſſion to obtain a League 
And now the matter grows to compromite, 
Standꝰſt thou aloof upon Compariſon? + -- 
Either accept the Title thou uſurp'ſt, | 
Of bene ſit proceecing from our King, 

And not of any challenge of Deſert, 
Or we will plague thee with inceſſant Wars. 
| Reig. My Lord, you do not well, in obſtinacy 
To cavil in the courle of this Contract: 
If once it be neglected, ten to one 
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We ſhall not find like o nity. 
Alen. To ſay the truth, it is your Policy, 
To ſave your Subjects from ſuch maſſacre 
* And ruthleſs ſlaughters as are daily ſeen 
By our proceeding in Hoſtility. 
And therefore take this compact of a Truce, 
Although you break it, when your pleaſure ſerves. 


| Aſide to the Dauphin, 
Maur. How fſay'ſt thou Charles? 0 _ 
Shall our Condition ſtand? 
Char. It ſhall: 2p] 
Only reſery'd, you claim no intereſt 
In any of our Towns of Garriſon. 
York, Then ſwear Allegiance to his Majeſty, 
As thou art Knight, never to diſobey, | 
Nor be Rebellious to the Crown of England, 
Thou nor thy Nobles, to the Crown ot England. 
So, now diſmiſs your Army when you pleaſe: 
Hang up your Enſigns, let your Drums be ſtill, 


For here we entertain a ſolemn Peace. [ Exennt, 
Enter Suffolk in conference with King Henry, Glouceſter 
and Exeter. 


K. Henry. Your wondrous rare deſcription, noble Earl, 

Of beauteous Margaret hath aſtoniſh'd me: 

Her Virtues graced with external Gifts, 

Do breed Loves ſettled Paſſions in my Heart. 

And like as rigour of tempeſtuous Guſts 

Provokes the mightieft Hulk againſt the Tide, 

So am I driven by breath of her Renown, 

Either to ſuffer Sbipwrack, or arrive 

Where I may have fruition of her Love. | 
Suf. Tuſh, my good Lord, this ſuperficial Tale 

Is but a Preface to her worthy Praiſe: 

The chief Perfections of that lovely Dame, 

Had I ſufficient Skill to utter them, 

Would make a Volume of inticing lines, 

Able to raviſh any dull Conceit. | 

And which is more, ſhe is not ſo Divine, 

So full repleat with choice of all Delights, 

But with as humble lowlineſs of Mind, 


| 


Muſt be companion of his * Bed. 
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She is content to be at your command: 
Command, I mean, of virtuous chaſte intents, 
To love and honour Henry, as her Lord. 
K. Henry. And otherwiſe, will Henry ne er preſume: 
Therefore, my Lord Protector, give conſent, 
That Margaret may be England's Royal Queen. 
Glo. So ſhould I give conſent to flatter Sin. 


You know, my Lord, your Highnels i is betrothd 
Uato another Lady of eſteem, 


How ſhall we then diſpenſe with \ the amm. 

And not deface your Honour with +! pray ?. 
Saf. As doth a Ruler with unlawtu 

Or one that at a Triumph, having vow'd 


Jo try his ſtrength, forſaketh yet the Liſts. 
By reaſon of his Adverſary's odds. 


A poor Earl's Daughter in unequal odds, 
And therefore may- be broke without offence. 
Glo. Why, what, I pray, is Margaret more than te: 

_ Father is no better than an Earl, 

2 in glorious Titles he excel. 

es, my good Lord, her Father is a King, 

m2 King of Nap! ples and Feruſalem, | 
And of ſuch great Authority in France, 
That his Alliance will confim our Peace, 


And keep the Frenchmen in Allegiance. 


Glo. And ſo the Earl of Armagnac may do, 


Becauſe he is near Kinſman unto Charles. 


Exe. Beſide his Wealth doth warrant liberal Dower; 
Where Reignier ſooner will receive than give. 
Saf. A Dower, my Lords! Diſgrace not ſo your King. 
That he ſhould be ſo abject, baſe, and poor, 
To chuſe for Wealth, and not for perfect Love. 
Henry is able to enrich bis Queen, | © 
And not to ſeek a Queen to make him rich, 
So worthleſs Peaſants bargain for their Wives, 
As Market-men for Oxen, Sheep, or Horſe. 
But Marriage is a matter of more worth, 


Than to be dealt in by Attorney. ſhip; - * 
Not whom we will, but whom his Grace aſſects, 


And 


— 


Pad 
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And therefore, Lords, ſince he affects her moſt, 

It moſt of all theſe Reaſons bindeth us, 

In our Opinions ſhe ſhould be preferrd; 

For what is Wedlock forced, but a Hell, 

An age of Diſcord and continual Strife? 

Whereas the contrary bringeth forth bliſs, 

And is a Pattern of celeſtial Peace * 

Whom ſhould we match with Henry, being a King, 

But Margaret, that is Daughter to a King? 

Her peerleſs Feature, joined with her Birth, 

Approves her fit for none, bu: for a King. 

Her valiant Courage, and undaunted Spirit, 

More than in Woman commonly is ſeen, 

Will anſwer our hope in Iſſue of a King: 

For Henry, Son unto a Cenqueror, 

Is likely to beget more Conquerors, 

If with a Lady of ſo high reſolve, | 

As is fair Margaret, he be link'd in Love. 

Then yield my Lords, and here conclude with me, 

That Margaret ſhall be Queen, and none but ſhe. 
X. Henry. Whether it be through force of your report, 

My noble Lord of Suffolk; or for that 

My tender Youth was never yet attaint 

With any Paſſion of inflamiag Love, 

I cannot tell; but this I am aſſur'd, 

I ſeel ſuch ſharp diſſention in my Breaſt, 

Such fierce alarums both of Hope and Fear, 

As I am fick with working of my Thoughts. 

Take therefore Shipping; poſt, my Lord, to Franee, 

Agree to any Covenants, and procure 

That Lady Margaret do vouchſafe to come 

To croſs the Seas to England, and be Crown'd, 

King Henry's faithful and anointed Queen. 

For your Expences and ſufficient Charge, 

Among the People gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I ſay, for till you do return, 

I reſt perplexed with a thouſand Cares. 

And you, good Uncle, baniſh all offence : 

If you do cenſure me, by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it will excuſe 


* 4 
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This ſudden Execution of my Will. 
And ſo conduct me, where from company, 


I may revolve and ruminate my Grief. [Exir: 


Glo. Ay, Grief I fear me, both at firſt and laſt. 

| [Exit Glouceſter, 
Saf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail'd, and thus he goes 
As did the youthful Paris once to Greece, 
With hope to find the like event in Love, 
But proſper better than the Trojan did : 
Margaret ſhall now be Queen, and rule the King: 


But I will rule both ber, the King, and Realm, Er. 
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SECOND PART 
eo | 


King HENRY VI, 


With the Death of the 


r — — 
. 


Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John Ho 


. to Simpcox. 
titioners, Aldermen, a Beadle,Sheriff and Officers, with c. 


Dramatis been 


. 
Hum ou 

Cardmal pay Bp. of Wincheſter, 2 Uncle 10 w-y e. 
Duke of York, pretending to the Crown. © 


Dake of Buckin ham, 


Duke of Somerſet, Of the King's Party. 


Duke of Suffolk, ; 
Earl of Salisbury, 
Earl of Warwick, Of the Tork Faction. . 
Lord Clifford, F the King's Party, = 


Lord Scales, Governor- of the Tower.. 
Sir Humphry Stafford: 

Young Stafford, his = 

Alexander Iden, 4 Kentiſh Gentleman. 
1 Son to the Lord Clifford. 
Edward Plantagenet, 

Richard Plant = 5 dean, to the Duke of York, AY 
Vaux. 4 Sea. Captain. and Walter Whitmore —= Firth. 
Hume and Southwel — 2 Prieſts. 
Bullingbrook, an Aſtrologer. 

A Spirit attending on Jordan the Witch. 
Thomas Horner, an — N IIS "Rh 


Peter, his Man. > 
Mayor of St. Aibans, 1 
Simpcox an Impoſtor. Wh S 


„Smith the Weaver, and ſeueral Others — Rebels, 


ret, Queen to King Henry VI. ſecretly in Lov with 
. the Duke of Suffolk. 


VDam⸗ Elinor, Wife to the Duke of Glouceſter. 


Mother Jordan, a Witch employ'd by the Dutcheſs * Glouceſter, 


Meſſengers, and other Attendants. 


The SCENE is laid very diperſel in 1 . 
 wral Parts of England. 


— ey, hd fa. y 


The Second PA R T of 
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ACTI SCENE I 


Flouriſh of Trumpets : Then Hanuthoys. Enter 
= Henry, Dake Humphry, Salisbury, War- 
wick, aud Beaufort on the one fide, The 
Queen, Suffolk, York, Somerſet, and Bucking- 
ham on the other, © | | 


SUFFOLX 


Is by your high Imperial Majeſty, 

I had in charge at my depart for France, 

As Procurator to your Excellence, 

To marry Princeſs Margaret for your 
Grace; Sn 

So in the famous ancient City, Towys,” 

Ln preſence of the Kings of France: - 

. and Sictl, | x | 

The Dukes of Orleans, Calabar, Bretaigne, Alenſan, 

Seven Earls, twelye Barons, and twenty reverend e 


I have perform'd my Task, and was eſpous d: 
And humbly now upon my bended Knee, 
In fight of England and her Lordly Peers, 
Deliver up my Title in the Queen - | 
N [Proſenting the Queen 40 the King. 
0 
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To your moſt gracious Hand, that are the Subſtance: 
Of that great Shadow I did repreſent: 
The happieſt Gift that ever Marquiſs gave, 
The faireſt Queen that ever King receiv'd. - | 7 
K. Henry. Suffolk ariſe. Welcome, Queen Margaret, 
I can expreſs no kinder ſign of Love ; * 
Than this kind Kiſs. O Lord, that lend'ſt me Life, 
Lend me a Heart repleat with thankfulneſs: 
Far thou haſt given me, in this beauteous Facey®- 
A World of Earthly Bleſſings to my Soul, 
If ſympathy of Love unite our Thoughts. od 43-3. of 24 
Mar. Great King of England, and my 1 N Lord, 
The mutual Conference that my Mind hath had : 
By Day, by Night, waking, and in my Dreams, J. 
In courtly Company, or at my Beads, 
With you mine Alder liefeſt Sovereign, 
Makes me the bolder to ſalute my King. | 
With ruder terms, ſuch as my Wit affords; 
And over-joy of Heart doth miniſter. LL SEAL 
K. Henry. Her ſight did raviſh, but her Grace in Speech, 
Her Words yclad with Wiſdom's Majeſty, | A. 
Make me Lam wondring, fall to weeping Joys, 
Such is the fulneſs of my Heart's Content, 
Lords, with one cheerful Voice, welcome my Love. 15 
All kneel. Long live Queen Margaret, England's Happineſe. 
Mar. We thank you all. [ Flouriſhe. 
Suff. My Lord Protector, ſo it pleaſe your Grace, 
Here are the Articles of contracted Peace, 
Between our Sovereign, and the French King Charles, 5 
For eighteen Months concluded by conſent. ASE 
Glo. Reads.) Imprimis, It is agreed between the French 
I King, Charles, and William de la Pole, Marquiſs of Suf- 
* folk, e for Henry King of England, That the ſaid 
Henry ſhall eſpouſe the Lady Margaret, Daughter unto Reig- 
'Y King FACS Sicilia, and Jeruſalem, and Crown 
ueen 
ſuing 


England, ere the thirteenth of May next ene 

Item. That the Dutchy of Anjou, and the County of Main, 

hall be releaſed and delivered to the King her Father. 
K. Henry. Uncle, how now? 


Gl, 
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Glo. Pardon me, gracious 2 | | 
Some ſudden qualm hath ſtruck mT to the Heart, 

And dimn'd mine Eyes, that I can read no further, 

K. Henry. Uncle of Wincheſter, I pray read on. 

Win. Item, It is further agreed between them, That the 
Dutchies of Anjou and Main ſhall be releaſed and delivered 
over to the King her Father, and ſhe ſent over of the King of 
England's own proper Coſt and Charges, without having any 


why | 
K. Henry. They pleaſe us well. Lord Marquiſs, kneeldown 
We here create thee the firſt Duke of Suffolk, 
And girt thee with the Sword. Couſin of York, 
We here diſcharge your Grace from being Regent 
T'th' Parts of France, till term of eighteen Months 
Be full expir'd. Thanks, Uncle Wincheſter, 
Glouceſter, York, Buckingham, and Somerſet, 
Salisbury and Warwick, 5 
We thank you all for this great Favour done, 
In Entertainment to my Princely Queen. 
Come, let us in, and with all ſpeed provide 
To ite her Coronation be performed. | h 
| [Exeunt King, Queen, and Suffolk, 
| Manent the reſt. ö 
Glo. Brave Peers vf England, Pillars of the State, 
To you Duke Humphry muſt unload his Grief: 
Your Grief, the common Grief of all the Land. 
What? did my Brother Henry ſpend his Youth, 
His Valour, Coin, and People in the Wars? 
Did he ſo often lodge in open Field, 
In Winter's Cold, and Summer's parching Heat, 
To conquer France, his true Inheritance? 
And did my Brother Bedford toil his Wits 
Te keep by Policy what Henry got: 
Have you your ſelves, Somerſet, Buckingham, 
Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Receiv'd deep Scars in France and Normandy: 
Or hath mine Uncle Bedford, and my ſelf, 
With all the learned Council of the Realm, 
Studied ſo long, fat in the Council-houſe, 
Early and late, debating to and fro, 4 
. ow 


ö 
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How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe; 
And was his Highneſs in his Infancy Sex 
"Crowned in Paris, in deſpight of Foes? : 
And ſhall theſe Labours, and theſe Honours die? 
| Shall Henry's Conqueſt, Bedford's Vigilance, 
Your Deeds of War, and all our Counſel die! 

O Peers of England, ſhameful is this League, 
Fatal this Marriage, cancelling your Fame, 
Blotting your Names from Books of Memory, 

' Rafing the Characters of your Renown, 
Defacing Monuments of conquer'd France, 
Undoing all, as all had neyer been. 


\ 


This peroration with ſuch Circumſtances? 
For France, tis ours; and we will keep it till, 
Glo. Ay, Uncle, we will keep it if we can: 
But now it is impoſſible we ſhould. 
Suffolk, the new made Duke that rules the roſt, 
Hath given the Dutchy of Anſon * Main, G 
Unto the poor King Reignier, whoſe large 
Agrees not wich the leanneſs of his Purſe * 
Sal. Now by the Death of him who dy d for al, 
Theſe Counties were the Keys of Normandy: 
But wherefore weeps Warwick, my valiant Son? 
War. For Grief that they are paſt Recovery. 
For were there hope to conquer them again, 


Anjou and Main! My ſelf did win them both: 
Thoſe Provinces theſe Arms of mine did conquer. 
And are the Cities that I got with Wounds 
Delivered up again with peaceful Words? 

Mort Dieu! 

Tork. For Suffolk's Duke, may he be ſuffocate, 
That dims the Honour of this warlike Iſle: 
France ſnould have torn and rent my very Heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this League. 

I never read but England's Kings have had 


And our King Henry gives away his on 
To match with her Gat brings no vantagee. 


905 


Car. Nephew, what means this paſſionate Diſcourſe? | 


My Sword ſhould ſhed hot Blood, mine Eyes no Tears. | 


Large ſums of Gold, and Dowries with their Wives! = 


Glo. 


376. 
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Glo. A proper Jeſt and neyer heard before, 
That Suffolk ſhould demand a whole Fifteenth, 


For Coſt and Charges in tranſporting her : 


— ſhould have ſtaid in France, and ſtarvd in France 
Before —— | | 

Car. My Lord of Glo'fter, now ye grow too hot: 
It was the Pleaſure of my Lord the King. 

Glo. My Lord of Wincheſter, I know your Mind. 
"Tis not my Speeches that you do miſlike; 
But tis my Preſence that doth trouble you. 
Rancour will out, proud Prelate; in thy Face 
I ſee thy Fury: If Lins ſtay, 
We ſhall begin our ancient Bickerings. 
Lordings farewel, and ſay when I am gone, 9 
I propheſi d, France will be loſt ere long; Exit. 
Car. So, there goes our Protector in a Rage: 
Tis known to you he is mine Enemy; 
Nay more, an Enemy unto you all, 
And no great Friend, I fear me, to the King. 
Confider, Lords, he is the next of Blood, 
And Heir apparent to the Engli/þ Crown: 
Had Henry got an Empire by his Marriage, 
And all the wealth 2 of the Weſt, 
There's reaſon he ould diſpleas d at it: 
Look to it, Lords, let not his ſmoothing Words 
Bewitch your Hearts, be wiſe and circumſpect. 
What though the common People favour him, 
Calling him Humphry, the good Duke of Glo ſter, 
Clapping their Hands, and crying with loud Voice, 
Feſu maintain your Royal Excellence, 
With, God preſerve the good Duke Humphry. 
I fear me, Lords, for all this flattering Gloſs, 
He will be found a dangerous Protector. 

Buck. Why ſhould he then protect our Sovereign, 
He being of age to govern of himſelt? 
Couſin of Somerſet, join you with me, 


And all together with the Duke of Suffolk, 
We ll quickly hoiſe Duke Hwumphry from his Seat. 


Car. This weighty Buſineſs will not brock delay, 
1il to the Duke of S»ffoik prelent!y, [ExiF, 
x | dem. 


be Serond Part ef 
Som. Couſm of Buckingham, though Humphry's Folds 


And preatriels of his Place be Grief to 5 = 

Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal: 107 
Uis Iaſblence is more intolerable Aut ode 
Than all the Princes in the Land beßde; | 76128 

If Glo ſter be diſplac d. hell be Protector. 


© Buck. Or thou, or T, 42 will be Protegtor, 


— * „ l 
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Sal. Pride wyent before Ambition follows — 11 
| While theſe Ub labour for their ou Proerment, | 
* Behoves it us to labour for the Realm. 
I never ſaw but Humpe Duke of Glo fler, 
Did bear hin — — e's. 4 pol 
"Oft have 1 ſeen the haughty Cardinal - 
More like a Soldier than a Man'o ans .* 
As ſtout and proud. as he were Lord of all, 
Svvear like a Ruffian; and demean himſelf 
| \ Vulike the Ruler of a Common west. 
mmi my Son, the Comfort of my 1 
Thy Deeds, thy Plainneſs; and thy Hou — 
Have won the greateſt Favour of the 2 he 
Excepting none but Good Duke Humphrey. 
And Brother York, thy AQs in Ireland, lay: 7 
In bringing them te civil Diſciplines” | 1 
Thy late Exploits done in the — of Franc, ity 
| When thou'wert Regent for apr 
Have made thee — — honour of t 
Oin we together ick Good, 9 
Is what we can, to bridle and ſuppreſs”, on 
The Pride of Suffolk, and the Cardinal, 1 * 
Wich Somenſes s and Biithingham's — t 
1 And as we may, cheriſh Duke Humphry's Rees, ! i 
E While they do tend the Profit of the Land. 


. 


a 
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1 mar. So God help Warwick, as he loves the Land, 1 
5 And common Profit of his e | 
= York. And ſo fays Tork, bo: wh 's, e 144 
Ii For he hath greateſt Cauſee oo PN 
13 Sal. Then let's 1 Hi HO 
i "And look unto the main. , on 9 


4 War. 


mar. Unto the main? 

Oh Father, Main is loſt, 

That Main, which by main Force Warwic did win, 

And would have kept, ſo long as Breath did laſt: 

Main-chance, Father, you meant, but I meant Main, 

Which I will win from France, or elſe. be ſlain. 

LEX. Warwick and Salisbury. Mauer York: 

York. Anjes and n mee to. the e os 0 


= — b 2 


Paris is loſt, 2 of. Normandy. | 8 . 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are e een 
Suffolk coneluded on the Articles, e 
The Peers agreed, and Henry was well x | LP 


Te two Dukedoms for a Duke's 7 hs Danger, 
I cannot blame them all, what ist to them; 
"Tis thine they give away, and not their 2 


Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their EY Katt 


$5 


And purchaſe Friends, and ive to ON * Ar 
Still revelling like Lords ti all be gone. 1 out . A 
While as the filly Owner of the Goods .. | 


Weeps over them, and wrings his hapleſs ES * N 
And ſhakes his Head, and trembling ſtands Yooh, 4 .- pf 
While all is ſhar'd, and all is born away est 
Ready to ſtarve, and dare not touch his own... | 
So York muſt fit, and fret, and bite his Tongue, & . 

While his own Lands are bargain'd for, and ſold: , . 
Methinks the Realms of England, France and e. 
Bear that proportion to my Fleſh axe * 

As did the fatal brand 79 — 7 od ar 
Unto the Prince's r 6 e 
Anſeu 2nd Main both giyen unto the French !. 

Cold News. for me: For I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile England's Soil. 

A day will W when York, ſhall claim his o] ;, 
And theref will take the Newills parts, 


And make'a ſhew o e ee 164 . 1 


And when I ſpy by Adxgneager cl m the, — 
0 that $ hi Q Mark I ſeek to hit: PT 


11.424 


Nor ſhall: 0 Lancaſter uſurp my > * Mk 


Nor hold the Scepter in his childiſh; Fi 
Nor wear the Diadem upon his Head. 10 
Whoſe Church- like Humour fits not for a Crown: 

Vor. IV. e Them 
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N Then York be till a while, till Time do ſervs ?: 
1 Wu thou, and wake when others be aſleep, | 
| . y into the Secrets of the. Sate, Fd 

Ti Henry ſurfeiting in joys of Love, 

With his new Bride, and England's dear bought — 
And Humphry with' the Perg be full at Jars. | | 
. Then will 1 Taiſe aloft the Millewhite -Roſs,: | 

wich whoſe ſweerſmelf the Air ſhall be perfurn'd, = | | 
| And in my Standard bearthe- — Net; | 

To grapple with the Houſe of L 
And force perforce I'll male bim. yield we Crown, 

Whoſe Bookiſh Rule hath pull'd Falp England don. 

[Exie York, 
Vier Dake Hump ; an bis Wife Eleanor. 12S | 
Elean. Why droops my Lord; like oyer-ripen'd Cora d 
2 ging the Head ue Cre plenteous Load? | > 
dot e Duke Hymphry knit Browsy 
waing the Fivours of the World? | 

Why are thine Eyes fler to the ſullen Earth, 

at that which 'ſcemsy nden | 

What ſeeſt thou there? King-Hemy's Diadem 1 

] 
4 


8 


Inchac'd with all tha-Honours of the World? 


If fo, on; and grovef on th W 

Until thy Head de eireled Wirk the umme | 
Put forth ; reach atithe glorious Cold. 5 | 
What, ife'reo fore? LI lengrhtn it with mine. | 


And having -'heay'd it up, 
We'll both together lift our Heads to Heaven, 
And never more abaſe our Sight ſo low, 
- As to vouchſafe one glance unto the Ground. | 
Glo. O Nell; ſweet Nell, if thou doſt lore thy Lord, 
Baniſh the Canker of -Ambitious T *. 


And may chat t, when 1 image T in 
— 4 King a 


virtuous Henry, 
Mortal World. 
1 ay lv Dreams this *Nightdo” make me Gd, 
Elean. What dream'd my Lord? -tefl'me, and ll requite it 
With ſwyeet Rehearſal of my Morning's Dream. 
Glo. Methought this Staff, mine Office badge in Court, 
Was broke 1 in twain; by whom, N 


1 


$127 \ 
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v 
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But as T think, it was by th' Cardinal. 
And on the pieces of the. broken Ward 
Were plac'd the Heads of Edmond, Dole of gene. 
And William de la Pole, firſt Duke of Suffolk; 
Ta was the Draw, Wot hace 1 God. knows: 
an. Tut, was not an ment, 
That he that breaks a Stick of Gers Grove, . 
Shall loſe his Head for his Preſumption. Wat. 
But liſt to me, m 0 my dert Duke: RL 
Methought I fate in Seat W | 
Ia the Cathedral Church of 2 | 
And in that Chair where Kings and Queens were crown'd; 
Where Henry and Margaret kneel'd to me, 
And on my Head did fet the Diadem. | 
Gio. Nay. Bleanor, then muſt I chjde outright: 
Preſumptuous Dame, ill: natur d Elewnor, 
Art thou not ſecond Woman. in the Realm 
And the ProteQtor's Wife, beloy'd of him? 
Haſt thou not worldly Pleaſure at command, | 
Above the reach or compals of th ke. ahh a 
And wilt thou ſtill be hammering — 1 
To tumble. dowyn thy Husband = thy as | 
From 5 of Honour, to ace 's feet? 
Away from me, and let me no more. 
„What, What, my. Lord, are you ſo Cholerick 

With Eleanor, for telling but her Dream? 
Next time, rit keep my Dreams unto my ſelf. 
And 2 __ Fans tet 
Glo, Na not angry, I am pleas 

N. Euer Meſſenger. w__ 
Meſſ. My Lord Protector, tis his ys Fire, 
Tou do prepare to ride unto St. Albans, | 
Whereas the King and Queen do mean to Hawk. : 

Gh, I yo: Come Nel, thou wilt ride with us? a 

[Ex: Glo. 
Elean. Yes, my good Lord, III follow preſently," 
Follow I mult; 7 cannot go defore, 
While Glo ſter bears this baſe and bumble Mind. 
Were La Lia a Duke, and next of Blood, 


G 1 
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And ſmooth my way upon their Lk Necks: 4 


And being a Woman, I will doko wes 
To play my part in Fortune's Pageant. __ 
Where are you there? Sir are — Toa not, Man; | 9 77 
We are alone, here's none ut thee and I, - 15 

N | 3 4 


Hume. Jefus1 ö your way 77 05 NEW! Lites! 2 » 


"Elean. What iayilt thou? Majef: 
Hume. But by the Grace of G and Huss Advice; j 


"Your Grace's Title ſhall be multiply d, 1 | 
tra 


''Elean. What ſay ſt thou, Man? Haſt thou as yet con 
"With Margery Jordan, the cunning Witch; 
With Roger Bullmgbrook, the hes SRD ibs 

And will they undertake to do m 


19" 


Hume. This they have e * abe | 


A Spirit rais d rem depth of N 44 
"That ſhall make anſwer to ſuch Dogg ED 5 4 
As by your Grace eue biw. * 
Vlean. It is enough I'll thin n the ins: 
When from St. Albans we do make return; 
We'll ſee thoſe things effected to uh full. 1 5 
Here Hume, take this Reward, make merry Man. =: 
With wy Confederates i in this eighty FP. mY 2 
eanor. 


| Hume. Hume muſt ako merry with the pe e 
Marry and fhall; but how now, Sir, John 144 
Seal up your Lips, and give no Words, hat Nam * 
The buſineſs asketh filent ſecrecy. 1 
Dame Eleanor gives Gold, to bring the Wich: 
Gold. cannot come amiſs, were ſhe a Devil, . +. 
Yet have 1 Gold flies from. another Coalt: _ N 
1 dare not ſay, from the rich Cardinal. A * 
And from the great and new-made Duke of 2 05 
Tet I do find it ſo: For, to be plain, 0 
| They (knowing Dame Eleanor's aſpi heed... 

Have hired me to undermine the Dutcheſs, ' 
And buz theſe Conjuratiens in her Brain. 


They lay, a crafty by Koone 
e 


Yet 5 i Suffolt's, a 


* 
: +%* 4 
* 


does need no . „ 
Cardinal's Broker. 5 5. og 


Huge, if you take tiot heed, you ſhall go 
. ty Knaves. 


Well, 


1 


Dee 
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Well; ſo it ftands; and thus I fear at aſt, FRY 
Hume Knayery will be the Dutcheſs's Wrack, 

And her Attainture will. be Hwmphry's Fall: | 
Sort how it will, 1 ſhall have Gold for all. [ Exit.” 
Emter three or four Petitioners, the Armorer's Man being one. - 

1 Peg: My Maſters, let's ſtand cloſe, my Lord Proteftor 
will come this way; by and by, and then we may deliver 
our Supplications in the 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord protect hire, fo he's a yy 
Man, Jeſu bleſs him. 

Enter Suffolk, and . 


1 Pet. Here a comes methinks, and "RUA 2 


Il be the firſt ſure 

2 Per, Come back, rk this is the Duke of Suffolk, and 
not my Lord Protector. 

Suff. How now, Fellow z wo would't anything with me? 

1 Pet, I pray, my Lord, pardon me, took yet for my 
Lord Protector. . 

©. Mar. To my Lord Protetior? [read ng] Are your ir Sup- 
plications to his Lordſhip? let me {ee them; what is thine ? 

1 Pet, Mine is, and't pleaſe your Grace, againſt Jahn Good. 
man. my Lord Cardinal '; Man, for keeping my Houſe, and 
Lands, and Wife, and al 7 PRs 

Suf. Thy Wife too? That's ſome wrong indeed, What's 
yours? What's here? Reads] Aan the Date of 
Suffolk, for incloſing the Commons of > lelford. How now. 
Sir Knave 2 
2 Pet. Alas, Sir, 1 am but a poor Petitioner of our whole - 2 

Townſhip. 

3 Pet. Againſt my ; Maſter, Thomas Horner, for ſayivg, - | 
That the Duke of-York was rightful Heir to tlie Crawn. 
2 Mar. What ſay ſt thou? did the Duke of York bays... 
be hy 7.7 Heir. to the Crown ? 

t t my Miſtreſs was? No, forſooh; 8. 
fer ſaid, that he Was; and that the King was an e F 

Suf. Who is there? . 
5 Enter Servant. 

Take this Fellow in, and ſend for his Maſter with a Par. - 
ſuivant preſently ; we'll hear mote of "a Matter before 
„LE Serv. 
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C 
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Is this the Faſhion in the Cour of Er f Merl | 


1 chought King Harn bad reſembled the, 


270 The Sichild Part'of 
2 May. And 45 for you thit love to be protected s 


Under the Wings of dur ProteQor's Grace, 


Begin r Suits: anew, und ſue to him. 
2 TTenrs the * 
"Away, baſe ce N ro fraud, "I 


Come, let's be 
. Mar. My Lord Ke ay,” een, 


7 0 


Is this the Government of Br s 2 3 

And this the Royalty of Albion's Ki . 
What, ſhall Kigg de be a Pupil Rt . 
Under the furly Glofter's Governance? = 5. | 1 * 
Am 1. * — in Style, Ro & . 


Aud müff be made a Sabheck ie f Beke 


I cell thee, Pool, when, in the City Towrs er + of 15 2 
Thou ran ſt ta Tilt in Honour of my Love, * 
And ſtotſt away the Ladies Hears of Frances 


— 


In Courage, Courtſhip, and — + 
But all be Mind is bent to _ e 
To number Av# Maries on 


His Champions ure the th Prophees und vii CY 6 15 "on 
x 1 


His Weapons kw Pl pu 

Eli Study is Lin —4 i I 

Are aten! Canonized aide, br ano 
1] would the Co n Wm 7 0 


Would chuſe him Pope, © im to ns | 
And fer the Triple 12 * 
3 i for bis Helinels EV 
' Mada! Ts * 

Wees ce e en e n 
Grice's full Content. 
2 deugbey Protector. RO 
The impetious Churchman; Somerſer, "Butkivghto, 
Aud granibling 257d and not the feaſt of theſe, 
But can do more in England than the King. * * 
Aud be of theſe tit van do- moſt of all, 7 
Cannot'do more in England,” than the Nevis ; : Nr 
 Salibury 1nd Wit wick ure no Far. TH 

2. Not al theſe Lords ver me bl much 


; 


Xi HNA VI. 271 


þ 
Ant that proud Dame, the Lord — b dei | 
ſwerps it through the Court With troops Ladies, 
More like an Empreſz, than Duke Hampbrys Wife: 
Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen 
She bears a Duke: Revendes on her Back, ö 
And ir her Heare ſhe ſeorns our Poverty : | 1 
Shall T not live 0 be 'd —— her ? 
Contemptuous baſe born lot-as ſhe's, * 
She vaunted } her Minions t utber day, 
The very train of her worſt'wearing Gown 
Was better worth than all my Father's Lands, 
Till Suffolk gave two Dukedoms for his Da 
Sue — my {elf havelim'd a buſ for' 
And plac'd a Quire of ſuch enticing Birds, 
That "ihe will light to liſten to their Lays, 
And never mount to trouble you again. 
So let her reſt; and, Madam, liſt to me, 
For I am bold to eon you in this 
Although we * not the Cardinal. 
FE 
we have in 
As for the Duke of rt, this late Complaint 
Will make bur little ſor his benefit; 
So one by one we'll weed them all at laſt, 
And en Hear, Do ſelf hall _— the e 
| y. —— and the Dutcheſs. 
K. — i y part, Noble Lor u, I care not whicks, 
Or Somerſet; or SA ull's one to me. 
York, If York have ill 'demean'd bimſclf in France, 
Then let him be'deny'd the Regentſtip. | 
Som. If be unworthy of the 
Let York be Regent, I will yield to him. 
Hur. Whetber your Grace be worthy, 9 
not that, Tork is the worthier. 
Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy Retter ſpeak. 
mur. The Cardinal's not my Better in the Field. 
Buck. All in this Preſence are chy Betters. Warwick, 
"War: Warwick. may live to be the beſt of all. 
Nt I Foe FOE as —_— 


ir 
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Sal. Peac * — and 3 cn, Bn 
| Why Swmer/+e- ſhould: be; prefery'd in, this; 
2. Mar. Becauſe the King forſooth will Log L. 


5 Madam, the. King, i N 
To give this — — 17 — oman's 


Mar. If be be old enough, u wh neces your ace 
1 Protector of e gals why 5 ' 
Glo. Madam. Jam Protector m. , 02 
And at bis enen, will r ad un my 7 | 


Siu. Refign;it then, and leave thine Infolence. |... 
Since thou wert King, as who. is Ring. but thou? 

Tbe Commonwealth hath;daily run to wrack,. bg. 
The Dauphin hah prevail d beyond. the Seas, 
And all 5 Peers ee en th Rem 
Have been as Bond. e to thy Sov: 


wy 4 ks bi : 
Car. The Pr haſt a Ld F gy's bet 


Are lank and lean, wi we AIRY 6. 7 
Som. Thy ſumptuous 11 15 e 
1 9 lick Treaſure 1 ua 75 x 


hy cr in Executi 11G $4784 28 | 2 

Upon on Of Fade * ' ty $675 wt N 
And left e Klee m 2 — W. 1 0 1 Aim lin 

Mar 7 'Of ces Town France 6 

It. 15 Were e As the. Take is great. Bd 85 


Would make be gc bop without © Head, 


ire. ine my Fan; ws ; Minn, cane . 14 Xx 
' [She gives the: Dutcheſs a box on the Ear. 

1 7,008 y; Madam; was it ou 

an. Wart SP yes, Lit was, proud 1 wm 
Could I come near your Beauty with, mA. Nail, 8 
J could fer my Ten Kan ag 9 8 Jour Par 
eee 
gala er I ? 
a. l thee, and da DW e 2 Din 
Though in — 95 place moſt Haber wears no e 


86e dall vor ike Dame, Elan v ungevenged, _ | 


4 Buck, Lord Cardinal, 1 yl follow Eleanor, 
And lillen after Kan b ow he RS: 


Exit Glo, | 


CY, 


boy Rach bead - ſtrong Warwick. 


| Ws s Words were: theſe; That Richard Duke of Wu 
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A need no ſpur, 
She 1 gallop: eee Back fan 


Moog! NI . ' Enter; Hump td; 40 

Ul Lords, my Cholpr — . 1 
With walking once about the Quadrangle, +, . |... 
I come to of Comimonwe th :H 4X 

As for _ ſal. falſe;ObjeQtions,. |; 
Prove t I lye to'the ow; RS SA af } 
But God 1 2 g, deal * Re ogy 
Az Lin Duty:love! my Kin Ain | wo _—_ 


| 2 to the Matter that we- I 


govereign, Tork i 18 meeteſt Man A ct 
Ty pt ng 05>. ops Realm of France. * | = 

„ Before we make Election, give me le : , 
To ſhew ſome Reaſon, of no little force, U 
That/ xl is moſt unmeet of any Man, 

York, I'II tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmet? 
Firſt, for I cannòt flatter thee, in, Pride; r 
Next, if 1 be appointed for the Place, /, ©  |_ 
My Lord of e ll keep.e hrs Sod: BUEEA 

thout Diſcharge, Mony, or Furniture. | 
Till France be Won into the Date 8 Hands 7 
Laſt time I danc d attendance on his will, . 
Till Paris ws befieg'd, famiſh'd and loſt. 

Far. That I can witneſs, and a fouler Fact 
never Traitor in the Land commit. 


, 
| FY 


Mut. 42 of Pride, why ſhould 1 AY 
rner the Armorer, MIT 
Becauſe here is 4 Man accugd of Treaſon, 


1 e the Duke of York excuſe himſelf. 


Verk. Doth any one accuſe York ſor à Traitor? 


K. 1 f What mean ſt thou, Suffolk? tell me, what are 


it your Majeſty, this is the Man ([ theſe? 
ATE doth 1 2 his Maſter of High Treaſon: * 


as rightful Heir unto the Engliſh Crown, 


And — your, Majeſty was an Uſu 
Ben Sp, Man vi ** , 


N 


- his Fault the 
| OR e hare 


- Man for a Vila reel» hag 1 5 


my Caſe; the ſpight of eee 


| — 
| 
, 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
f 
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Am. $i en "Majeſty, Deter: td wb# 


qt any ay 850 i my utnsſa lm fal 
Kees M CO Been wy bod, he did ſpeak them 


to me dt Garret one 
Lord of York's 

8 
Til have th & 


V% ee 

Armour. n 7 

Feten, aearfltectanieal; 

Head for thisthy . 

I do beſeeeh your No 10 Ma ey, by: 

Let him hav all ebe 5 wiofthe! Ir. Wo: 
Arm. Alas, m Lord, he Words: 

my Accuſer is my Prentice, und when 1 dis i 

Ger Day, he CE Ng bers: 
iwkneſs ofthis ;rhere- 
not cuſt ura an honeſt 


c Thi dees, 8 ld 18 = * 
T my Lord, i 

Let Somerſet be Regent Ger the — 4a 

Becauſe in Tork this breeds Tuſpicioh; © | 0 3 


| And ier theſe beef Bey pe en 
For fingle Combat, in convenient place, * 2 0 5 
For be ath Wieneß of his Servant : Malice: - * 


This is the Law, and e 2 
Sem T humbly thabk your Royal Majeſty, © 
_ fm. And 1-accept the Combar'Willingly. - - 
Peter, Alas, my Lord: I eitmotfight ee nen 


againſt 
Lord have WER upon mei ge yer de idle to fight a 
blow: O Lord, my Heart. gh 


0b. Sirrah, or you miſt fight; or gte be h 0. 


K. Henry. Awa ay with them to) Priſon; and © thy bf 


Combat, Hal) be the laſt of "the next"Mlonth. es bo 


- merſet, we'll ſee thee ſent away. eum. 


3 Eurer . . 1 ume, eee, 
u 00 
ame Come, my Maſters, the Dutcheſs, 1 tel-you, ex· 
N. erformance 'of your-Promiſes. | | 
„ Maſter Hume; we are therefore provided : Will 
x Laer bebold I our Exorcifms?. 
Hume, 


Worte him for © 


S + 
rf we. v ta 


Ln Heanwr\VI wm 


_ 1 Mins. Ay, -whatrelſe? Fear you not her. outage. 

„ 1 haveiheard ber to be a Woman of an 
\ Spirits but it ſttall convenient; Master Hume, 
that you de bee e re 
Na SOD — Bart; Joe 

ther For grovol on 
Southwel, read you,.and.let.usito-our work. © - 
Prater Elesnor above: 
Eken.: Well-aid; my Maſters, nnen To- 
= 2 — the ſaoner the / better.. al 


n * 
pr yoo 3 whe Night, 1h 
1 Night m was et ea he,. 


The time when Screech-owls cry, and Ban · dags bewl ;. 
When Spirits walls; arid Ghofs br break-up their Gs 
That time beſt ſita the ) Weẽỹ have in hand. | 
Madam, fit and frar not; whom: we raiſe 
We will m e.faft within a hallow's Venge. 
[Here —— belonging 8 
\. Bullingbrook, or South wel wry Conjuro te. 8 Is 
2 terribly ; then 1b . 
S * 
1 by the erernal. God, 
Whoſe Name and Rn thou trembleſt at. 
Anſwer that Lask: For till chou ſpeak, 
Thou ſhalt not paſs;from hence. | 
Spirit. Ask whatzhou-wils.--+That 1 ind Aid, andidone f 
Bulling. Firſt of the King: What ſhall ot him become. 
S ͤgtirit. The Dukechet les,” that Maury ſtall depoſe: 
But him out- live, and die a violent Death. 
[45 the Spiriteſpeals they. write the ar; 
Julling. What Fates await the Puke of Suffalk ? 
Spirit. 4 By Water ſhall he die, and take his End | 
prong ye What ſhall-bofall che Duke of b 1 
Spirit. * ſhun (aſiles. ; F 14 
Safer ſnall he be upon the ſandy, Plains, | AT 
Than where Caſtles mounted-ftand-.. A 3A 
Have done. for more 1 hardly can-endure. 1 
Fell Deſcend to Darkneſs, and the mund 
rale Fiend mm | Thunder and. Lightning- Spins: deſcends. 
5 * a 


— — > 


— — — 
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Enter" the Due York; und the! Dur f of Backingbur n. 


een with thel” Guahd," and ben in, 


8 "0k 12 Hands upon theſe Traitbrs and their u 


iBeldam, 1 think we-warch'd'' — an oſs: d 


Are deep indebted for this piece of Pls © 


S 


Away With them, let them be el 


- What, Madam, ure you there? The and Common. me 


My Lord Protector will, I doubt it not, e e 
See fg erden d for theſe good * 1 
{> bad as thine(to Bugland's King,” 
1 — that threata\ſt'where's no eauſe: 1 8 
öh True; Madan; none at all: What vall youhis? 
* = 
And = ru rh Non Madam With us. 1 
Stafford, ue ber te the: 7. 
We'll ſee yout Trinkers dee @obcoming te 
Away: [Eu Guard with Jordan, Southwel, &c. 
York. Lord Butkinghaw, merhiok+ youwrarch'd ber well 


A pretty Plot; well choſen ts build\upog,o + 11 wv * 0 
* my Lord. let's ſec the Devil's Writ, INTE 
© Whit have we ca: hp (5 oY * 508 T, it - (Reads, 
Nake leaves Henry Suey een 00 
Bus him e and die a violent Deathin\ i 1 q 
Why, this is Juſt; 4 te Ae Romana vines jſo ky 
Well, to the feſt: 18 \ 
Tell me what fate awaits the Duke of ent 1 ü 
By Water ſhall he die and take bis En. Q 6 or 
" e A ay 9 
0 ws 5 * 15 155 by 
all be be the Plains, k ne * 
2551 Cale due, 2 "Mts 50 chic 50 
Como, come, my Lords, ah. "6 7 
Theſe Orseles are hardly mid, © TD we i 7 
And hardly underſtood... 2 7 G 
The Kiag is now in progreſs binds $t; e, 1 
With him the Husband ors lonely Dady ?: 
Thither go theſe New, ge f len 2 tech; / 80 
As faſt as Horſe can carry ener ele zd, at * 


A ſorry breakfuſt fbr m Lord Protector, 


Buck. Tour Grace ſhall give me leave; Lordof York A 
Tode the Ted in bone of his n . . 


Tn, a 


King HENRY VI. 


Tork. At your Pleaſure 8 "A ad Or 
Who's like chain hoe N WW 

$255 Enter 4 Serving emen. 51 rofl 
Invite my Lords of Saliaum and — 108 
To ſup with me to morrow Night. Away. L ene 
n uem, Protector, Cardinal, and Suffolk, 
| with Faulkners hallowing. 


Aer. Believe me Lords, for yin at the Brook, 
8 theſe ſeven. Years Day; 
your leave, the: Wind was very biphy. 


"And ten to 5 * ou <6 
K. Henry. But what a point, my Lord, . 
And what a pitch ſhe flew above the reſt: 1 5. 5 | oh #3 
To ſee how God i ble ohne ovaatis 
Yes Man and Birds are fain of climbing high. 
Suff. No mardel and it like your Majeſty, 
| 3 Lord Protector“ Hawks-do-towre ſo well; 
know their eee ie ears) 
And bears his T Thoughus e his F N 
Glo, My Lord, tis but a baſe ignoble Mind. 
That mounts no higher than a Bird can ſoa r. 
Car. I tłbught as much, he would be aboreheCloude. 
le. Ay; my Lord Cardinal, bow think you by that? 
W it not good, your Grace could fly to Reva? 
The Treaſury of everlaſting lor. 
An — "Th Heaven is on Earth, thine Eyes and * 
„eat . r- 9 — thy. Heart. ; | 
Fernicious Protector, dangerous Peer, I 
That ſmooth'ſt it fo with King and Commonweal pe” 
] _ Bvictibogd grown 5 rare es 
s your grown 10 peremptory 104 ˙2 
Tantone auimis' Cœleſtibus ira? Churchmen ſo hot? q 
Good Uncle, hide ſuch Malice: / 
With ſuch Holineſs can you do it? L 
| Suf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes | 
a So good a . er and ſo bed 2 ** ä 1 2 
Gio. As who; my Lord? <7 3 
| Suf. Why, as. you, my Lord, - 1 70 0 
An't like your Lordly Lord Protectorſſip. "OT, 
* Why, Suffols, England knows thine: — 


W | 2 


= The — 


K. H Ce, — PC 26 ty 
And — * O e00:furiens Peers, | 
a For bleſſed are the:Percemabers on. Barth, ' | 
— — Lads; 
| And this with my 1 
3 Glo. Faith, n . 


ͤ——m— — — 2 ů — x — 


A. Marty, whe thou duk. that. 
Glo. Make up 


In thine own Ferforankwer y {mane dads; 


| Car. A n B36 
_ 'Andiif thou ua, this Evening, IST 61 

On the Eaſt fideof the See. 

K. Henry. Ho ner, m Los??? 35 wt of 

; Car. Believe mo, Coulin-Glofer, - r 

' Had not your - 4 mo Aa Fowl ſo-laddenly, | 

We had had more | 14. 

Come with thy ewo-Hland Surord. 2 [fe udo. 

Glo. True, Uncle, . THEFasd bod 
The Eaft fide of the'Grove: bv 21 od bl ge 


K. Why how now, bel un- 
lo. Talking. —— — 1050 when 


Now by God's Mother, Prieſt, 

I'll ſhave your Cron for this, 

! Or all my fence ſhall fail. e a2vaoti d! Gba, 
err. Ai Meier cur eee rell, 


E Han. The Winds grow E 0m perm 
K. So do your Stemachs, Lo n þ 
How rege. is this Muſick to my Batt? | 
When ſuch Strings Jar; wohat hope er 
J pray, my Lords, det me compound this ſtrife. A 
Enter One cmi A Miracle. 
Glo. What means this Noiſe? | af: 4987 
Fcllow, what Miracle do'ſt thou proclim+ 
One. A Miracle, & Miracle. 
Suf. Come to the King, and tell him ber üble 
One. Forſooth, a blind Man at St. Aba Shrine, 
Within this half hour hath receiv d hi abe. N 
| A e een | 


- ”_— | 1 By. 4 


Cardinal, I amowith nm Lan. 


ww. %. kn A&A " ws tw 


Ne e VI; „es 


. Now God be prais d r 
Sives 2 in Dalneß - 
Mayor — and) — Ver 


e two in a Chai, — N 
wa Here come. the e 
o preſent Highheſs vi ft 
K. — — in this Tandy Vale, 
Anhangh by bis fight bis Sin de multiplied, 
Gle. Stand by, my Maſters, bring him near the King, | 8 
His plenſure is to / talk With him. n 
k. God · fellow tall us here the Cireumftance;: 
That we-tor thee may glorifie the Lord. 
What, . = blind, 1 
Smp. Born blind, 2 t pleaſe, a 
1 indeed was he. > ch ny 
* t Woman is this? 

His Wife, and't like your Worſhip. 
. Hadſt thou beam his Modder, * coulit have 
K. . on born? | * 

3 At | ara mirage Nn, and Ike: pen 


3 peer Sou 
God's Geest hath been great to N 
Let never Day nor Night unhallewed pas, 
But till remomber what the Lord hath dane. NY 
Queen. Tell me, Goodfellow, --:; 2 
Cam ſt thou here by Chance, e, 
To this holy Shrine ? el 
Simp. God knows of pure Devotion, - Tio 
Being call'd a hundred times, and uftneerr,r 
In my ſleep, by good Saint fiber: 
Who: ſaid; ee e my , 
Aud 1 will help thee, | 
Wife. Moſt true, forſooth; ; 
And many a time : and oft my ne hove heard a Voice, | 
To call bim ſo. 
Simp. A Almighty me, 
. SAL cam'lt thou * 25 


4 as 


” 
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280 Thi Scoond Hart af 
e Mat en wo e 


APlutwoder Maſter: N I i ny} 412i 
= haſt thou! deen blind: Ty 1 0 4 
e erg Mater 

Sl. What aud onde climb a Tre? 41 
t that Midllomy Life; when I was a Youth, 
E os true, and ht his climbing very dear. 
tum ſo 17 11: en. 


LS 
Gib. A ſubtle Rüzve, but 
Let me ſee thine E yes wink now, oy gra 
In my Opinion; yet*thaw eſt not wall. 
2 Yes, Maſter, clear as oy; 1 thank God/a Saint 
AW 217 
—- Say'ſt thou me for; what Colour is this Cloak of 
Red, Maſter, red as Blood.: ear: {+54 ; BD 
We Why that's well , wok WIRE Colour is m Gown 
u 2 u 2919007 - "ri .A 
ria cealblack}26-Jat. A 42 
K. Henry. my then, thou know'ſt what colour ſet 0 
4 And I think, Jet he did never ce. 
loaks and Gowns, before this Da Day, .a;m#ny 70 
Wife. Never: before this 9 Ave 12, 
Glo. Tell me Sirrall, 5 my Name : rare l. 5 
Simp. Alas Maſter, | keokwinbe, J 99 IT av 1 
ir Wbardihis Name? 55h) vg 25596 noc 10 
, I know not, Weid? yio fro 
R- Gh. Nor his? Nofze vc. Sg To Prom! bog, quail 
Simp. No indeech Witter. -- 8 bank's Fe q 
— What's thine own Name? 0% vs, rf 


Miſter, wy Wife 'gefired: f a 
we climb, Au Gager of my Hife. 
yet i ſhalb not ſervers, ür 


0 Henn * 


imp.” Sumer Smpeut and fear you, Mater, 
| 2 bo Then Sammer, fit there, Fox 1t 
The lyingſt Knave in Chriſtendom. | 0 n 


If thou Radſt been born blind: No Las 3111. 6 Hr 5K 
Thou might'ſt as well have known all our Name, 
As thus to know the r Wears.” 


3 ahi * N 


oy 


Mais chow Tor'lt T. TINO PS ce. 


them, * 


King Hil VI. | IF 
- leis impoſſible. 120 
My Lords, Saint PR here e a Miracle: 
And would ye not think that Cunning to be great, - =y 
That could reftore this Cripple to bis 4 again | 


Simp. O Maſter, 7 vou could? my 
ner My, Matters of Sat e 
154 e jour Town, 9 3 bag ctrot! 
ings call d Whips 10 5 itt 


* Ves, my 1050 it eee wt e 
Gia, Then fend for one E ent] 
22 Sirrah, 17 o fetch the Be 4 hither fraight. 7 
Glo. Now, me a Stool hither by and b. 
Now Sirr vou mean to ſaye your Ga from Whippings | 
me over this Stool, and run away, 
Alas HMaſter, I am not able to ſtand alone: 
ou g0 about to e bb en of 
Enter 4 dle with Whip. ba A 
Slo. Well Sir, we L u find — Lage. 3 
Sir h Beadle, whip him kill he — over that ſame rl 
| Pr; ola e e i ' 
25 F irrah, off with your Do t, quic Few, 
a imp. Alas, Maſter, what ee [Ut whe in 


; [ie Hd ha bi once, be lends ober the Std, 
Aud runs 8 Arte and cry, A Miracle. 
X. H Th Tree thou this, and beareſt ſo long! 
, Keen. Rs yo me laugh to ſee the Villain run. 
Glo. Follow the Knave, and take this Drab away. | 
Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. A 
- Glo. Let him be whipt through every Market W 
Till they come to Berwick, {40m —.— the 8 = 


5 7 Duke Humphry has don Miracle to — * 
G 


True, made the Lame te leap, and fly away. 
: But you have done more Miracles than I; * 
You made in a Day, my Lord, whole Towns to fly. ; 
8 (ha Tile rd bar Conf Inching 

K. Henry, W. ings with our am? 
». Buck. Such as my Heat doth tremble to unfold: 
* of naughty Perſons, mm bent, N 


— 
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282 © The. Second Part er 


"Vader the Countenance and Confederacy , . 
Of Lady Eleaner, the Protector 's Wife, Bae e 1 
The Ring deader and Head of all 4. 24445 48 

Have d dan againſt = 255 c 
Dealing wuh Witt pn tae meme 2 
Whom we have a — its the at, O + A | 
Raifing up "wicked Spirits from under Ground, | £2208 
Demanding of King — Lie aud Death,” 
And other of your Highneſs Fri une, 1 50 
As more uf drge youf Grace" hall undefſtand. 

| ' Car. And ſo, my Lord Protector, by ts means 
Your Lady is forth coming. yet at Laab. 
This News Itbink, hath rora'd your Weapou's ed. 


an 


Olo. Ambitious Church · man leave to 7 — my Heart : 
| Sorrow and Grief have vanquiſtyd all my Powers; 
And yanguiſh'd'us T'am,” yield to thee, __ 
. Or to the meaneſt Groom 
K. Remy. OGod; "rick ergo 
Heaping Confuſion on their own Heads thereby? 
un. Ole fer, fer here the Faitture of thy Nea. 
And Took thy ſelf be faultleſa, thou wert beſt. 
Gls, Madam, for prin to Heay'n 1 do appeal, 
How I have b my and Common weale: 
And for my Wife, 1 — e . 
oc! hin age what 1 bare heard; © 
Noble the is; but if ſhe have 
with fuck, 


Honsur arid Virtue, and 
| As like to Pitch,*defite' — | | bow: 

; I'baniſh-ber my Bed nnd Compuny, © $164 92 IR 
And give her us 4 Frey to Ha and Shim, | 
That hith diſnon Sue boneſt Name.  _ 

K. Henry. Well, for this — ral 

To morrow toward Zondon, 
To look into this Buſineſs bly, —_ 


And call theſe foul Offenders tot 
And poiſe the Cauſe in Juſtice equa? Scales, 
Whole Beam fands ie eh cabſe' IM 


WT I 8 WS. Sao 124 * gucn 1 D 


I" 


eres sss Sr yt 


2 


A 4 
149201 , 


Fr 
Ha 
W 
Ed 
12 
1 


Ki Henn VI. 


„nd Warwick. 
York. Now; my — Lords of Saldo and let, 


Our ſimple Sapper ended, give me leave, 
In this cloſe Walk totizhe my ſelff. 
In craving your Opinion of my Title, 
Which is infallible to England's Crown. 
Salis. My Lord, tang! 


The Nevils are thy Subjects to 
York. Then 4 : 
Edward the Third, m 


Lords; had ſeven Sons: 


The firſt, Edwardthe Black*Prince, Prince of ien; 
The ſecond, Wi il amr of Hatfield; and the third, 


er. Lionel Duke of Clarent:; next to hm 

t ; Was John of Gaunt, the Duke of Luncafter ; 

| The fifth, was Edward Langley, Duke of = 
The fixth, Thomas k, Duke of Glo fer; 
William of was the ſeventh and laſt. 


en | Edwardthe Black prince dy'd before his uber, 


And left behind him Richard, his only Son, 


17 71 


+ x 
: 


; to hear it thus at full. 
x 4 > York begin: und Ay dam — 
command. 


ne 


3 
* 


1 


4 


I Who after Zdmyrdche:Thind's Drath, reiga'd\King, 


. Till my OY gbroke; Duke of Lancaſter, 
The eldett Son and Meir oft Jabs of Gaunt, 
Crown'd by the Name of the Fourth, 
Seiz'd on he Realm, depos'd 


righefub King, 


A 


Sent his poor Queen to , 'from'/whence! ſhe — 


And him to"Penefrer ; where,” as'glt you know, 


Hnmleſs King Riad was murthered-wni 
Mar. Father, the Duke hath dold che Truth; 
Thus got the Nouſe of er the'Crown. 


| Worry” g 
| Vert. Which now they holdby force, uu not by ri: 


| For Richard, the rtt Son's. keit, „being dead, 
4 The ue of the next 80n-ſhould have.reign'd, 

. Sal. But William of Harfreld d 

Tork. The third Son, Duke of Clare, 
From whole Line I claim the Crown, 
Had iflue Philip, a Daughter, 


Edmond had Iſſue Ruger Furl: of M,: 


* 


L 


Who married Amd Avyriner — 


wirhout an Heir. | 
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% 
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28.4 The Second Partiof | 
Sal. This Em, in the reign of Bullingbrook, | _ 
As 1 have read,” laid claim unto! the: Crown, .. a dy Sh; 

And, but for Owen Glendowr, n * 
Wo kept him in Captivity, till he dy d. f al Ne 
But, to the reſt. ge) 10 Aalen u. | 

York, His eldeſtigiſter, IA, ©) 2/7. 71 AW Sh 


My Mother, dei Heir unte dhe Crom 
Maniied Richard: 1 Ii 2992. ol 15 
Who. was Son to amen ff r Th 
y- Third's fifth Son's Son; UP vt ' 8 FE 

her I claim the Kingdom a | 
r Earl of March, . 2:4}; | | 


Who was che Son of Edmund Mertiner, | R bag e 
Who married Philip, r rd alt ur 
Unto Lionel, Duke of Clarence. 4 and do Gee 0 
50, if the tus of the-elder Son. heads . oe 

C ore the youriger, Lam King 

War. What. 1 N art — than _ 
Henry doth claim the Crown' from Fohni of Sa, 
The fourth Son; Tork claims it from the third: " 
Ti 's Iflue fail, his ſhould not og: "As odW 
It fails not yet, \byt-flourifherkyin th 
And in thy Sons, fiir Slips vf i fachia Stoek.. able fL 
Then Father Salubury,! kneel wwe . vo ene 
And in this * 17 ao tb giv? 
That: Hall) aun rightful Soxeraign | 1 og vid 1662 
With honour of his Birth · right to- the Crown.) ©! | 

Bott. Long line! our Soveraign Richard glans King 

York, We'thatik-you,/ Lords? 

But I am not your King: itt be ne: og bd 
| that my enn be ain d!!! „ „%% 
"With Heart blaod vf ine Hauſc'of Lr: 
And that's not ſuddenhy to bel performed, le gol 2d 
But yyizhr Advice and Bech... „ bt. 
Do you, as I d q; in theſe. 0us\Days, } ob 
Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's-lnfolenee; 1+.) 1 15 
At Beasford's Pride, at Somerſet's Ambition. er R bib 
At Buckingham, and all the Ctem of them, 12's 
Till they have ſnar d the Shepherd ef the. Flock, wo 


| as * qoad Dake ll: Bas 


— 


mig Hanxy Nt, tos 
"Tis that they;ſeck ; and they. in ſeeking that, 
I Shall find<heir Deaths; if Ten can Prophele :.. 
W- My Lord, en we off; wekngw your. Mia, 
at lu * 
Har. Heart «ures me; that the Farl of Warwick © 
Shall one day make the Duke of York a „ 7 
York. And Newil, this I do ory my ſelf. 


an -- 
_. 
. 


>. | 

1 Guard, ken the Ne 2 9 * 
* K. Henry. Stand — Gem, | 1 
x Gloger s Wife. ST, fc) pee + | 
17 In ſight of God, aa us; your Guilt i is great, a uh 255 | 
of Receive the Sentence of:the Law: for Sin, Tu er | 
* Such as by God's Book are adjudg d to . 1 
: You four n hence te 1 ck. WR -, 
c From thence, unto the Place of Executian; 1 515 a 
, Witch in Soithfie/d ſhall be burn d to aſhes; - 
g And you three ſhall be ſtrangled on the Gallows, © + 
15 You Madam, for you are more nobly born, a L 
* Deſpoy led of your Honour in your Life, | 

ö 


Shall after three Days open Penance done, 
Live in your Country here, in Baniſhment, 


With Sir John Stanly, in the Iſle of Man, 17 &. 
* uh Waben 7 Banihmear, welcome were my 
at 


8 "Glo. Eleanor, the Law: thou ſeeſt bath judged theez 
* 1 cannot juſlifie, whom the Law condemns. | 
4 Mine Eyes are full of Tears, my Heart of Grief. 
Ah Humphry, this diſhonour in thine A 

Will bring thy Head with Sorrow to the Ground. 


1 beſtech your en! give me leave to go; 2 
5 Sorrow Would ſolace, and my Age would cafe. 
11 8 Stay 9 Duke ol Sl. 


x Ere thou go, give up thy Staff, 6 
| Henry will to Rel Protector Shy J 

nd God ſhall be my Hope, my Stay, my Gude. 
— And Lanthorn to my Feet. * 
T And d go in peace, Humphry, no 22 beloy d, 


118 


\ 


Siure up your 


Than when then wert-Prote&orito-thy Ki 


Mar. I ſee no reaſon, why a. Wager 
805 de to like a Child: - 
God and King Henry govern England's Realm: 


3 Br, and the King his Realm. ' 
Glo. My Staff?” — 


As willingly do I the ſame 


As g er. thy Pather Hunry. made it mine; 


And even as willingly at thy Fest ] leave it, 
As others would ambitieuſl receive lt. 


Farewel good King; when I am dead gene 


honourable Feaee · attend - Throne. FExSGlo'fer. 
is Henry King, and 1 


| Z. Mar. m—_— 
13 ke of Glofter, e himſe 


That bears ſo ſhrewd-a-maim ; two Pulls at cue, 


His Lady baniſtid, and a Limb lopt off, 
This Staff of: Honour raught, there let 19 oh 
| Where belt it ſits to be, in-Hewy's Hand. 


Suf. Thits droops 
3 Pride a J younger Days. 


Tork. Lords, let him go. Pete it your Majeſty, 


This is the day appointed for the Combat, 
And ready are the Appellant and Defendant, 
The Armourer and his Man, to enter the-Lifty, 


Ss pleaſe your Highneſa to bebold the · Fight. 


Mar. Ay, good my Lord; for purpoſely derte 


Lett | the. Court, to ſce this Quarrel try d. 


LH A God's Name ſes tho Liſts and all th 


Here let them end it, and God defend the Right. 
York, 1 never ſaw a Fellow. worſe beſtead, 


0 Or more afraid to fight, than is the- - Appellant, 


The Servant-of the-Armourer, my Lords: 
Euer at end Door tht Armorer and hls Ndlebbours, 


to him ſo "much; that che is dum, ane. 2 


Drum before bios; and his Staff with. $and-bag -fafined 
to it; and — Door hi. Man, . 


4 Sand bag, and Prentices drinking to 4 ay 


1 Neight re Neighbour Homer. [ drink to- you in 
2 Gp of Sack; and fear not, nw” you N 


We 


ed 


er and hangs bi Gags 
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2 Neigh, And bere, Neighbour, here's a Cup of Char- 


neco. "gp 
3 Neigh. And here's a Pot of good double Beer, Neigh- 
bour; drink, and fear not your Man. 
Arm; Let it come i'faith, and Ill pledge you all, and a. 
Fig for P eter * 
1 Prey, Here Peter, I drink to thee, and be not afraid. 
2 ren. Be merry, Peter, and fear not thy Maſter; fight 
for the Credit of the Prentices. ; 
Peter. I thank you all; drink, and pray for me, I pray, 
you, for I think I have taken my laſt Draught in this 
World, Here Rabin, if I die, I give thee my Apron; and. 
ae ill thou ſhalt have my Hammer; and here, Tow, take 
all the Mony that I have. O Lord bleſs me, I pray God, 
for I am never able to deal with my Maſler, he hath learn d 
ſo much to fence already. 1 
Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows, 
I Sicrah, what's thy Name? A jc 
thy Peter. Peter, forlooth. 4a 
th Sal. Peter? what more? 
Peter. Thiemp. - | 
Sal. „ Nr ſee thou thump thy Maſter-well, 
Am. Maſters, I am come hither as it were upon my 
Man's Inſtigation, to prove him a- Knaye, and my ſelf an 
honeſt Man: And touching the Duke of York, 1 will take 
I my Death; I never meant him any ill. nor the King nor the 
. | Queen, and therefore Peter have at thee with a down» 
it, I right Blow. | WT 
| Tork. Diſpatch, this Khave's Tongue begins to double. 
Sound Trumpets, Alarum to the Combatants. 
[ They fight, and Peter flrikes him down, 
Arm. Hold Peter, hold; 1 confeſs, I confels Treaſon. 
York, Take away his Weapon; Fellow, thank God, and 
the good Wine in thy Maſter's way. | 
Peter. O God, have | overcome mine Enemy in this pre- 
ſence? O Peter, thou haſt prevail d in right. 
K. Henry. Go, take hence that Traitor from our Sight. 
For by his Death we do perceive his Guilt. 
And in Juſtice hath reveal d to us 
The Truth and Innocence of this poor Fellow, 


— 
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Which he had thought to have murder d wrongfully; , . 
Come Fellow, follow us for thy Reward. Eater. 


Enter Duke Humphr) and bis Men, in Mourning Cloaks. 
Slo Thus ſometimes hath the brighteſt Day a . 


Andd after Summer, evermore ſucceeds N 


Barren Winter, with bis wrathfal nipping A. 12 
80 Cares and Joys abound, 48 Seaſons erl. oo 


Sirs, what's a Clock? En 1 ze aL 8 of 
Serv. Ten, my Lord. Sy ad we? 
Glo. Ten is the Hour that was poin inted me / 

To watch the comi 1. . 155 & Hutcheſ :: 

Unneath may ſhe —99.— inty Streets 


To tread them with V3, — — 5 R 
Sweet Net, ill can thy Noble Mind a- brock 
The abject People gazing on thy Face, „ 
With envious Looks ſtill aughing at thy Shame, e 
That erſt did follow thy bariot Wheels, q 
When thou didft ride i is —_ ph thro the n 
But ſoft, I think ſhe comes, — PI. prepare + . 
My Tear-ftain'd Eyes, to ſee her Mileries, . . . _ 
Enter the Dutcheſi in a white Sheet, and a Taper burnin 
in ber Hand, with 4 Sheriff and © cers. 
Serv. So pleaſe your Grace, we'll take her from the Fherif. 
+ Glo, No, ſtir not for your Lives, let her paſs en by 
Neun. Come you, mij Lond. to ſee my o wk 
ow thou doſt Penance too. Look how t ; gaze, 
how the giddy .multitude do point, 
2 nod their Heads, and throw their Eyes on. thee, . 
Ah Gloſter, hide thee from their baceful Lecks, 2 


And in thy Cloſet pent up, rue my Shame. 505 © | 


And ban out Enemies, both mine and thine; 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell, forget this Grief, AT 
| Blean. Ak Gloſter, iy me to forget my ſelf: 95 
For whilf I think 1 am th married Wife, 17 Wor, 
And thou a Prince, ProteQor of this Land. wall 
Methinks I'ſhould not thus be led along, ' ..... 
Mail'd, up in Shame, with Papers on my Back, 
And follow with a Rabble, that rejoice. 
To ſee my Tears, and hear my deep-fet Groans, 
The ruthleſs Fliat doch 9 Py. tender Fect, 
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And when I ſtart the envious People laugh, 


And bid me be adviſed how 1 tread, - 

Ah Humphry can I bear this ſhameful Yoak? 

Troweſt thou, that cer I'll look upon the World, 

Or count them happy that enjoy the Sun? 7 

No: Dark ſhall be my Light, and Night my Day. 

To think upon my Pomp, ſhall be my Hell, | 

Sometime I'll ſay Jam Duke Humphry's Wite, 

And he a Prince, and Ruler of the Land. 

Yet ſo he rul'd, and ſuch a Prince he was, 

As he ſtood by, whilſt I, his forlora Dutcheſs, 

Wag made a Wonder,' and a pointing Stock 

To every idle Raſcal Follower. 

But be thou mild, and bluſh not at my Shame, 

Nor ſtir at nothing, till the Ax of Death 

Hang over thee, as ſure it ſhortly will. 

For Suffolk; he that can do all in all | 

With her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, | 

And York, and impious Bearford, that falſe Prieſt, 

Have all lim'd Buſhes to betray thy Wings, 

And fly thou how thou can'ſt, they'll tangle thee ; 

But fear thou not until thy Foot be ſnar d, 

Nor ever ſeek prevention of thy Foes. | 
Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear; thou aimeſt all awry. 

I muſt offend before I be attainted: 

And had I twenty times ſo many Foes, 


And each of them had twenty times their Power, 


All theſe could not procure me any ſcathe, 

So long as I am Loyal, True, and Crimeleſs. | 

Wouldſt have me reſcue thee from this Reproach ? 

Why yet thy Scandal were not wip'd away, 

But I in danger for the breach of Law, 

Thy greateſt help is quiet, gentle Nell: 

I pray thee fort thy Heart to patience, | 

Theſe few Days wonder will be quickly worn, 
EL JG: Enter a Herald,  » © | 
Her. I ſummon your Grace to his Majeſty's Parliament 

Holden at Bury, the firit of this next Month. J 
Glo. And my Conſent ne'er ask'd herein before? - 


This is cloſe dealing. Well, 1 will be there; 
VOI. IV. N My 


My Na 1 take my leave: Aud Mater GR | l 
Let not her Penance exceed the King's ; Corhinifon. 1 

Sher. And't pleaſe your Grace, here my flays: 
And Sir John 200 is appointed now, 
To take her 3 ny to the Iſls of Man. 

Gle. Muſt you, Sir Fohn, protect. my here? 


Stanly. So Lie en in charge, ma 125 our Grace, | 
g Glo. Untreaf 55 the wo in Mt 25 105 
Vou uſe her well; the World may ing | 
And I may ive 60 ds you kinda, you do it ber 
And fo, Sir John, farewel. | 3 


Elean, What "Ag my Lord, and bid me'not farewel? 
Glo, Witneſs my Tears, T cangor, ſtay to ſpeak. 
[Exit Glouceſter. 
Elean. Art thou gone too? all .Comfort go with thee, 
For none abides with me; my Joy is Death; 
'Death, at whoſe Name I oft hade been afear'd, | 184 
Becauſe L wiſh'd this World's Eternity. ane nun 
Stanly, I prithee go, aud take mehence, 
I] care not whither, for 1 beg no Fayour; | ER 27612 
Only convey me where thou art commanded. 
Stan. Why Madam, that is to the Ie of Man, | 
There to be ug d according to your State,” a 
Elean. Thats bad enough, lor ! em but Reproach: 
And ſhall I then be us'd reproachfully F 
Stan. No; like a 'Darchels, and Duke Humm tat, 
According to that State you ſhall be us d. | 
Elean. Sheriff fareyeel, and better; than J, fare, 
Although thou haſt been Conduct of my (Mi 


Seesen ay Sv 


, 


| Sher, It is my Office, and, Madam, | 87 
Elean. Ay, . rg thy Office i is | At 
Come Stanly we po % T 
Stan. Madam, your nance done, ann | N. 
Throw off this Steer. , ien 2520 | Su 
And go we to attire you for our Joitney.. a «Ar 
Elean. My Shame will not be ſhifted with my Sheet: WY 
No, it Will hang upon my richeſt Robes, M: 
And ſhew it ig kr 70 me how 1 can. . 28 If 
"BY, lead the Way, 1 long to ſee my Priſon, [Exeunt. W 
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Enter Cardinal, Suffolk, York, Buck- 
w Rig 2 "and Warwick, to the Parliament. 
k. N Fü GP ris not come: 

"Tis gt his wone.o be te dtn Man, | 

White er occaſion keeps him from us now, 
ee Can ou not. ſee? or will ye not obſerve 

The eſs 91 his alter d Countenance? | 45 

With — a Majesty be beats hitaſelf, 

How inſolent of late 417 is become, 

How proud, how peremptery and uglike bimfelf! 

We know the time fince. ih, Mild and Aﬀable, 

And if we did but glance a far-off Look; 

Immediately he was upon his Knee, 


That all the Court admir d him for en Hs 


But meet him now, and be it in the Morn, 

When every one will give: the time of Day, 

He knits his Brow, and ſhews an angry 

And paſſeth by with 125 unbowed Knee; 
Diſdaining Duty that to us belongs. 

Small Curs are not ded when they grin, 

But great Men tremble when the Lion roars, 

And Humphry is no Mile Ms in England. 

Firſt note, that he is ngar you in Deſcent, 7 
And ſhould you fall, hg is the next will mount; 


Me demeth then, it is no Poli 
L | 
vantage following your decea 
a oY cry pur Royal Ferſon, 
ta = mon Saen 
8 won the mons 
And yehen he pleaſe to make, Commorion, 
Tis to be fear d they all will, follow him. 
Now tis Fry Spring, and Weeds are ſhallow rooted, 
Suffer th i frat of ey. 
And. choak the, Herbs for want of 
The reyerent. Care beg to my Lond, 


Made m na 
If it be 084, call * 


Which fear, if better Reaſons can 
I wil ſubſcribe, and fay I AWB, | 


n 
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"My Ld of ee Buck 7 "© EN 2 

:Reproye,m 19 5 oi 10 Yo 4% . ia 1. 

Or elſe conclude. my rds ile Pt ee ee 
Sa. Well hath yoy 7 13 ſeen e Duke,” 
And had I firft 9 i, to ſpeak ind. | 
x think 1 ſhould have told your 'Gracts Tale. W l a 
"The Dutcheſs, by his Seen 12 an e ee 
Upon my Life began her deyilih' Pra ww aw A _ 1 
Or if he 66: not riyy t to thoſe” Fahltsů or wort 1 
"Yet by n af his high Deſcent, * 6 ih WO ' | As 
As next the Rin he was ſucceflive. . W O0 d | 2 Thi 
And ſuch high Vaunts Of. his Nobility, mo a7 Ii. Harde. Ane 
Did inſtigate the Bedlam brain-fick Bitches, But 
By wicked means to frame our Soverti n's . e 

Smooth runs the Water where the Brook is deep res 
And in his ſimple ſhew he by Treaſon. © © G 
The Fox barks not when he would 2 N Par 
No, no, my Sovereign, Glo ſtef is'a Ma $, 
Wnſounded boy and Tal I of 25 De. 44 ca Y 8 | Un! 
er. Did he not, contrary "to form bf Law, 150 lle yr I do 
Deviſe firange Death, for ſtnall Offences done? © os G 
Tork. And did he not, in his Protector ſhi Nor 
Lery great ſums of Mony through the "31h 3 AH 
For Soldiers pay i in France, and never ſent it? Pi The 
By means whereof che Towns esch da Pro PE k As I 
"Buck. Tut, theſe are petty faults/ro, faults re 1 Who 


'Which time will brin 0 Wr in fmocth e Yo 
X. Henry. "My 15 orc the Cate you haye us, 
"To mo doi 2 chat would anhονH our Foot. 
Is worthy Fralſe; bur ſhalt Lipeak 1 nercS N 

Our Kin{man Glo ter is as innocent KK 9% NAW be 
From meaning Treafon'to our Royal Perſon, | 5d 07 27 
As is the ſucking Lamb, or barmleſs Dove: r 217 W701 
"The Duke is virtuous, mid; and too Well. 7 ne 
"To dream on Evil, or to work ut 05 l. 5 

2. Mar. Ab! what fore dangerous chan ban tiñs fond 

Seems he a Dove? EE I 2 
For he's diſpoſed as the hateful Rayen. 
As he a —_— His Skiß is ſarely- 1 ne 5 — 
| yo — >. panties. 23 
| "Who 


> 
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Who cannot ſteal a ſhape, that means deceit ? 5 
Take heed, my Lord, the welfare of us alli. 
Hangs on the cutting ſhort that fraud ful Man. 
| Eurer Somerſet... rt. 
Som. All Health unto my gracious Sovereign. { Fance 


N. Henry.” Welcome, Lord 8 hat News- from « 
Som. That all bur Intereſt in thoſe Territories, 


Is utterly bereft you; all is loſt. [done. 
K. Henry. Cold News, Lord Somerſet; but God's Will bes- 
York. Cold News for me: for I had hope of Fance, 

As firmly as I hope for fertile Englanl . 

Thus are my Bloſſoms blaſted. in the Bud, 

And Caterpillars eat my Leaves away. - 

But I will remedy this gear ere long;- 

Or ſell my Title for a glorious Gray. LA 

Mater Glouceſter. 

Glo. All happineſs unto my Lord the King: 

Pardon, my Liege, that I have ſtaid ſo long. 0 
Suf. Nay, Glo ſter, know that thou art come too ſoonz . 

Unleſs thou wert more Loyal than thou art; | 

] do arreſt thee of High Treaſon here. 

Glo. Well Suffolk, yet thou ſhalt not fee me bluſh. 
Nor change my Countenance for this Arreſt: ' | 
A Heart unſpotted is not eaſily daunted, ' 
The pureſt Spring is not ſo tree from Mud, 

As I am clear from Treaſon te my Sovereign. 

Who can accuſe me? wherein am I guilty? . 

York. Tig thought, my Lord, | 
That you took Bribes of Fance, . 

And being Protector, ſtaid the Soldiers Pay, | 

By means whereof his Highneſs hath loſt France. | 
Glo, Is it but theught ſo? Pat ene (234464 


1 


What are they that think it? | | 
I never robb'd the Soldiers of their Pay, UW 
Nor never had one penny Bribe from France. 

So help me God, as 1 have watch'd'the Night, 

Ay, Night by Night, in ſtudying good for England... - 
That Doit that Cer I wreſted from the King, 

Or any Groat I hoarded to my uſe, 8 
Be brought againſt me at my Trial day. 


N33 en 


AF "if Seren Part . 


Fo; No; many « Pound of my own 
Becauſe I wauld nnt tax t 
Aker RIS © 
never Reſtitutio 
Car. It ſerves you well, my Lond, o 12 
Glo. 1 ſay no mote than 


60 Hoch 
2 


Ant, In your ProteRorſhip you 148 3 5545 * 1 i 0 


Strange Tortures for "Offenders, never heard of, 1 
That England was defam'd by 'Tyranny. 3 


Glo. Why 'tis well known, that whiles I was Protector, 
Pity was all the fault that was in ne: T 
Fo: I ſhould melt at an Offender's Tears — 


And lowly Words were ranſom for their fault: AE 
' Unleſs jt were a bloody Murtherer, 0 
Or foul felonious Thief, that firsc d poor kae, 

I never gave them condign puniſnmen n. 
Murther indeed, that bloody Sin, I tortur li 
Above the Felon, or what Treſpaſs elſe. ” 

Su. My Lord, theſe faults are eaſie, quickly anſwers 


But mightier Crimes are laid unto your Charge 
Wheredf, you cannot eaſily purge your ſelf. - 
I do arreſt you in his Highneſs Name, 15 15 


And; here commit you to my Lord Cardinal 

To . cn until 3 further time A — q 
Lord of Gia ſier ſpecial . 

Tha — ol your ſelf — all en, 3 

My Conſcience tells me you are Ingoceat. 

Glo. Ah gracious Lord, theſe days are dangerous: 
Virtue is choak d With foul Ambition, 4 
And Charity chacd hence by Rancor's Hand; 5 | 

Foul Subornation is predominant, 4 * 
And Equity exil'd your Highneſs Lane. 
I know, their Complot is to have my „„ 
And if my Death might make this Iſland happy. 
And prove the perl of their, Tyranny, 4 

I would it with all willingneſs, _ % 


But mine is the Prologue to their Plays * | 
For thouſands more, that yet ſuſpect no perth, | - 
Will not conclude their 2 Tr EI 
Brayford's red ſparkling Eyes blab his eart's malice, 
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And Suffell's cloudy Brow. his ſtormy hate; 
Sharp Buckingham 1h Dayg with bs Tongue : 
"The envious load that lyes his Heart: — 
And dogged York, that at the Moon, 
Whoſe over-weening Arm I haye pluck d back, 
By falſe accuſe doth level at my Lite. 
And you, my Soy Lady, with the reſt, 
| Cauſeleſs have laid Diſgraces on my Head, 7 
And with your beſt endeayours have ſtirr d up: | 
My liefeſt Liege to be mine N 
Ay all of you have laid your Heads together, 

y ſelf had notice of your Conventicles, 

And all to make away my guiltleſs Life. 
I ſhall not want falſe Witneſs to. res, * 


Nor ſtore of Treaſons to augment 
The ancient Proverb will be Flea cet, 


A Staff. is, quickl found to 'Z 
oy 7188 his A L Heclenble = 4 
If thoſe that care to keep your Royal Perſan 
From Treaſon's ſecret Knife, and Traitor's Rage, 
Be thus upbraided, chid and rated at, 
And the Offender granted Scope of Speech, 
Twill make them engl in Teal unto your Grace. 
Suf. Hath he not twit our Soyereign Lady here 
With ignominious Words, though Clarkly coucht ?- 
As if ſhe had ſuborned ſome to {wear 
Falſe Allegations to o'erthrow his State. 
3 Mar. But I can give the Loſer leave to chide; 
Glo. Far truer ſpo —＋ than meant; I loſe indeed, 
Beſhrew the winners, for they play d me falſe; 
And well ſuch Loſers may have leave to 
Buck. He'll wreſt the ſenſe, and hold us here all day 
Lord Cardinal, he is your Priſoner. | 
Car, Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fare. 
Glo. Ah, thus King Heury throws away his Crutch, 
Before his Legs be firm to bear his Body ; 
Thus is the Shepherd beaten from thy ſide, 
And Wolves are gnarling, who ſhall gaaw thee firſt, 
Ah that my fear were falſe, ah that it were: > 
For good King Hewy, thy. 17 fen. [Exe 
0 1. Henry, 


"- od 


. The Steen Part: =" 
K. 83 My. Lords, whatto * Wiſdom ſeemeth beſt : 


Do or undo, as if our ſelf were 
Mar. What, will your Highneſs leave the parlament? 
K. Henry. Ay Margaret: My Heart is drown'd with Gries 
Whoſe Flood begins to flow Within my Eyes 


My Body round engit with Miſery; = 15 3:4 vi 
For what's more miſerable than Diſcontent?” * Ca Th 
Ah Uncle, Hwnphry, in thy Face fee 


þ \ The Map of Honour, Truth, 'and + OE e eos ply” 
And yet, good Humphyy, is the hour to come, 43M 
That &er I'prov'd thee falſe, or fear d thy Faith. 

What lowring Star now envies thy eſtate? 4s | 

That theſe great Lords, and Margaret our Queen, © dae 
Do ſeek ſubverſion of thy harmieis Life, 00 
That never didſt them wrong, nor no Man wrong: ts 
And as the Butcher takes away the Calf,” 
And binds the Wretch; arid beats it when it rare, 3 
Bearin it to the bloody Slaughter-houſqq 
Even fo remorſleſs have they born him hence: * : * 
And as the Dam runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the wie © ber harmleſs young one went, 
And can do nought but wail her Darli ing's loſs; . 

Even ſo my ee good Gloſter's cafe, 
With fad unhelpful Tex; and with dim'd = . 


Look after him, and cannot do him good: . 47-1127 
So mighty are his vowed Enemies. F 
His Fortunes I will weep, and twixt each Groan;: 1 
Say, who's a Traitor ? Glo! 'fler he is none. Exit. 
I 2. Mar. Free Lords: 13 
| Cold Snow melts with the Sun's bot Beams, ONS, 
| Henry; my Lord. is 83 Affairs, eo + ph 
Too full of fooliſh pity; and Glo ters ſkew 
Beguiles him, as the mouruſul Crocodile 
8 With ſorrow ſnares relenting Paſſenger ? 


M 
f 


Or as the Snake, roll d in a flowry Bank, 
With ſhining checker d Slough, doth ſting a chu. 

That for the Beauty thinks it excellent. 

Believe me, Lords, were none more wiſe than IL,” 

And yet herein 1 judge my own Wit good, 0 
rr: oper ſhould be 7 the World. 5 


2 1 5 DT 
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To rid us from the fear we 2 of him. 

Car. That he ſhould die, is worth policy, - 
But yet we want a colour for his Death? 
*Tis meet he be condemn'd by courſe of Law. © 

Swf. But in my Mind, that were no 3 4 
The King will labour Rill to fave his Life, 

The Commons haply riſe to fave his Life; NY 
And yet we have x trivial Argument, * 
More 'than Miſtruſt, that ſhews him worthy Death: 

York, So that by this, you would not have him diets * 

Suf. Ah York, no Man alive, ſo ſain as 1. 

York. Tis York t hat hath more reaſon for his Dea 
But my Lord Cardinal, and you my Lord ot Suffolk, \... 
Say as you think, and ſpeak it from your Souls 
Wer't not all one, an empty Eagle were ſet 

To A 5 the Chicken from a hungry Kinn 
| ce Duke Hwmphyy for the Kiny's Protector? 


Mar. So the poor Chicken ſhould be ſute of IN * 


Saf. Madam, tis true; and wer't not madneſs * 
To make the Fox Surveyor of the Fold? 
Who being accus'd à erafty Murtherer, 

His Guilt ſhould be but'idly poſted over, | 
Becauſe his purpoſe is not executed. 1 32 wal? 
No; let him die, in that he is a Foxy, 9 
By Nature prov'd an Enemy to the Flock,” * 
Before his Chaps be ſtain d with Crimſon Blood, 
As Humphry prov'd'by Reafons to my Liege. 
And do not ſtand on Quillets how to lay him- 
Be it by Ginns, | Snares, by Subtilit 
Sleeping, or weaking, tis no matter . 
So he be dead; for t at-is good deceit - 
Which mates him firſt,” that firſt intends deceit; 
Mar. Thrice noble Suffolk, tis reſolutely ſpokes. - 
Not reſolute, except ſo much were done; 
Far things are often ſpoke, and ſeldom meant; 
But that my Heart accordeth with my Tongue,” ' | 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 4 
And to preſerve my Sovereign from his Foe, © 
Say but the word, l ow ed An 


* | / OY 


* 


* E e. 2 


e 


Ad Il pro 
I render fo prone is a Li N 
Here is 8 J. 85 =P Decd is worthy 5 
Aer. Ad ſo N. 1 ” 
2 nose, wee theee have ſpoke it, 


| — Rg vw] 8 45 


FN. 
9 1 cant I 
ME aa Ireland am eh 


And put the unto the. word; 
Send Succourg, Lords, and ſtop the Rage bet beim, 


Before the wound do 
For being green, there is great ho 
un. & Breach that craves a quit k "NY 
What Counſel, give you in this weighty Cauſe? 
"York. That ens be dent a. cnt thither: . . 
is meet that lucky Ruler be y'd, i 
Witneſs the Fortune be bath had in Fraxce. 
Sam. If Terk, with all his far-iet Policy, 
Had been the R Nn of me, . 


He never would ſtaid in Fravce 7 i | | 
Verk. . pA 
1 rather would are © have loſt 187 . — f 


Than bring a burthes e „ 
By ſtaying there ſa long, 91 Were loſt. . 1 . bh 


Slow rn one — n 1 
Mens Fleſh preſerv d ſo 1 do feldom win. 
©. Mar. Nay then, this ſpark will prove a. raging . 
If Want and Fol be LOT feed Id: 
No more, good Jork ; ſweet Somerſet be (till, 19 . 
— nw York, hadft thou deen Regent TK 1 
| y have v'd far worle than his. 
151 hat worlethan ht / nay, then a ſhame 44 
am. And in the number, that wiſheſt Shame. 
Car. My Lord of Tork, try What your . 5 
Wb ES Kerns of Ireland are in Arms. 
* temper Clay with Blood of Engliſhmen. 


grow r 


To 


To Ireland will 5 


And change Miſdoubt to Refolttion? 


21 ſtir up in England Wine Storm,” © © 4140 


Ring Hen VI. 299: 
u Nad a Band of Men, 
Collected choicely, from each Oounty ſome, 
4 | wilt en eee, 
Suf. Why, . 4 


his Confent, 
And what we do eftibli — 1 confirms; 


Then. Noble York; take thou this task in hand. 
York, 1 am comtent: Provide me Soldiers, Lords, 
Whiles I take Order for mine own Affairs. | 
Suf. A charge, Lord Dort, thit 1 will fee perform d.. 
But now return we to the falſe Duke H 0 
Car. No more of him; for 1 will deal ch him 
That henceforth he ſhall trouble us no more: 
And fo break off, the Day is almoſt ſpent, 
Lord Suffolk, you and 1 Waun talk of that Event. - 
rork. My Lord of Soffolk, within fourteen Days: 


At Briſtol 1 expect my Soldiers, 


For there III Ship them all for Ireland. | 
Sf.” Il ſee it truly done, my Lord of York. - bee | 
Marne: York. 


York, Now, York; or never, ſteel thy fearful Though, 


Be that thou hop ſt to be, or whit thou art 
Reſign to Death, it is hot worth th enjoying: 
Let pale · fac d Fear keep with the wean born Mai, 
And fiad no harbour ina Royal Heart. 2 
Faſter than Sprinſ np-time ſhowers, comes thought tent 
And not à thought, but thinks on Dignity. 
My Brain, more Y Gags than the labouring - a 
Weaves' tedious Snares to ttap mine En | 
Well.Noblts, well; tis 8 y done, 

o ſend me packing with an Hoſt of Men: 
{her me, you but Warm the ſtarved Sake, 5 

0 cherlttd in yaur * Will ſting your Heart: - 
'Twas. Men I lack d, and you will * them me; . f 
. take it rod et be -4 —_ 8 4 

ns in z mad Man's Hands. 

You pe in Pb Warm 4 mighty Band. | 


blow ten thouſand Souls to Heaven or Hells! 


300 We Sum ere, 


And this fell Tempeſt ſhall not ceaſe to rage, 
Until the golden Circuit on my Head 
Like to the glorious Sun's tranſparent N 
Do calm the fury of this mad · brain d 3 
_ ay” 1 N bY my intent, . 
I have ſeduc d a headſtrong Kentifo 
Fuoln Cade of Aſhford, 
To make Commotion, 'as full well he eu. F ; 
Under the Title of Fobn Mortimer. 
In Ireland have I ſeen this ſtubborn Cade, 1 
Oppoſe himſelf againſt a Troop of Kerns, | 
And fought ſo long, till that bis Thighs with bai 
Were almoſt like a ſnarp quill d Porcupine 
And in the end being reſcued, I have ſeen | 
Him caper upright, Nike a wild Moriſc oo... 


Shakin che bloody Darts, as he his Bells. 
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Full often, like a ſhag-hair'd crafty Kern : | 
Hath he converſed with the Enemy, , | | | 
And: undiſcovered come to me again, Teh" A | 
And given me notice of their Villanie = =. : 
This Devil, here, ſhall be my Subſtitute; 04 "oe. i 1 
For that Fehn . Mortimer, which is now dead, 


In Face, in Gate, in Speech he doth reſemble. Was , 
By this I ſhall perceive the Commons Mind. 1 
How they affect the Houſe and Claim of Terk. a 
7 he be taken, rack d and tortured; _ . e, 

no pain they can inflict upon fi im, r 
wit make him ſay, I -mov'd him to thoſe . e 1 


Say that he thrive, as tis great like he will, 5 | 
Why then from Ireland. come I with my ſtrength, | e, 
And reap the Harveſt which that Raſcal ſow d? 9 


For Humphry, being dead, as he ſhall be.. 9 
And Hemy put a- part; the next for me. LER. 
Enter im or three running over the Stage, ps the Marte £ 

of Duke Humphr ' 


1. Rim to my Lord of Suffolk; ie hm know  _ 
We have diſpatch'd the Duke, as he commanded, 

2. Oh that it were to do: What have we f 
eee | 


—— 
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2 | 
Suf. Now, — ou t tt ot. 
— Ay, = 45 ood Lord, he's ; wit | 
t's well faid. n 
1 — — you for this venturous Deed: 
The King and all the Peers are here at hand. 
Have you laid fair the Bed? are all things well, 


CT»; 


nn n * 0 7 Kot 


- - — 5 
k Ld 


According as I ar yay Directions? 
| 3 8 

Suf. Away, be gone. _ [Exennt.. 
Enter King Henry, fe Dues, Cardinal, Suffolk, [ex =o 


Attendants. | 
K. Henry. Go call — Uncle te our Preſence ſtraight: 
Say we intend to try his Grace to day, | h 
If oy ity, as tis publiſned. 
Pl} call him — — my Noble Lord. * Exit. 
__ 2 Lords take your Places; and 1 pray you. all 
Proceed no ſtraiter *gainſt our Uncle Glo .. 
Than from true Evidence of good eſteem, 3 4 
Hie be approv'd in practice culpable, en 
Mar. God forbid any Malice ſhould prevail, 
That faultleſs may — a Nobleman: 
Pray God he may acquit him of Suſpicion. 


K. Howy. I thank thee Nell, theſe Wards content me oa 


Enter Suffolk. 
How now ? why look ſt thou pale? why trembleſt thou 
Where is our Uncle? what's the matter, Sffolk ? 
s, Dead in his Bed, my Lord, Gloſter is Dead. 
. Mar. Marry God forfend. 
Car. God's c Judgment; I did dream to Night, 
The Duke was dumb, and could not ſpeak a word [X. 
2. Mar. How fares my Lord? Help Lords, the K. is dead. 
Com. Rear up his Body, wring him by the Net 
Q. Mar. Run, go, belp. help: Oh Henry, ope thine Eyes. 
Swf. He doth reyive again, Madam be PO! 46" 
Kk. Henry. O Heavenly Gd! 
Mar. How fares my gracious Lord 41 


1 


Comfort my Sovereign, gracious 155 combs” 


1 Henry, What, doth my Lord of Suffolk comfort me? 
Came 


_— * 


207 Tir Send Put of © 
Came he right now to ſing 2 Raven's Note, 
* Whoſe diſmal tune bereft —*.— Powers: 
And thinks he, that the 0 Pa i 4 
By Combert from a | 
Can way the eftieonceived — 2 ? 
Hide not Tay Poyfon with ſuch ſugar d Werds, - 
Lay noe thy Hands on me; forbear, I Tay, | CY 1 
Their touch affrights me as a Serpent's 9 
Thou baleful Meſſenger, out of my Sight: : =o - 
Upon thy thy Eye-balls 1 Tyranny x 
in — Majeſty ht the World. . 
ok not upon me, for thi Eye are | 
Yet do nat go away; come, Baſilisk, , | 
Ant kill the innocent Gazer with th fipht: \ +4 5 
For in the ſhade of Death, 1 ſhall find Joy; ba ; 
1slife, but double Death, now Ge ger dead, 
Mar. Why do you rate my Lord of Suffolk chus?* 
Alt 


the. Dake Ps 74 77 1 to him 

Yet he moſt Chriſtian- like ts his Death; | 5 

ny ſelf, Foe ac he u to. me, 50 3 

Might | Tears, or heart- offending tou, | 
conſuming * recal his Life: 

I would be blind with fick with- * . 

Look e as Primroſe, with 6 -drinkirig-Sighs, . 3 

to have the Noble Duke alive. . © | 

Wha know-1 how the World may deem of mer 

r it is known we were but hollow Friends: 
It may be judg'd I made the Duke Way, | 
So ſhalt my Name with Slander's Tongue be wounded,” 
And Princes Courts be filled with Reproach: 

This get I by his Death: Aye me unhappy, 

To be a Queen, and. crown'd with Infamy. | 
. Hang. Ah woe is me for Gloſter, wretched Mae 
| Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than be is; 

Whar, doſt thou turn away and hide thy Face? 

I am 1 loathſbme Leper,: look on me, 

* art thou like an Adder waxen deaf? 

x A too, and Kill thy forlorti Queen, - 
890 Comfort ſhut in Gis ſters Tomb? 
let t Dame Ar gart Was! ne ler thy Joy. 


kae 


Fog 


0 


[ran _ * 
| Erect his Statue, and &s v n! 
1 And ak my Thnage bur 
Was 1 for te ph oc updn bon: — ty 
ud Wind 


And twice from Englend's Bank 
Drove py. again anto my Native Clime? 


wu e Ur well — 27 
1 eem to 1ay, not a Scorpion 
1 Nor ſet a otha on this unkind: Shoar. 
I What did I'then? but curſt the gentle Guſts, 
And he that los d them from their Brazen Caves, 
And bid them blow towards r bleſſed Shear, 
Or turn our Stern upon à dreadful Rock ::: 
Fett Zolws would not be a Murtherer, 
© But left that hateful Office unto ther. 
I The pretty vaulting Sea refus d to — me, 
Knowing that thou wouldſt have me drown'd on 
With Tears as falt as Sea, through thy — 1 
The ſpl Rocks cower'd in 
And & not daſh me with their 3 
3 I | Oy Pal gr th — more — — 
| tin 
: Art as I Sek; 2 * Chae, ci Cliffs, 
When from thy Shoar the Tempeſt beat us back, 
I flood upon the Batches in the Storm, 
And when the dusky Sky began to rob 
My earne 1 gaping bt of the Land's view, 
I took a coltly Jewel from my Neck, 
A Heart it was, Tt in with Diamonds. 
And threcy it towards A Land; the Sea receiy'd it, 
And ſo I wiſh'd thy =y might my Heart: 
And even with this I fair 2 view,! 
Aud bid mine Eyes be packing with my Heart, 
And eall'd them blind and dusky Spectacles, 
For loſing ken of As wiſhed Coaſt. 
How often have I tempted — 5 Tongue 
(che Agent of thy foul Tacot 
To fita Winch me, as Afcanius 7 
When he to madding Dido would anfold | 
His Father's Acts, commenc'd in an get ür um 
. Am 1 not witthr like her? or thou not! hit ney 
I + 0 al E 


y04 The Second Part of 
Ah me, I can no more; Dye Margar 1 cid Ban? 
For Henry weeps, that chou diaſt Ine ſo long. _ 
F 
VN. Ic is, m vereign, 
That good Duke Aumphey traiteroully is murther'd 
By Suffolk, and the Cardinal Beawford's: means: 
The Commons, like an angry Hive of Bees 
That want their Leader, ſcatter up and down, 
And care not who they ſting in his Revenge. 
My ſelf. haye calm'd chair ſpleenful Mu tiny; 
Until they hear the order of his Death, Fo 
K. Henry, That he is dead, good Warwick, d too true, 
But how he died, G knows. not Henry: 
Enter his Chamber, view his breathleſs Corps, 
And comment then upon his ſudden Death. Wy 47 | 
War, That I ſhall do, my Liege: Stay Selidary,.. 
With the rude W Gy 1 n 79 
K Henry, O thou that judgeſt all things, my Thoughts; 
My Thoughts, that labour to perſuade 57 Soul « it 
Some violent Hands were laid on Humphry's Life, 5 
If my ſuſpect be falſe, forgive me God, 1 
For 1 only doth belong to these. MET 
Fain would I go _ chafe his paly Lips, 
With twenty thouſand Kiſſes, and to drain 1 
Upon his Face an Ocean of falt Tears. Ha ihe! 
To tell my Love unto his dumb deat Trunk, 5 6 
And with my Fingers feel his Hand unfeeling: | | 
But al in vain are theſe, _ 28 uies. 
Bed wi ter“ Bo t 
And to ſurvey his dead and carthly Image; . 
What were it but to make my Sorrow greater? 


Mar. Come hither, gracious Sovereign, view. this Body: 


K. Henry. That is to ſee how deep my Grave is mage: 
For with his Soul fled all my worldly lolace; 
For ſeeing him, I ſee my Life is Death, _ _ 5 
Mar. As ſurely as my Soul intends to live "A = 
With that dread King that took. our State upon Him, <> 


To free us from his Father's wrathful hari 15 


I do believe that violent Hands were laid, . T | 


on * Life of this thrice-famed Bal 


sr  - oc 


—_ 
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Ng HEN VID 30g. 


Suf A dteadful Oath, ſworn with a ſolemn Tongue 


What inſtance gies Lord Warwick for his Von 1 


War, See how the Blood is ſettled in his 99-7 0 | 
Ott havo I ſeen a timely parted Ghoſt,” e 1 26 13 
Of aſhy ſemblanee; m Cp e, and bloodleſs t IT 
Being all deſcended to uring Heart, me [ 1807 


Who inthe Conflict that it holds Lich Death? Mx 


Attracts the ſame tor aidance gainſt the — 
Which with the Heart there cools; and ne'er: ret 
To bluſh and beautify the Check again. 
But ſee, his Face is black, and full of Blood, 
His Eye. balls further out than when he lived, | 
Staring full gaſtly, like a ſtrangled Man; 
His Hair op d, his Noftrils ſtretch d with Arugeling, 
His Hands abroad diſplay d, as one that graſpt 
And tugg'd for Life, and was by ſtrength ſubdued. 
Look on the Sheets, his Hair, you ſee, is ſticking; 
His well- rtion'd Beard, made rough and rugged, 
Like to the Summer's Corn by Tempeſt lodged: 
It cannot be but he was wrote hr here, 
The leaſt of all theſe ſigus were probable. 
Suf. Why Warwick, who ſhould do the Duke to death? , 
My telf and Beawford had him in protection, 
And we, I hope, Sirs, are no Murtherers. | 
Mur. Butbothof you haye vow'd Duke Humghry's dexthy 
And you,- forſooth, had the good Duke to keep: | 
Tis like you would not feaſt him like a Friend, 
And 'tis well ſeen he found an Enemy. | 
2. Mar. Then you belike ſuſpe& theſe Noblemen, 92 
As guilty of Duke Humphry's timeleſs death. = 4 
War. Who finds the Heifer dead, and bleeding freſh, 
And ſees faſt by a Butcher with an 'Ax, + 
But will ſuſpect eas he that made the ſlaughter? 
Who finds the Partridge in the Puttock's Neſt, ' / 
But, may imagine how the Bird was dead, | 
Although the Kite ſoar with unbloodied Beak ? 
Even fo ſuſpicious is this Tragedy. 
. Mar. Are you the Butcher, Suffolk ? where's rooms 
Y en; mel, ame a Kite? where are his Talons? 


-- 


proud | 
fn dey tn Dae ee 
Tins Lam funky in Deb glee, en | 
: L. Mar.He dave not calm his contumdious Spirit, 5. 1 
Nor ceaſe to be an Controller, | 
Tho fda, oo dare him twenty thouſand times, | 

| be Rill; with i reverenes may ay, 

For every word. you ſpeak in his behalf, 


| Is flander to our N Dignity. 
; —— eke in demeanor, 


— Mother — into her blame ſul Bed 

Some ſtern untutor 'd Churl; and noble Stock 

Was graft with Crab; tree flip, whoſe Fruit een 
And never of the Nevil's Noble Race. 

War. But that the guilt of Murther bucklers thee, 


And I ſhould rob the Deathe-man of his Fee, 


Quittitig thee thereby of ten thouſand Shaines, 

And that my Sovereign's Preſerice trakes me mild, 

. — beg 5 — 4 

a t 8 

And ſay, it was thy Wee ee thou meant t; 
That thou't thy ſelf waft born in Baſturdy: 

And after all this fearful Homage done, 

Give thee thy hire, and ſend thy Soul to Fell, 

Pernicious Bloodsfiicker of Men. BY ” 
$f. Thou ſrult be — — e: 1 thed ehy Blood, 
If from this Preſence thou ſ go with 4 5 

Har. Awvthy ehen now, or 1 will drag thee hence, 

Unworthy though thou art, Til cope with thee, 

And do ſome ſervice to Duke s Ghoſt. [Exeunt. 


« Whit Breaſt-plate chm 2 fold 

1 2 arm d, that hath his Qmarrel ny” fed? | 
Aud de but naked, though abs rap 
Whoſe: 6 


* N 21 
N 


* wi within, 
18 * 


. w. 7 
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Pe PR L 
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* 5 
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1 
j. 
* 


| Why, 


un ſend ſuch Meiſage to their Sovereign: . 


"Kip Kennt v VL 


_ ''S. May, What noiſe is this? 1 5 
geg hu le ih ri ts yn hems. 
K. Henry. Why how now, Lords? 


Your wrathful Weapons drawn, 


in our Preſence! Dare you be 10 bold? 
25 what tumultuous Ser have we derer r 
8 The trait rous Warwick with the Men of Bur 


Set all upon me, mighty 8 


| Entey Sali 

Sal. Sirs, ſtand apart, the Kang your Mind. 
Dread Lord, the Commons {en you <a? d by me, 
Unleſs Lord Suffolk be put to death, 
Or baniſhed fair En 48 ones, | 
They will by violence tear-him from your Palace, 
And torture him with grievous lingring death. 
They ſay, by him the good Duke Banfley dy d; 


They ſay, in bim 1 ny — =o death, 
ve an 


And mere inſtinct of 

Free vv i, ſtubborn oppoſite intent, 

As bei ht to contradict your likirig, 
Makes t 5 forward in his Baniſhment. 


They Ey. in care of 5 moſt Royal Perſon, 


That if your Highneſs ſhould news to ſleep, 

And charge 2 no Man ſhould diſturb your reſt, 

In pain of your Diſlike, or pain of Death; 

Yet notwithſtanding ſuch a-ſtrange Edict, 
ere there a Serpetit ſeen with forked Tongue, 
hat ſiy hy glided towards your Majeſty, | 

It were but Cncellary ou-were wak'd; 

Leſt being ſuffer'd in that harmleſs ſlumber, 

The mortal Worm might make the Sleep Eternal. 


And therefore do they cry, theugh you forbid, 


That they will guard you whe're you will or no, 
From ſuch fell Se 32 as falſe Suffolk is; | 
gb whole invenomed and fatal Sing, 
our loving Vacle, twenty times his worth, 
They fay, is atmefuliy bereft of Life. [adi | 
within, An Anſwer from the King, my Lord % ; 

Suf. Tis like the Commons, rude unpoliſut Hinds, - 


* 
IV 


— ” 


got ws Sorende® a 


But you, my Lord, were glad to be. em oy 

T7 hem 3 queint an N75 you @ kb "as 2 

But all the honour Salisbury Hath won, 1 Sr ds 

Is, that he was the Lord eee 9 . I 1 1 

Sent from a far fort of Tinkets' to the K | ter e 
545 An eme er s, * 


K H G6 Sallibary, and en all from the,” * 
1 thank them for def . loving carey” tv pe: 
And had I not been, cited ſo by them, | "OI 
Yet did I purpoſe as they do entreat; oo 1 
For ſure my Thoughts do er e 5 3 
Miſchance unto 1 Kut d Suffoll's . a 
And therefore by 1 Majeſty I (wear, .* Try Bann! 
Wboſe far-unwortby Depary Iam,” lh 
| He ſhall not breathe Infection in this Air.. 84 
But three Days longer, on the pain of . 
. May. Oh Hemy let me plead for gentle en % 
oe ' Queen, to call Him gentle Suffolk,” | 
Nor more, * ſay ;- if thou doſt plead for him, 
Thou wilt but add increaſe unto my Wrath.” 
Had I but ſaid, I would have kept my Word 1 
But when I ſwear it is irrevocable *! e 


137 
8 10 
9 = = 


4 7 „ 5 
If after three Days s ſpace thou here be | found, 5 


Or any Ground that I am Ruler of, 0 3 

The World ſhall not be Ranſome for thy Life. 1. 
Come Warwick, come good Warwick, Ly with me 

I have great matters to impart to th | al 5 
2. Mar. Miſchance and Sorrow go Yong \ with e, 

Hearts Diſcontent, and ſour Affliction, e 

Be Play-fellows'to keep you company';' i 

There's two of you, the Devil make a ird, » | 

And three-fold Vengeance tend upon your Sage, ar 
Suf. Ceaſe, gentle Queen, theſe Execration, | 

And let thy Suffolk take his heavy leave, fr 

©. Mar. Fic coward Woman, and ſoft-hearted Wretch, 

Haſt thou not Spirit to curſe thine Enemy ? 

5 ts Plague upon them; wherefore ſhould 1 curſe 

«4 $# 3% m | 


Would Carſes lun es doth the /Mandrakes bees, eg 


LE I. 
71% 
* 


92 
— 


Stegen the King es el ren 


e n e 


a £i fx” 9 Ep * a. 
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Aaventure to be ee my felt; 


King” HNA — 30 
T would invent as bitter ſcarching terms, deck bi k 
As, curſt, as | harſh, add. hofrible te hear? 2 | ak 42 


Deliber d ſtrongly through my fixed Teeth, -- 
With full 28 — figns of 404 Hate, 


As lean- fac d Envy in her loathſome Cayer* - | 


My Tongue ſhould ftumb!e'in mine earueſt Words, 

Mine E es ſhould Tparkle like the beaten, Flint, 

Mine u an end, as ene duſtrac 3 2000 
Ay, every Joint {hol ſeerh fo'Curſe and Bun, 4 
And even now my burtfitn'd Heart would break;  // 
Should I not curſe them. pPoiſom be the Drink,, 
Gall, worſe than Gall the daintieſt that they tale, 10 
Their ſweeteſt Shade, 4 Grove of Cypreſt Trees, 

Their chiefeſt — * murd' ring Baſilis ks. 
Their ſofteſt Touch, as ſmart as Lxxards _ 1 02 


They wy frightſul as the Serponts his, 
py ng Screech-Owvls," make the Conſort full 
ict Ferrors in dark ſeated Hell 


Enough, ſweet Suffolk. thou torment'ſt᷑ thy ſelf, 

* dread Curſes, Alete Sun e ＋ . 

Or like ar overcharged Gun, recoil, s | 

And turn the foree of them upon thy ſelk. 1uzabel 
Sf. vou bad me ban, and will you bid ne kart 

Now by the Ground chat L am 1 L 

Well could 1 curſe away Winter Night. 10 


Though ſtanding naked on à Mountain top :- NY 


Where biting Cold would never ler Graſs grow, 
And think it but a minute ſpent in ſport. 
Mar. Oh, let me intreat Ne —— 

That I may dew it with my mournful van 
Nor let the Rain of Heav'n wet this place, S 
To mf — *; 2 
Oh, could this kiſs be printed in, th 
That thou might*t think upo NY by the Seh, 
A whom a thouſand $ Sights are bieathr' for' a. 

So get ther gone, that I may know>my rief,. 
*Tis-but: ſur mit d whilſt thou art ſtanding we wt 7097T 
As one that Surfers, thinking on a want: 29 Vo)! 
I will repeal «hee; or be well aſſur'd, 


is 


_- 


6 . Se kes N 


And ie I am, if but a EN 02; Ri Mow [ 
not to mes even no 2 _ 
Oh go not yet Even, thys, twa para, > eee T 
. — kiſs, and tabe ten — N 
_ a ndred times to; t 

— — Life with thee. 


With every deveral Pleaſure inthe. World: | 


f And where thou art not, 
1 can r r 
a I 


2 Mer aue, . be le fiſt v wers! 


> 


mw_ 'To-Ganific ata bis Majeſty 8 1. 
That Cardinal e — TY 123 
For ſuddenly 

| The maker him gulp, 


15 Were 4. | His fide; 1 
5 55 Saber las — * 
| crets o tex · c Den [1A 
ni, am ſent o tell his Majeſty, f 121 * * 2 
Tben even; nau heicries aloud fer him. 
u. Gotell this heavy Meſſage ta the King,- bus, 
Ay me! what is ehis. World? what ">" "yuh 
But l 1 leſs. 
— + how Sonl's T realuge? 0041 1803 
| wi Suff at fan ches 
with the Soy thera Clouds, _ in Tears? 
Theirs for the 1 mine for Sorxoves.: 
Now get thee hence, tha, Ring thou, ner 
If thou be found by me, rw abi l 1 


3 . 


hey me is poor Sell ten times baniſhed, F 

Once by 8 er thee by = 

f Tie not the. ebenes, A 
S0 ns army Company. lend 


A 6&4 2 


Aeg HE NN VI. or 


If I depart from thee, I cannot live, 
And thy ſight to die, what were it elſe, 
But like a pleaſant/ Slumber in Cle why Lap? 
Here could 1 breathe m info the Air, | 
As mild and gentle, as 8 Cradle- babe, . 
Dying with Mother's between its Lips: | 
Where, from thy Sight, hoot be raging Mad, 
And cry out for thee to 15 e up mine Eyes; 
To have thee with thy to op, wy 5 
So ſhouldſt thou Ache = m 
Or I ſhould breathe it ſo into t : ly, 
And then it liv'd in ſweet Elyſium. 
To die by thee, were but to die in jeſt, 


From has to die, were torture more than Death; 


Or let N ys befal what may * reef 
Away; though parti 4 Wen 
It is applied to 1 3 
To France, ſweet Suffalk; let me hear from thes: 
For whereſde er thou art in this World's Globe, 
11 xt Tris that ſhall find thee out. 24 
4 
r 
A Jewel lock d into the wof | 
Thad Tye Ma contain a thing of worth, | 125 
Even as ſplitted Bark, ſo we; 
This 22 13 to 875 6 
. wy nd ved 1 1s Cod 


— ee, eee to thy 


* Tr thou beeſt Death, 111 gi ire thee Inpland; Treakares 
Enough to purchaſe ſuch wits — Iſland, N n 
So thou wilt let me live, and ſeel no pain 

K. Henry Ab, what a fn it is of ovil Lite, 

Where Da The $ 2 0 is ſeen ſo terrible! 

War. Nase, it is thy Soveraign ſpeaks to thee, 

Car. Bring me unto my Trial when you * 
Dy'd he not in his Bed? where ſhould 
an L make Men live where they ul er 90) 


; 2 


g 


* 


| 4 4 — —— 


i 
| 
| 


no m 1 willcopfeſs— 4, . 
—— again? Ten . where he is 7 


III Il give a thouſand Pound t&look uon bim * 
| ath no Eyes, the Duſt hath blinded them: 

Combe down 155 Hair; look, lapk, it ſtands 

Like Lime-twigs:ſet; to catch-n N Soul; 

Give me (ome ek and bid t | 
| Bring r the ſtrong Poiſon that. I bought 1155 9 | 


122 O chou eternal Moyer of the Ys. 


gentle. Eye-u bg Wretch, 
| ok — away 22 bulie medling Fiend, 
That Jays ſtrong Siege unto this Wretch's £ 


- And from his Boſom: purge tl this black hl * 


19 


o LEE. 


ar. See how the Pangs of death do A bim gi 


Sal. Diſturb him not, 152 Im pals peaccabl 

| aher . Peace to his Soul, if God's | 9 
Lord ird'nal. if beute on 55 Hi, 
Hold up thy Hand, make hgnal of t F 


He dies, and makes no ni Oh Go 
War. So bad a Death argues a monſtr ous Life 


| orgire Ni. 


= be. 


K. Henry. Forbear to judge, for we are Sinn ners all. 


loſe up his Eyes, and draw the Gran d, 
ind let us all to Meditation. 


Alarm. Fight at Sea. . Orduance | goes « 


* pain, 


Whitmore, and other e 0 flo 7 * 


Priſoners. A 

Cap. The gaudy b and reinorſeful Day, 
ee crept into the 3 the Sea: 
Aud noh loud bowling Wolves arouſe the Jades 
That drag the Tragick melancholy Night: 
| Who with their drowyſie, flowy ard flagging Wings 
Cleap dead Mens Graves; and, from their miſty 
(Breath foul contagious darkneſs in the Air: 


Therefore bring tofth the Soldiers of our Prize, © da. 


For whilſt our inne anchors in the Downs, 


ick 


e 
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Here ſhall they make their Ranſom on the Sand, 


Or with their loo ſtain this diſcoloured ore. 
Maſter, this Priſoner freely give I thee, 


+ And thou that art his Mate, make Boot of this: . 


N 
8 
3 
3 


2 1 9 4 
1 


| The other, alu lime, & Oy mare. 


5 
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= 2 Gen, 


dive hd AY tb. 


jos po — 


* 
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| q Gen. What is my Ranſom, Mafter, let me know. 


Maſt A thouſand Crowns, or elſe lay down your Head: 
Mate. And ſo much ſhall you give, or off goes yours. 
Whit. What, think you much to pay 2000 Crowns, 


And bear the Name and Port of Gentlemen? 
Cut both the Villains Throats, for die you ſhall: 


Nor can thoſe Lives which we have loſt in fight, 
Be counter-pois'd with ſuch a petty Sum. BECK ok 
1 Gent. lil give it, Sir, and therefore ſpare my Life. 

2 Gent, And fo will 1, and write home for it ſtraight. 
Whit, I loſt mine Eye in laying the Prize aboard, 
And therefore to revenge it, ſhalt thou die; [To Suffolk. 
And fo ſhould theſe, if J might have my Will. | 
Cap. Be not ſo raſh, take Ranſom, Het him live. 
Suff. Look on my George, I am a Gentleman, 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou ſhalt be paid, 

Whit. And ſo am I; my name is Walter Whitmore. 
How now ? why ſtart'ſt thou? what, doth death affright? 
Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whoſe ſound is Death: 
A cunning Man did calculate my Birth, |  ,_ +» 
And told me, that by Water I ſhould die: 1 
Yet let not this make thee be gloody- minded. 


— 


Thy name is Gualtier, being rightly ſounded. 


Whit. Gualtier or Walter, which it is I care not, 
Ne'er yet did baſe diſhonour blur our Name, 
But with our Sword we wip'd away the blot. 
Therefore, when Merchant-like I ſell Reyenge, _ 
Broke be my Sword, my Arms torn and dekred. * 


* - - 
' 4 
1 


And I proclaim'd a Coward through the World. 


Suf. Stay Whitmore, for thy Priſoner is a Prince, * 
The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 
Ibit. The Duke of Suffolk, muffled up in Rags !. 
Suf. Ay, but theſe Rags are no part of the Duke. 
Cap. But Fove was never {lain as thou ſhalt be. 
Obſcure and low ſie Swain King Henrys Blood! | 
Suf. The honourable Blood of Lancaſter . 
Muſt not be ſhed by ſuch a jaded Groom: | 
Haſt thou not kiſs'd thy Hand, and held my Stirrop? 
Bare-headed plodded by my Foot-cloth Mule, 
And thought thee happy when 1 ſhook my Head, 
| le - 


Vo. IV. How 
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How often haſt thou waited at my Cup, ; 
Fed from my Trencher, kneel'd dowa at the Pods 


* When 1 have feafted with Queen Margaret? 4 
Remember it, and let it make thee Creſt-faln, 3 


| Ay, and allay this thy abortive Pride: 45 | 
| How in our ,yoiding Lobby haſt thou ſtood, 4 
= And duly waited for my coming forth? * 

b 


This Hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf. 8 
And therefore ſhall it charm. thy riotous Tongue. 
Whie. Speak Captain, ſhall 1 Rab the forlorn WF!" 
. Firſt let my words ſtab. him, as he hath, me. 
8 . Baſe Slave, 10 words are blunt, and ſo art thou. 
Cap. Convey bim ante and on our Long-boat's fide, 
{ Strike off his Head. "XC 
| an Thou dar'ſt not for thy own. | Be 1 
Cap. Poole, Sir Poole? Lord? | 1 
| Ay kennel---puddle---fink, whoſe filth and dirt 1 
| Troubles. the Filver Spring, where England drinks; 
 - Now will 1 dam up this thy yawning Mouth, - + 
| For ſwallowing up the Treaſure of the Realm. 5 


: 
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Thy Lips that kiſs'd the Queen, ſhall ſweep the Ground 
And thou that ſmil dſt at t good Duke Humphry's Death, 
> Againſt the ſenſcleſs Win 
| ' Who in contempt ſhall hiſs at thee again. "i 
BH And wedded be thou to the Hags of Hell, \ HP \ 
Por daring to _ a mighty Lord - 4 
| Vnto the ugh ter of à worthleſs King, Fr b 
i Having nor Subje&, Wealth, nor Diadem: 1 
By deviliſh policy art, thou grown * 
= | And like ambitjous Sylla rid Fr 8 
| With gobbets of thy Mother's bleeding Heart. 
By thee Anson and Main were ſold. to Fraue. 
The falſe Tevoltin Normans,. thorough: thee, 
Diſdain to call us Lord, and Pape | 
Hath ſiain their 83 ſurprix d our Forts, . 
And ſent the ragged. Saldiers wounded home: 
The Princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, * 0 
Whoſe,dreadfyl Swards were never drawn in vai, 
As hating thee, are riling up in Arms, . 
And no. . Houſe of T * from che Cromn, =— 


* 
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ſhalt grin in vain, - 
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| By ſhameful murther of a puiltles King, | 


And lofty proud incroaching Tyranny, . 
Burns with revedghtly Fire whoſe!bopeful Colours 
Advance a half-fac'd Sun, ſtriving to ſhine; | 
Under the whieh is writ, Invitis nubibus. L. 
The Commons here in Kent are up in Arms, 
And to conclude, Reproach' and | 
Is. into the Palace of our King, [ 
And all by thee; away, convey him hence. f 
Swf. O that I were a God, to ſhoot forth Thunder 
Upon theſe paltry, ſervile, abject drudges: | 
Small Things make baſs Men proud. This Villain bere; 
Being Captain.of a Pinnace; threatens more <8: 
Than Bargulus, the ſtrong Ilyrian Pyrate. 
Drones ſuck not Eagles Blood, but rob Bee-hives. 
It is impoſſible that I ſhould die | 
By ſuch a lowly- Vaſſal as thy ſelf. | |] 
Thy words move Rage, and not Remorſe in me: 
I go of Meſſage from the Queen to France. 
1 thee watt me ſafely croſs the Channel. 
Whit. Come Suffolk, I muſt waft thee to thy Death, 
Sig Gelidus timor occupat artus, it is thee” L fear. 
r. Thou ſhalt have cauſe to fear before I leave thee. 
What, are ye daunted now? Now will you ſtoop ? | 
1 Gent. My gracious Lord intreat him; freak bim fair. 
Suf. Suffolk's Imperial Tongue is ſtern and rough; 
Us'd'to command, untaught to plead for faveur. 
Far be it, we ſhoald honour ſuch as theſe © 
With humble ſuit; no, rather let my Head 
Stoop to the Block," than theſe Knees bow to any, 
Save to the God of Heav'n, and to my King; 
And ſooner dance upon a bloody Pole, 
Than ſtand uncover d to the vulgar Groom. 
True Nobility is exempt from fear: 
More can l bear, than you dare execute. r 
Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more; 
Come Soldiers, ſhew- what Cruelty ye can. 1 
Sf. That this my Death may never be forgot. 
Great Men oft die by vile Bezonians. ” FE); a 
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A Roman Sworder, and Bundetto Slave noe + 


Murder'd ſweet Tally, Braus Baſtard Hand — 1 
1 Pompey the Great; and Swffolk dies by Pirats. 58 


[Exit Walter Whitmore with Suffolk. 


Cap. And as for theſe, whoſe:Ranſom we baye. * d. 


It is our pleaſure one of them depart: 
Therefore come you with us, and let him go. 


[Ex. Captain e 


Manet the firſt Gent. Enter Whitmore with the Badys |; 
bit. There let his Head and liveleſs Body lye. 


Until the Queen his Miſtreſs bury it. | [Exit Whitmore, | 
1. Gent. O barbarous and bloody Spect: cle! 1 2 
His Body will 1 bear unto the Kings 10 f. 


If he revenge it not, yet will his Friends, 


B e 
So will the Queen, that living held him dear. [Exit 
' Enter Bevis and John Holland. af 


Bevis. Come and get thee 'a Sword, though ately 
Lath; they have been up theſe two Bays. 


Hol. They have the more need to ſleep now then, = J 


Bevis. 1 tel thee, Zack Cade the Clothier means to d 
2 Commonveealth, and turn . and ſet a new Nap * 


% 80 be hal need; 'ris Nen Well, 167 it 
was never a merry World in England, fince Gentlemen 
came up. 

Bevis. O miſerable Age! Virtue isnot regarded in Handy- 
crafts Men. 


Hol. The Nobility think ſcorn to go in Leather Aprons; . 


Bevis. Nay more, the Dre. good Wen 


men. 


Hol. True, and yet it is ſaid, Labour in thy — 
which is as much as to ſay, let the Magiſtrates. be labou- 
ring Men; and therefore ſhould we be Magiſtrates by: 

Bevis. Thou haſt hit it; fer there's no heuer fign of 1 
brave Mind. than a hard Hand. 

Hol. 1 ſee them, 1 ſee them; there's Bes Son, che run. 
ner of Wing ham. 

Bevis He ſhall hare the Skins of our Enemies, tomake. | 
Dog's Leather of. 2 
Hol. And Dick the 2 4: $19 7 15 


; 
* 
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| Bevis, Then is Sin ſtruck down like an Ox, and 1981 
ties Throat cut like a Calf. | 

Hol, And Smith the Weaver. | 

Bevis. Argo, their thread of Life is ſpun. 

| Hol. Come, come. let's fall in with them. 


2 Drum.” Enter Cade, Dick the Butcher, Smith the Weaver, 


4nd a Sawyer, with infinite Numbers. 
Cade we Fohn Cade, ſo term d of our ſuppoſed Father. 
Dick. Or rather of ſtealing a Cade of Herrings. 
Cade. For our Enemies ſhall fall before us, inſpired with 
the Spirit 0 of parting down Kings and Princes; G 


Diel. Silenſe. 
Cad. My e eee | 
Dick. He was an honeſt Man, and a good an 
Cade. My Mother a Plantagenet 
Dick. I knew her well, ſhe was a Midwife, 
Cade. My Wife deſcended of the Lacie. 
Dick; She was indeed a Pedler's Daughter, and ſold ma- 
ny Laces. 
ev. But now of late, not able to travel with her 
furr'd Pack, ſhe waſhes Bucks here at home, 
Cade. Therefore am I of an honourable Houſe. 
Diet. Ay by my Faith the Field is honourable, and there 
was he born, — 5 a — for his Father had never 4 
Houſe but the Cage. 
Cad.. Valiant I am. 
 Weav. A muſt needs, for Beggary is valiant. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. | 
Dick. No queſtion of that; for I have ſeen him whipe 
three Market Days together. 
Cade. I fear neither Sword nor Fire. 71 
Nu. He need not fear the Sword, for his Coat is of 
f. 
Dick. But methinks he ſhould ſtand in fear of Fire, being | 
burnt i'th? hand for ſtealing of Sheep. 
Cade. Be brave then, for 2 Captain is brave, and 


voi. Reformation. There ſhall be in England ſeven halt 


wi Loaves ſold for a penny; the three hoop'd Pot ſhall - 
OT and I will makeitFelonytodri k {mall Beer. 
O 3 All 


. 
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All the Realm hall be in Common, and in Chanpfide dul 


my Palfry go to Graſs; and when I am _ qt of 


will be 

All, God ſave your Mazeſty. 

Cade | thank you, good Pele, There ſhall. be no Mo- 
By, all ſhall eat and drink upon my Score, and E will ap- 
parel them all in one Livery, that eme like 8 4 

there, and worſhip. me their Lord. 

Dick. The firſt thing we do, let's kill all the La 

Gade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a lamentable 
thing, that the Skin of an Innocent Lamb ſhould be made 
Parchment ; that Parchment being ſcribled o'er, ſhould un- 


do a Man. Some ſay the Bee ſtings, but I ſay, tis Bees 


Wax; for I did but Seal once to a thing, and 1 was.never 
my own Man fince. How now? Who. is there? þ ; 


__Enter 4 Clerk. 
mau. The Clerk: fc, be an Wrircand Read, 
and caſt Accompft. | 
Ga O:monitrous! _ A 
Weav. We took him * Boys Copies, 1 
„Cade Teresa Villain, ö 


lav. Has a Book is his Locker with red Letters int. 
Cade. Nays then ha isa Cour. 
Diab. Nay; he can rr and were Court 


Cade. I am ſorry fort: The Man is a Man of 
mine Honour ; unleſs I find him Gulty, he- ſhall not die. 
Come hither, Sirtah, enn, * is — 
Name - | | uh 

-Clerk. Emanuel. 
Dick. They uſe to writeiton the 12 of Letters: "Twill 


go bard wikh you. 718 if } vb 


Cade. Let me alone: Dofthanwſe oed Nane? 
or haſt thou a Mark to thy ſelf, like an honeſt plain · deal 
ing Man? 

Clerk. Sr, I thank God, hve beea fo well brought up, 
thay | can write my Name. 
AL. He hach-confelt, away with him he is a Villain 


" anda Traitor 


, Any rid him, 1 oy Hang im vi bs Pe, 


\ 


e 


all 
1 
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und Ink horn about his Neck. [Exit ene with the Ciel. 


| Ener Michael. 
Mich. Where is our General? 
Cade. Here 1 am, thou particular Fellow. 


Mich. Fly, fly, fly. Sir Humphry Stafor and his Brother 


are hard by with the King's Forces. 


Cale. Stand Villain, ' lend, or PU fell thee down © he 
ſhall be encountred with a Man as good as himſelt. He is 


but a Knight, is a? 
Mich. tho 


. 


© Cade. To equal eq hm will ck oy Right pe 
e at 


ſently; riſe-up, Sir. Fohn Mortimer, Now hay 
Enter Sir > rt Stafford, and young Stafford, 
Drum ind Soldiers. 


with 


Sraf. Rebellious Hinds; the filth and ſcum of ent, 
Mark for the Gallows; lay your Weapons down, 


Home to your Cottages, forſake this Groom, 
The King is merciful if you revolt. 


T. 8taf. But angry, Wrathful, and idclin'd to Blood, 


If you go forward; therefore yield or die. 


"Cade. As for thele Blken-colted Slaves I paſs not, 


It is to you good People, that 1 
Over whom (in time to come) 1 hope to reigu⸗ 
N. Jam rightful Heir unto the Crown, 
Villain, they Father was a Plaiſterer, 
And ou thy ſelf a Shearman, art thou not 7 
- Cadt. And Adam was a Gardener, 
Y. Staf. And what of that? 


Cade.. Marry, this Eunond Mortimer Earl of March, mat- 


ried the Duke of Claretce's Daughter, did he not? 
E. Ay, Sir. 
| Cade. by her he had two Children at 605 birth. 
T. Staf. That s falſe. 


Cade, Ay, there's the Queſtion; but I ſay, tis true: 


The elder of them being put to Nurſe, 

Was by a Beggar. woman ſtoln away, 

And ignorant of his Birth and Parentage, 
Became a Bricklayer, when he came to age. 
His Son am I, deny it if you can. 


Dirk. Nay, tis too true, therefore be ſhall be Ring. 
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Weav. Sir, he made a Chimney in my Father's Houſe, 


and the Bricks are alive at this Day to teſtify it; therefore 
deny it not. 


Staf. And will you credit this baſe Drudge's Words, 


that ſpeaks he knows not what ? ny” * 
Al. Ay marry will we, there fore get you gone. 
7. Stf, 


Fack Cade,the Duke of York hath taught you this. 


_ .Cade.: He lies, for I invented it my ſelf. Go too, Sirrah, 


tell the King from me, That for his Father's ſake, Henry 


the Fifth (in whoſe time Boys went to Span-counter for 
French Crowns) I am content he ſhall Reign, but 11I be 
Protector over him. | 

Dick. And. furthermore, we'll have the Lord Say's Head, 


TH for felling the Ditkedome of Main. 


Cade. And, good reaſon; for thereby is England maim d, 
and fain to go with a Staff, but that my Puiſſance holds it 
up: Fellow-Kings, I tell you, that Lord Say bath gelded the 
- Commonwealth, and made it an Eunuch; and more than 
that,, be can ſpeak French, and therefore he is a Traitor. 
Staf. © groſs and miſerable Ignorance. | 
© _ Cade, Nay, anſwer it you can; the Frenchmen are our Ene- 
mies; go too then: I ask. but this, Can he that ſpeaks with 
the Tongue of the Enemy be a good Councellor or no? 
All. No, no, and therefore we'll have his Head. 
T. Staf. Well, ſeeing gentle Words will not prevail, 
Aſſail them with the Army ef the King. 

Staf. Herald away, and throughout every Town, 
Proclaim them Traitors that are up with Cade; - 
That thoſe which fly before the Battel ends, 

0 even in their Wives and Childrens ſight, 

Be hang d up for Example at their Doors; a 3 
And you that be the King's Friends follow me; ¶ Exit. 
Cade. And you that love the Commons follow me; 
Now ſhew your ſelves Men, tis for Liberty, | 
We'll not leave one Lord, one Gentleman; 

Spare none, but ſuch as go in clouted Shoone, 

For they are thrifty honeft Men, and ſuch _ 

As would (but they dare not) take our parts. AR 

Dick, They are all in order, and march towards ,- 4 | 
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Cade. But then are we in order, when we are moſt out 

of order. Come, march forward. | 
| Alarum to fight, wherein both the $taffords are ſin, 
Enter Cade. and the. refs. 

| Cade. Where's Dick, the Butcher of Aſpford? 

Dick. Here, Sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like Sheep and Oxen, and 
thou behaved thy ſelf, as if thou hadſt been in thine own 

er-houſe: Therefore thus I will reward thee, the | 
Lent ſhall be as long again as it is, and thou ſhalt have a 
Licenſe to kill for a hundred lacking one, | 8 

Dick. I deſire no more. 

Cade. And to ſpeak truth, thou geſer t no leſs. This 
Monument of the victory will I bear, and the Bodies ſhall 
be dragg d at my Horſe's ace "till I do come to London, 
where we will have the Mayor's Sword born be fore us. 

Dick, If we mean to thriveand do good, break open the 
Goals, and let out the Priſoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Comes lets march 
ag ler un : 5 ot ¶ Exeunt. 

with a 8 ication, en Marga- 

* wi 3 , the Duke of 2 ond. 

the Lord Say. 


Mar. Of have I heard that Grief ſoftens the Mind, 
And makes it fearful and degenerate, 
Think therefore on Revenge, and ceaſe to veep. 
But who can ceaſe to-weep, and:loak on this? 
Here may his Head lie on my throbbing Breaſt: 
But where's the Body that | ſhould imbrace ? 
Buck. What Anſwer makes- mow Grace to: the Rebels 
ication ? 
K. Henry. I'll ſend ſome Holy Biſhop to intreat; 
For God forbid ſo many fimple Souls © 
Should periſh by the Sword. And I my (elf, 
Rather than bloody War ſnould cut them ſhort, 
45 y with Fact Cade their General. 
y. I'll read it over once again. | 
A. Mar. Ah barbarous Villains! hath this lovely Face 


.f 


| Nite like a wandring Player over me, 
| And could it not. intorce them to relent, 


Os That 


Phat were 
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to. behold the ſame // 
K. Henry Lord Say, FackGade hath ſworn to have Gpliad. 
2 12. but 1: — your have his. 
Henry. How now, Madam / 
bea death ? 


Sell lamenting and mournipg 
I fear me, Love, if that I had been dead, 


Thau weuld'ft not half have mourn'd mph fas; 
NE rs Arts I ſhould not mourn, but die 


Ma | for thee. 
_ a enger. 1 
x. Rory. How now f what Nows? why com'ſt:thou 
lin ſuch haſte 
4 The Rebels are in Sourhwark ;' fly, my Lord: 
Fack Cade proclaims himſelf Lord Mortimer, 135 4 
_—_ mcg oe: = hor err s Houſe, : 
ca Grace Uſurper 43 „ 25 
And — himſelf in Woſminfer, 1 
His Army is a ragged multitude 7 
Of Hinds and /Peafants, rude and mercileſe: 9 
Sir-Hamphry Stafford, and his Brother's death, © 


Hath given them Heart and Courage to proceed; 4 


All Scholars, Lawyers, Courtiers, Gentlemen, 


* 
They call falſe Caterpillers, and intend their destb. 
K. Henry. Ograceleſs Men! they kow not whatchey do. 
| Buck. My gracious Lord, retire to 4 
Until a Power be rais d to put them down. © {| 
| . Mar. Ah! were the Duke of Suffolk 3 1 
Theie Kentiſh Rebels ſhould be ſoon-appeas'd. 
K. Henry. Lord Say, the Traitors hae thee, f 
Therefore away wi us to ' 9 
Say. So might your Grace's Perſon be i in — * 
The ſight of me is odious in their Eyes; » 
And therefore in this City will 1 * 0 
And Ive alone as ſecret as I may. ing GM 
2 Meſ. Fack Cade bath gotten 5, i 
The Citizens fly him, and forſake their Houſes: | 
The Raſcal People, thirſting after prey; | 
Join with the Traitor, and they jointly lerer | 
A Fo Royal Court, 2 
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Buck. Then linger not, my Lord; away, take Horſe. 


. Henry. Come, Maigaret, God, our hope, will ſuccour us. 
.D. Mar. My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceas'd. 
K. Henry. Farewel, my Lord, truſt not to Kenriſh Rebels. 
Buck. Truſt no Body, for fear you be betray d. 
Say. The truſt I have is in mine Innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and reſolute, [Exennt. 
Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walking. Then enter two 
| ' or three Citizens below. 
 Seales. How now ? Is Fack Cade ſlain? 
1 Cit. No, my Lord, nor like to be flain: 
For they have won the Bridge, 
Killing all thoſe that withſtand them: 
The Lord Mayor craves aid of your Honour from the Tower 
To defend the City from the Rebels. 
Scales. Such Aid as I can ſp you ſhall command, 
But I am troubled here with them my ſelf. 
The Rebels have aſſay d to win the Tower, 
But get you into Smwuhfield, and gather Head, | 
And thither will 1 ſend you Matthew Goff. 6 
Fight for your King, your Country, and your Lives, 


And fo fare wel, for I muſt hence again. [ Exexont, 
Ruter Jack Cade and the reſt, and firikes his Staff n 
London Srone. 


Cade. Now is Mortimer Lord of this City, 
And here fitting upon Lomuone Stone. 
charge aud command, that of the City's coft - 
The piſſing Conduic run nothing but Claret Wine 
The firſt year of our Reign. 
And now henceforward it ſhall be Treaſon for any 
That calls me other Than Lord Mortimer. | 
Enter a Soldier runoing. 
Sol. Fack Cade, Fack Cade. ö 
- Cade. Knock bim down there. - [They kill him. 
Weav. If this Fellow be wiſe. he'll never call you Fack 
Cade more, I think he hath a very fair warning. 
Dick My Lord, there's an Army gathered together in 
Smithfield, | | | 
Cade.. Come, then, let's go fight with them 
But firſt, go and ſet London Bridze on Fire, * 
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And, if you can, burn down the Tower too. 
Come, let's away. | Exeunt Ines. 
Alaram. Mathew Goff is ſlain, and all the reſt. Then 
| enter Jack Cade with his Company. vs 
- Cade, So, Sirs: Now go ſome and pulldown the S#voy: 
| Others to the Inns of Courts, down with them all,” 
Dick. I have a'Suit-unto your Lordſhip. : 
. Cade: Be it a Lordſhip, thou ſhalt have it for that Toes. | 
Dick. Only that the Laws of England may come out of 
your Mouth, - 
„Magz, *twill be fore Law then, for be was thruſt 
in the Mouth. with a Spear, and tis not whole jet. 
Smith. Nay, Fohn, it will be ſtinking Law, for * 
Rinks with toſted Cheeſe. 
Cade. | have thought upon it, it ſhall be fo. Away hbura 
all the Records of the Realm, my Mouth ſhall be 
tiament of England. to 
Fam. Then we are like to have biting Statutes, + 4 
Valeſs his Teeth be pull'd out. 4 | 
Cade, And hence-forward all 14 ce a in Com 


. Moth | T 
5 Enter a Meſſenger Y > 
. Mef. My Lord, a prize, a prize, r the Lord Say 


which ſold the Town in France, be that made us pay one 
and twenty lifteens and one Shilling to the Pound, t he * 
Subſidy. 2 
Enter George with the Lord 827. 


182 Well, he ſnall be beheaded for it ten times. Ah 
Say, Sy, thou Serge, nay, thou Buckram Lord, now art 
5 within point. black of our Juriſdiction Regal. What 
eanſt thcuanſwer to my Majeſty for giving up of Norman- 
&y unto Monſieur Baſimecu, the Dauphin of France? Be it 
known unto thee by theſe Preſents, even the preſence of 
Lord Mortimer, chat 1 am the Beſom that muſt ſweep the 
Court clean of ſuch filth as thou art: Thou haſt moſt trai- 
terouſly corrupted the Youth of the Realm in erecting a 
Grammary-Schaol ; and whereas before, our Fore-fathers 
bad no other Books but the Score and the Tally, thou _ 
cauſed Printing to be us'd, and contrary to the King 


Crown and Diguity, thou baſt built a wel I It "ol 
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King HENRY VI. 


be prov d to thy Face, that thou haſt Men about . * 
uſually talk of a Noun and a Verb, and ſuch abominable Words, 
as no Chriſtian Ear can endure to hear. Thou haft ap- 
pointed Juſtices of the Peace, to call poor Men before them 
about Matters they were not able to anſwer. Moreover, 
thou haft put them in Priſon, and becauſe they could not 
read, thou haſt hang'd them, when indeed, only for that 
cauſe they have been moſt worthy to live. Thou doſt ride 
on a foot-cloth, doſt thou not ? 
8 2 What of that? 

ny er ought'ſt not to let thy Horſe wear a 
Cloak, when honeſter Men than thou go in their Hoſe and 


Dick. And work in their Shirt too, as my elt for ex- 


Doublets? 


ample, that am a Butcher. 


Say. You Men of Kenr. 
Dick. What fay you of Kent? 
Say. Nothing but this: *Tis bona terra, mala gens. 
' Cade. Away with him, away with him, he ſpeaks Latin. 
Say. Hear me but ſpeak, and bear me where 9 70 will: 
Kent, in the Commentaries Ceſar writ, 
Is term'd the civilſt phee of all this Iſle; 
Sweet is the Country, becauſe full of Riches, 
The People Liberal, Valiant, Active, Wealthy, 
Which makes me hope thou art not void of . 


I ſold not Man, I loſt not 


Yet to recover them would loſe my Life: 
uſtice with favour have I always done, 
yers and Tears have moy'd me, Gifts could never; 
When have I ought exacted at your Hands? 
Kent to maintain, the King. the Realm and you, 
Large Gifts have I beſtow'd on learned Clerks, 
Becauſe my Book preferr'd me to the King: 
Aud ſeeing Ignorance is the curſe of God, 
Knowledge the Wing wherewith we fly to Heaven, | 
Unleſs you be poſſeſt with deviliſh Spirits, 
Ye cannot but forbear to murther me: * 
This Ton , 1 parlied unto foreign Kings 
For your 
4 Cade Tur, | when » Arugk'l thou one Blowin the Field? 
; Sap 
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The Second Part of 


| Great Men have reaching Hands; oft have 1 ft 


8 = 


ji 


2 O monſtrous Coward! What, to come 
Theſe Cheeks are pale with watching for your good. 


EX Give him a box o ' Ear, and that will make em 


- Ted, again. 
Sey. Long fitting to determine poor Mens Gaues, 
Hath made me full of Sicknefs and Diſeaſes. 


Cade. Ye ſhall have a bempen Caudle chen, and the | 


help of a Hatchet. 518 A 
Dick. Why doſt thou quiver, Man? = 
The Palfie, and not Fear, provokes me. 


"Cade. Nay, he nods at us, as who ſhould ſay, I'llbeeven 


with you. I Il fee if his Head will Rand ſteadier on a Pole, 
ö — Take him away, and behead him. © 
Say. Tell me, wherein have 1 offended moſt? _ 
Have I affected Wealth or Honour? Speak. * 
Are my Cheſts filłd up with extorted Gold ? by 


Is.my apparel ſumptuous to behold ? 
Whom have I injur'd, that ye feek my Death? 
_ - Theſe Hands are free from — Blood- 7 
This Breaft from harbouring foul deceitful Thoughts. 
O let me live. 


well for his Life. Away with him, he has a F 


him away 1 fay, and ſtrike off his Head preſently, and then 

break into his Son-in-Law's Houſe, Sir James Cromer, and 

ſtrike off his Head, and bring them both ere hither, 

8 Country- men, 1 en make Proy're, 

* — be ſo obdurate as your ſelves, * 

How would it fare with your departed Souls? 

And therefore yet relent, and fave my Life. 

Cade. Away with bim, and do as 1 command ye: The 
proudeſt Peer of the Realm ſhall not wear a Head on his 


m rried, but ſhe ſhall pay me her Maidenhead 2 
ve 


— 
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that I never ſuv, and firuck them dead. A 4 


Cade. [feel remor@ jn my ſelf with bis Words but 
III bridle it; be: ſhall dye, and it be but for p mms fo | 


under his Tongue, he —— not a God's Name. Go, take b 


| —— unleſs he pay me Tribute; there fhall not a Maid 


dene io% - my 
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have it; Men ſhall hold of me in Capire. And we Charge 
and Command, that their Wives be as free a Heart "can 


wiſh, or Tongue can tell. 
Dick. My Lord, 


When ſhall wwe go to ., and take up Commodities 


upon our Bills? 


5 Was one with the Heads. | 
cad. But is not this brave? N 

Let wg mode kiſs any, ob for they lov'd well 

wW were alive: Now part again, 

Left they conſult about the giving up 

Of ſome more Towns in France. Soldiers, 

Defer the ſpoil of the City until Night, 

For with theſe borne before us, inſtead of Maces, 

Will we ride through the Streets, and at every Corner 

Have them kiſs. Away. [ Exennt. 

Alan, 2 Retreat. Enter again Cade, and all his 


Rabblement. 
Cade. Up -Fiſh-ſtreet, down St. Magnes Corner, kill and 
knock down, throw them into Thames. 


Sound a Parley. 1 8 
What noiſe is this I hear? 
Dare any be ſo bold to ſound Retreat or Parley, 
When I command them kill? 

Enter Buckingham, and old Clifford. 

Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will diſturb : 
Know, Cade, we come Ambaſſadors from the King 
Unto the Commons, whom thou haſt miſ,- led, 

And here pronounce free Pardon to them all, 
That will forſake thee, and go bome in 7 | 
e relent, 


Clif. What ſay ye, Country- men, will 
And yield to * vhilſt tis offered Rog 
Or let a Rabble lead you 'to your Deaths? 
Who loves the King, and will embrace his Pardon; 
Fling up his Cap, and ſay, God ſave his Majeſty; 
Who hat hateth him, and honours not his Father, 
Henry the Fifth, chat made all France to WA 
2 be his 9 at us, and paſs by. 


eb. 


I fre them Lording it in London Streets, 


We'll follow the King and Clifford. N 


£4 
| 

| 
[ 
. 


4 The Second Part 'of \ 
A God fave the King? God ſabe the king: 
::Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford, are ye ſo brave? 


| And you, baſe Peaſants, do ye believe him? will ybu needs 
be hang'd with your Pardons about your Necks? Hath 


my Sword therefore broke through London Gates, that 
you ſhould leave me at the White-Hart in-Southwark? 1. 


thought you would never have given out theſe Arms till 


you had recovered your ancient Freedom: but you are 
all Recreants and Daſtards, and delight to live in Slavery 


to the Nobility. Let them break your Backs with Bur- 
-thens, take your Houſes, over your Heads, raviſn your 


Wives and Daughters before your Faces. For me, I will 
make fhift for one, and ſo God's Curſe light upon you all. 
Al. We'll follow Cade, a 4 {+48 4-5" : * 


a We'll follow Cade. nl 


C. Is Cad the Son of Henry the Fifth, | * Hue 


That thus you do exclaim you'll go with him; 
1 
An 
Nor knows. he how to live, but by the Spotfb t _ 
Unleſs by robbing of your Friends, and us. 
Wer't not a ſhame, that whilſt you live at jar, 
The fearful French, whom you late vanquiſnedd. 
Should make a fart o'er Seas, and yanquiſh you? 2 
Methinks already in this civil bro ill. 


ill be conduct you through the beart of France, ? 
d 1 Wir meaneſt of yo Earls and Dukes??? 
e 8 


th no home, no place to fly to: 


. 


9 
* 
= 
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Crying Villjago-unto all they meet. 
Better ten thouſand baſe- born Cades miſcarry,,, - 
Than you ſhould ſtoop unto. a Frenchmay's Mercy. 

To France, to France, and get what you hin of 


England, for it is your Native Coaſt. 


Henry hath Mony, you are ſtrong and manly: — 
God on our ſide, be not of Victory. _ N 


All. A Clifford! a Clifford! 


24 1 


3 |; : : 7 
Cade. Was ever Feather ſo lightly blown to and fro, ag 


this multitude? The Name of Henry the Fifth hales them 
to an hundred Miſchiefs, and makes them leave me de- 
_ folate, I fre them lay their Heads gogether to ſurprize 

| e me. 
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me. My Sword make way for me, for here is no ſtaying 3 
in deſpight of the Devils and Hell, bave through the very 
midſt of you; and Heavens and Honour be witneſs, that . 
no want of Reſolution in me, but only my Followers 
baſe and ignominious Treaſons make me betake me to 


my Heels. cs [Ext . 


Buck. What, is be fled ? Go ſome and follow him.” 
And he that brings his Head unto the King, r! 


Shall have a thouſand Crowns for his Reward. © 


| | | Exeunt them. 
Follow me, Soldiers; we'll deviſe a mean ow 7 | 
To . — you all unto the King. Exeunt omnes. 
S Trumpets, Enter King Henry, Qusen Margaret, 
and Somerſet on the Terras. . 

K. Henry. Was ever King that joy d an Earthly Throne, 
And could command no more Content than 1 = 
No ſooner was I crept out of my Cradle, 

But I was made a King at nine Months old: 
Was never Subject long d to be a King, 
As I do long and wiſh to be a SubjeR. 

Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 

Buck. Health and glad Tidings to your Majeſty: 1 

Kk. Henry. Why Buckingham, is the Traitor Cade ſurpriz d? 
Or is he but retir d to make him ſtrong ? | 

Enter Multitudes with Halters about their Necks. 

Clif. He is fled my Lord, and all his Powers do yield, 
And humbly thus with Halters on their Necks, | 
Expect your Highneſs doom of Life or Death. So 

K. Henry. Then, Heaven, ſet ope thy everlaſting Gates, 
To entertain my "Vows of Thanks and Praiſe. 

Soldiers, this day have you redeem'd your Lives, 
And ſhew'd how well you love your Prince and Country : 
Continue ſtill in this ſo good a Mind, <4 | 
And Henry, though he be unfortunate, 
Aſſure your ſelves will never be unkind : 
And ſo with Thanks and Pardon t& you all, 
I do diſmiſs 2 to your ſeveral Countries. 
A. God fave the King, God ſave the King. 


3 


. 
. 
* 


30 be Second Part of * 


| . Enter Meſſenger. 
Mef. Pleaſe it your Grace to be advertiſed, 


The Duke of York is newly come from Irdland, 


And with. a puiſſant and mighty Power 


Of Gallow-glaſſes. and: ſtout Kernes, 5 


4 
* 
* 


Is-marching hitherward in proud Array: 


And till proclaimeth, as he comes along, 


His Arms are only to remove from thee 3 | 
The Duke of Somerſer, whom he terms a Traitor. 
K Henry. Thus ſtands my State, twixt Cade and York 


| Like to a Ship, that having ſcap'd a Tempeſt, ( diſtreſt, 


Is ftraightway claim'd and boarded with a Pyrate, 
But now, is Cade driven back, his Men diſpets'd, PN 


And now is York in Arms to ſecond him. 


I pray thee Buckingham, go and meet with him, * 


And ask him whar's the reaſon of theſe Arms: 


And Somerſet, we will commit thee chither, We 


Until his Army be diſmiſt from him. KL: 
Som. My Lord, * $4 

II yield my felt to Priſon willingly, -T 

Or unto. Death, to do my Country goο ͥ q. 
K. Henry, In any ceo bones reuph fo Terms, 


For he is tierce, and cannot brook hard Langihpe. 
Buck. I will, my Lord, and doubt not ſo to Meal, 
As all things ſhall redound unto yeur good. | ny 
E. Henry, Come, Wife. let's in, and learn to govern better, 
For yet may England curſe my wretched Reigu. Rum. 
Du Jack Cade. — 

Cade. Fy on Ambition; fy on my ſelf, thathavea Sword, 
and yet am ready to famiſh. Theſe five Days have 1 hid 
me in theſe Woods, and durſt not out, for all the 


Country is laid for me: But now am I fo hungry, that if 


I might have a leaſe of my Life for a thouſand Years, I 
| tay no longer. Wherefore on a Brick Wall have 
I climb d into this Gen, to ſee if 1 can cat Graſs, or 

ick a Sallet another while, which is not 'amiſs to cool a 


's Stomach this hot Weather; and I think this word 
Sallet was born to do me , for many a time but for 
2 Sallet, my Brain - pain had been cleft nnen 
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King Hunxy VI. 337 
and many a time when I have been dry, and bravely 
marching, it hath ſervd me inftead of a Quart-pot co 
drink in; and now the word Sallet muſt ſerve me to feed on. 

Ia. Lord, who would live turmoiled in the Court, 
And may enjoy ſuch quiet Walks as theſe ? 1 
This ſmall Inheritance my Father left me, | 
Contenteth me, and's worth a Monarchy. 
| I feek not to war great by others waining, _ 
* Or gather Wealth I care not with what Enyy; 
A Sufficeth, that I have, maintains my State, 
And ſends the Poor well pleaſed from my Gate. 
Duale. Here's the Lord of the Soil come to ſeize me for 
a a Stray, for entring his Fee-fimple without leave, Ah 
Villain,- thou wilt betray me, and get 1000 Crowns of 
the King, by carrying my Head to him, but Ill make 
thee eat fron'like an Oftridge, and fwallow my Sword 
like a great Pin, ere thou and 1 part. | 

Iden. Why, rude Companion, - wharſoe'er thou be, 

I know thee not, why then ſhould I betray thee? 

ler not enough to break into my Garden. 

And Hke à Thief, to come to rob my Grounds, 
Climbing my Walls in ſpight of me the Owner, 

But thou wilt brave me with theſe fawey Terms? 
Dale. Brave thee? Ay, by the beſt Blood that ever was 
broach d, and beard ther too. Look on me well, I have 
eat no Meat theſe five Days, yet come thou and thy five 
Men, and if I do net leave you as dead as a door Nail, 
1 pray God I my never eat Graſs more. Neef 

Iden, Nay, it pull hefer be ſaid, while England ſtands, 

That men, an Eſquire of Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famiſh'd Man. 

thy ſtedfaſt gazing Eyes to mine, 

See if thou canſt out- face me with thy Looks: \ 

Set Limb to Limb, and thou art far the leſſer: 

Thy Hand is but a Finger to my Fiſt, 

Thy Leg a Stick compared with this Truncheon, 

My Foot ſhall fight with all the ſtrength thou haſt, 

And if mine Arm be heaved in the Air, 


Thy Graye is digg d already in the Earth; 


e 
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1332 The Serin Part af. 
As for more Words, whole greatneſs anſwers Words, | 


Let this my Sword report what Speech forbears. | 
Cade. By my Valour; the moſt compleat Champion 


that ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or cut 


not out the burly bon' d Clown in Chines of Beef. e er 
thou ſleep in thy "Sheath, ] beſeech W on my Knees 
thou may'ſt be turned into Hobnails. [af \ 
Here they Fight. 

o 1 am ſlain! Famine and no other bath {lain me, let ten 
thouſand Devils come againſt me, and give me but the ten 
Meals I have loft, and I'd defie. them all, Wither Gar- 
den, and be henceforth a;buryiog place to all thatdodwell 
in. this Houſe, becauſe the unconquer'd Soul of Cade is 


* Is Cad that I have ſlain, that monſtrous Traicgr? 

Sword. I will hallow thee for this thy Deed,  -. 

And bang thee o'er my Tomb when I am dead. 

Neer ſhall this Blood be wiped from thy Point, 

But thou ſhalt wear it as a ur Coat, 

To emblaze the Honour which thy Maſter got. 
Cade. Iden farewel and be = of thy Victory: Tell 

Rent from me, ſhe hath loft her beſt ſt Man, and exhort all the 

World to be Cowards; for I that never fear d any, am 

van . by Famine, not by Valour. __ [Dies. 

uch thou wrong i me, Heav n be my Judge 3 

Die, ya Wretch, the curſe of her that bare thee: 

And as I thruſt thy Body in with my Sword, NT 

So wiſh I, 1 wiche cg thy Soul to Hell. 8 4 

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the Heels | 

Unto a Dunghill, which ſhall be 141. 

And there cut off thy moſt 2 en 

Which I will bear in Triumph to the King, | 
Leaving thy Trunk for Crows to feed upon, Exit. 

Enter York, and his Army of Iriſh, with Drum and 

Colours. 


York. From Ireland thus comes York to claim his Right, 

And pluck the Crown from feeble Henry's Head. 
Bells aloud; burn Bonfires clear and | 

To entertain great England's lawful King. S 

Ah Sana Majetas! who would not by the dur? * 


— o 
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Let them obey that know not how to Rule, | 
This Hand was made to handle nought but Gold. 
I cannot give due AQion to my Words 
Except a Sword or Scepter ballance it. 
A Scepter ſhall it have, have I a Soul, 
On which I'll toſs the Flower-de-Luce of France. 
Enter Buckingham. 
Whom have we here? Buckmgham to diſturb me? 
The King hath ſent him ſure: I muſt diſſemble. 
Buck. Tork. if thou meaneſt well, 1 greet thee well. 


* 
— 


8 


1 f 
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York. Humphry of Buckingham, I accept thy greeting. 


Art thou a Meſſenger; or come of Pleaſure? 
Buck. A Meſſenger from Henry, our dread Liege, 

To know the reafon of theſe Arms in peace? 

Or why, thou being a Subject, as I am, 

Againſt thy Oath, and true Allegiance ſworn, 

Should raiſe ſo great a Power without his Leave? 

Or dare to bring thy Force ſo near the Court? | 
York. Scarce can I ſpeak; my Choler is ſo =_ «a 

Oh, I could hew up Rocks; and fight with Flint, 

I am ſo angry at theſe abject Term. 

And _ like Ajax Tolamonins, * ' 

On Sheep or Oxen could J ſpend my Fury. 

I am ar better born than is Te King 1 

More like a King, more Kingly in my Thoughts. 

But I muſt —. fair Weather * a — 

Till Henry be more weak, and I more ſtrong. © [ Aſide. 

O Buckingham! I prethee pardon me, | 

That I have given no Anſwer all this while; 

My Mind was troubled with deep Melancholy. 

The cauſe why I have brought this Army hither, 

Is to remove proud Somerſet from the King, 

Seditious to his Grace, and to the State. 42 
Buck. That is too much Preſumption on thy Part; 

But if thy Arms be to no other end, 

The King hath yielded unto thy Demand: 

The Duke of Somerſet is in the Tower. 
York. Upon thine Honour, is he Priſonef̃? 
Buck, Upon mine Honour he is Priſoner. 0 

5 | Yorks 


334 The Second Part * 
Tork. Then, Buckingham, I do diſmiſs my Powers. 


Soldiers, I thank you all; diſperſe your ſelvesz 1 
Meet me to morrow in St. George's Field, | 4 | 
Tou ſhall have Pay, and every thing you 1 35; 2 
And let my So , virtuous Henry, 8 


Command m Fon Son, * 1 


As pledges o Fealty and Love, 
| Ill ſend chem al 2s Wi ing as 1 lire; 
Lands, Goods, Horſe, Armour, any thing I have 
| Is his to uſe, ſo Somerſet may die. 
Back. York, I commend this kind Submiſſion; 
We twain will go into his Highneſs Tent. 
Enter King Henry and Attendants. 


K. Henry. Buckingham, doth Terk intend no harm 7 | 


That thus he marcheth with thee Arm in Arm? 
York. In all ſubmiſſion and humility, 
* doth preſent himſelf unto your Highneſs. 


Henry. Then what intend theſe Forces thou doſt wig 


— To haye the Traitor Somerſet from hence, 
And fight againſt that monſtrous Rebel Cade, 
Whom fince I heard to be diſcomfited. 3 
Enter Iden with.Cade's Head. 2 
Lum. If one ſo rude. and of ſo mean Condition 
May paſs into the Preſence of a King; 
Lo, I preſent your Grace a Traitor's Head. b 
The Head of Cade, whom I in Combat flew. 1.3 


F | 


O let me view his Viſage | 

That living wyrougbt me ſugh-exceeding trouble. 

Tell me, my Friend, art thou the Man that ſlewy bim? 
Iden. I was, an't like your 


Majeſty. | 
K. Henry. How art thou call'd ? And what thy Degree? 


Iden. Alexander Iden, that's my Name. 
A poor Klgyire of. Kent. that loves the King. 
Buck. So pleaſe it you, my Lord, 'twere not ami 
He were created night for his goad Service. 
. Henry. Iden, kneel damn; riſe upia Knights 
We giye thee for Reward-a thouſand Marks, 
And will, that thou hence forth attend on us. 


WY % * 2 > widens is -4 
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Im. May Iden live to merit ſuch a Bounty, 
And never live but true unto his Liege. 47 
Enter Queen Margaret and Somerſet. 2 
K. Henry. See Buckmgham, Somerſet comes with the Queen; 
Go bid her, hide him quickly from the Duke. 
But boldly ſtand and front him to his Face. BY x) 
Tork. How now ? ls Somerſet at li 


Mar. For thouſand Yorks he ſhall not hide his 
— 
Then, York, unlooſe thy long impriſoned Thoughts, 


And let thy Tongue be equal with thy 


Shall I endure the fight of Somerſet? | 
Falſe King, wh thou broken Faith with me; 


Knowing how y I can brook abuſe? 


King did I call thee? No, thou art no King: 
Not fit to govern and rule Multitudes, 
Which durft not, no.nor canſt not rule a Traitor, 
That Head of thine doth not become a Crown: 


Thy Hand is made to graſp a Palmer's Staff, 


And not to grace an awtul Princely Scepter. *. 
That Gold muſt round * theſe Brows of mine, 
Whoſe ſmile and frown, like to Achilles Spear, 

Is able with the c to kill and cure. 

Here is a Hand to a Scepter up, 

And with the ſame to act controlling Laws: 
Give place; by Heav'n thou ſhalt Rule no more 
O'er him, whom Heav'n created for thy Ruler. 

Som. O monſtrous Traitor! I arreſt thee York, 
Of Capital Treaſon gainſt the King and Crown; 
Obe y, andacious Traitor, kneel for Grace. 

York, Would'ſt have me kneel? Firſt, let me ask of thee; 
If they can brook, I bow a Knee to Man! | 
Sirrah, call in my Sons to be my Bail: 

I know, ere they will let me go to Ward, 
They'll pawn their Swords for my Zafranchiſement. 
. Mar. Call hither Clifford, bid him come amain, 
To lay. if that the Baſtara Boys of Turi | 
Shall be the Surety. for their Traitor Father, 

York. O Blood beſpatreo Neapolitan, | 
Out-caſt of Naples, England's bloody Scourge 
Tie Sons of Tork, thy Betters in theic Birth, 


l 
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If you oppoſe your ſelves to match Lord Warwick. 
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Shall be their Father's Bail, and bane to thoſe 


That for my Surety will refuſe the Bos. 


Enter Edward aid Richard. a 
See where they come, I'll warrant they II make it good. 


' - Enter Clifford. 
©. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their Bail. 
Health and all Happipeſs to m the King. 


Tork. I thank thee, Clifford, Say, what News with ? 
Nay, do not fright me with'an angry Look: 


We are thy Sovereign, Clifford kneel again; 
For thy miſtaking A we pardon thee.. oF 


Clif. This is my King, York, I do not miſtake, alt wh 


But thou miſtak't me much to think I do; 
To Bedlam with him, is the Man grown mad? 


EK. Henry, Ay, Clifford, a Bedlam and ambitious humour 
Makes him oppoſe himſelf againſt his King. pes Lacs 


_ Clif. He is a Traitor, let him to the Tower, 
And crop away that factious Pate of his. 
Mar. He is arreſted, but will not obey: 
His Sons, he ſays, ſhall give their Words for him. 
York. Will you not, Ni e ern e 
E. Plan. Ay, noble Father, if our Words will ſerve. 
R. Plan. And if Words will not, then our Weapons ſhall. 
Clif. Why, what a brood of Traitors have we here? 
Tork. Look in a Glaſs, and call thy Image ſo. | 
I am the King; and thou a falſe-heart Trajtor ; 
Call hither to the Stake my two brave Bears, 


* That with the very ſhaking of their Chains 
They may aſtoniſh-theſe fell- lurking Curs: 


Bid Salisbury and Warwick come to me. | 
Enter the. Earls of Warwick and Salisbury. 


Clif. Are theſe thy Bears? We'll bait thy Bears to death. 


And manacle the Bearard in their Chains, 
If thou dar ſt bring them to the baiting place. 
R. Plan. Oft have I ſeen a hot o'er-weening Cur 


_ Run back and bite, becauſe he was with-held, 


Who being ſuffer'd with the Bear's fell Paw, 
Hath clapt his Tail betwixt his Legs and cry'd: 
And ſuch a piece of Service will you do, ; 


Clif. 
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King Henne! V 1 wh 
Clif. Hence; heap of Wrath, foul indigated Lurop, 


As crooked in thy Manners, as thy Shape 
.. York, Nay, we ſhall heat you 1 on. 
Clif. Take heed leaſt by your heat you burn your ſelves. 
K. Henry. Whiy, Warwick, "hath thy Knee nen 
Old Salisbury, ſhame to thy Silver Hair, 
Thou mad Miſe leader of thy Brain - fick Son, r 
What, wilt thou on thy Death- bed p y * IK | 
And ſeek for Sorrow with. thy M's 0 2 
Oh where is Faith? Oh where: 457 | Senn dT 
If it be baniſh'd ſrom the froſty bac wy 883 
Where ſhall it find a harbour in the Earth? 43 We 
Wilt thou go dig a Grave to fin! out, War, —_— 
And ſhame thine bonourable Age with Blood? 
Why art thou old, and want'ſt Experience? 5 
Or wherefore doſt abuſe it, if thou haſt ij? 
For ſhame, in duty bend thy Knee to me, 59 
That bows unto the Grave with milky Age. 
Sal. My, Lord. I have conſdered r a. 
The Tide of this moſt renowned Duke, 
8 my Conſcience do repute his Grace, 
e rightful Heir to $ Royal Seat. 
ir Haſt thou not ſworn Allegiance unto me? 
Sat. 1 have. 
K. Henry. Canſt thou diſpenſe with Heaven for ſach an 
Sal. It is great Su to ſwear unto a sin; 49962 
But greater Sin to keep a finful Oath:, . . - 
Who can be bound by any ſolemn; v, PY 
To do a murd*rous Deed, to rob a Man, hr 
To force a ſpotleſs Virgin's Chaſtity, 
Jo reaye the Orphan of his Patrimony, 
To wring the Widow from her cuſtom'd 4 Right, 
And have no other reaſon for his wrong 
But-that he was hound by a ſolemn O . 
Mar. A ſubtle Traitor needs no — | | 
K. Kenry. Call Buckingham, and bid him arm Hunke 
York. Call Buckingham, and all the Friends thou haſt, 
I am! refoly'd for Death, os Dignity. .. 
OldClif. The firſt, I warrant thee; if Dreams prove true: 
Hur. Tou were belt go to Bed, and dream again, 
Vol. IV. * To | 
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To keep thee frotythe Tempeſt: of the Field. KY 
old Clif. 1 Toots xi 591 2A 

Than any thou canft — - * [ 

Abd that Il write upon 1 boot 1 5 


Night I but know thee by's 


Mar. Now 2284 Father's oh eh, Greſ - 51 
The ram imd to the f f 
This dey en ee wel ay dener, no 1001 win adv 
As on a 5 Mens) wo! os! hos. 
That keeps his Hepver ad of any Sturm. 


_— to — thee 9 5 NEG — ad 7 11 
And flom t !Burponer: It — 1 
And hn, under foot with all ontempt, a 
Deſpight the Bearard, that protects the Bear. if b. 
7. — And ſo to Arms, victorious noble bete, 
To quel the Rebels und their Cewphtes 
R. Plan. Fie, CHartty for ſname, ö 
For you N ap nl — 
Y. Clif. * thoucenſbrell, 
R. Plan. If not din Hey A you} dd top in tel. AT 
499 0 il ge ob 25115715100 Luan. 
78 Ene Warte 0 || ST 
fie Mrd of Gurnberland, tis Warwick ng 
And if thou doſt not hide thee from the Bear. 
Now when the angry Trumpet. ſbunds 1 
Aud dying Mens ies do fill the r 
Clifford, I ſay, come forth and fig it — me, 19/8919 1 
Proud Northern Lord, — 30. ng o 
Warwick is boarſe with Gal 


—— rk. f 
War. How now, My noble Lord ? what Ml ft? | 
York, The dendiy handed Clifford" ſle wu my Steed: ww o7 
But match to oy 1 — cacountred him 
And made a / Kites and Crows," ng LG 
Even of ele hen he! 1 58 10d fo Well. 
nick mi che.. > o A 
——— of us the time is come. 
Tork. Hold Warwick : Mk thee dut ſome other Ge, 
For Iny TFmult bunt this Deer to dest. 
JE Wh 6B y a, e for 1 Crouyn * Fghe't: . 
3 
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As I intend, Clifford, to thrive, to 
N It grieves my Soul to leave thee un > Lei War, 
Clif. What ſeeſt thou in me, wh 45 | 
Why doſt thou pauſe? _ 
York. With thy braye bearing ſhould I bei in Joys; 
But that thou art ſo faſt mine Enemy. 
7 Clif. Nor ſhauld thy Proweſs vant praiſe amd eſteem, 
"_ But that tis ſhewn ionobly; and in Treaſon. _ 
, York, So let it help me now againſt thy Sword, | 
3 As 1 in Juſtice, and true Right expreſs it 
F „ My Soul and Body on the Action born. 
7 York. A "Ireadful lay, 2ddref thee inſtantly. N 
* La fin Corronne les æuvres. Dies. 
Wort Thus War hath given. thee Peace, for ion 
Peace with his Soul, Heav'n, if it be. thy will. , 4 
| Enter young Clifford. e 
n 1 di Shame and Confulion, all js on the WY _- 
Fear frames diſorder, and diſorder wounds. * 
Where it ſhould guard. O War! thou Son of way" 
, Whom angry Heat us do make their Miniſter, 
Throw in the frozen boſoms of our Part, 
Hot Coals of Vengeance. Let no Soldiers cull 
He that is truly dedicate to War 
Hath no Self-love; nor he that loves Himſelf. 
Hath not eſſentially, but by circumſtance, * 
The name of Vale: O let t ee orld. a . 
And the premiſed a v7 of 2 % oP 
Enit Earth and Heay'n together. e, 
5 -Now let the general Trumpet blow bis Bla,” © 2 
| Particularities, and petty ſounds _ 3 
To ceaſe. Waſt thou ordained, O dear Father, 5 
— To loſe thy Vouth in Peace, and to atchieye os 
, = a 00 Livery of adviſed Age, - 
121 And in t Reyerence, nd th Chair. day 
75 To die in Ruffian Battel? Eren at this fi 3 be 
My Heart is turn'd to Stone; and ble tis mine, 
It ſhall be Srony, York. not our old Men ſpares; +. . 
No more will T their Babes, Tears Vi Virginal, 
Shall be to me; eyen as the Dew to Fire; 


| And Beauty, that the Tyrant oft reclaims. 
0 ck P 2 dhall 
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Ralle my flaming Wrath, be Oil and kr. 

ceforth, 1 will net have to do with pity, 
Meet I an Tnfant of the Houſe of York, 4 1 BY 
Into as m its will L cut it. N 
As wild Medea, young Abſirtus did. 

In. cruelty, will I erk gut my — F e 
Come thou new ruin of old Cliford's flouſe- 4 5 y r D 


— — 


As did JZEneaz old Auchiſe. bear, aha 

So bear I thee upon, my man Se; 

But then Znegs dak ring load ; 44 15110 | 
ny © hen heavy as theſe woes of mine. Ln. 

. Enter Richard Plantagenet, and Somerſet to fight. ; 

N. Plan, So, lye thou there: Aa kill d, 
: For underneath 'an Ale- houſe paltry fign, 

The Caftlein St. Alban Somerſet © dvr 556:T 


Hath ryade the Wizard famous in his Death; . 
- Sword, hold thy temperz Heart, be eden an: ba. : 
| Priefty;pray for Enemies, but Princes kill M 


Fight, Exctaſions, Buer 1 Hebry,” Deen Margaret, 


| 
| 
| 
{ 


"x; 
| wh Mar. Away my Lord,” you afe flow, for ſhame 2 
3 — Can we outrun the lest uc Good Marys. | 


ra ſtay. 
| ' O. May. What are you mad 4 Vol. l not nor 
a e : 1 Wit =. 


| \ To give the Enemy e 7 515 Th | 
3 | By what we can, whic ch.can do more e e, 


If you be ta en, we then ſhould "ny hs en 

Ke gon bay Fortunes; bur if WE haply ſcape, 

As well me may, if not through y 05 ne glect, apart pn, 0 

We hall to London get, where 25 are lor * | 6 
And eee e bak 
May readily be opt. Enter Clifford, - (91154 ei 31% Ty = | 


| 

Clif. bur that y Heatrs on fie e 1 
S 

1 


I would {peak Blaſphemy ere bid you fly; 1 
Baut fly you muſt: Uncurable aſcoinfit hogs 4 
Fi - Hearts of all our — Pits,” On i 
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Away for your relief, and we will live 
To ſee their Day, and them our Fortune give. | 
Away my Lord, away, [Exeunte 
Alarum. Retreat. Enter York, Richard Plantagenet, War- 
wick, and Soldiers, with Drum and Colours. 
York, Of Salisbury, who can report of him, 
That Winter Lion, who in Rage forgets 
Aged Contuſions, and all bruſh of time: 
And like a Gallant in the brow of Youth, | 
pairs him with occaſion. This happy day 
Is not it (elf, nor have we won one Foot, 
If Salisbury be loſt, 
R. Plan, My noble Father, . 
Three times to day I hope him to his Horſe, 
Three times beſtrid him; thrice I led him off, 
Terſwaded him from any further Act: 5 
But ſtill where danger was, ſtill there I met him, 
And like rich Hangings in an homely Houſe, 
So was his Will in his old feeble Body. | 
But noble as he is, look where he comes. | 


Enter Sali * ” . | 
Sal. Now, by my Sword, I Lat hou fought to day; 


By th'Maſs fo did we all. I thank you Richars. 
God knows how long it is I have to live; | 
And it hath pleas'd him that three times to day 
You have defended me from imminent Death. 
Well Lords, we have not got that which we have, 
is not enough our Foes are this time fled, 
Being oppoſites of ſuch repairing Nature. 
- York, I know our lafety is to follow them, 
For, as I hear, the King 1s fled to London, 
To call a preſent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purſue him ere the Writs go forth. 
What ſays Lord Warwick, ſhall we after them? 
War. After them! nay, before them, if we can: 
Now by my Hand, Lords, twas a glorious Day. 
St. Alban's Battel won by famous York, 
Shall be eterniz d in all Age to come. 
Sound Drum and Trumpets, and to London all, | 
And more ſuch Days as _ to us befall, [Exennts 
£3 | 
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120 Near to the King, and Prines . 
Ee of Somerſet, . 
221 of Oxford 6, 9. 
U Or 9 

Turi of Exeter, Lords of King Henry s Ja 
By Weftmorland, 
Earl Lird Juen d; owt wick wh. m. , 

ar of Richmond, 4 7, , 
. Richard, Duke of or ft * T7 
\ Bdwaid, Eldeſl Gen to the DbievfYork * A Edward IV. 
George» Duke of Clarence, ſecond Son to the Date of York. 
Richard, Duke of Glouceſter, third Son to the Dul⸗ of York, «f- 


133 King Kichard III. h ry 
| Dake of We N Son, A . af 


Marquiſ: of Monts 
1 Warwick, * 


of the b. of York . 


Earl of « - ws 4 of | 
Earl of Pembr — W B58 

Lord 1 * — $1 bo. of” 4 — 

EA Mor 

ort imer 
2 Hagh Monimer, F b. lr te the Dake of Tolk. 
wFDerbyeroondd rt 

Led Rivers, Brother to the Lady Gray. 4 

Sir John Montgomery,  *_ + 
r 


Mayer of Covent | 
Mayer and Ane er of Tork. 


Lee . r i) As 


Pliers ad wer oma Ky Her , and 
CENE is laid in france, dur- 


TOP _— 1 


we Third Pa 82 TY 
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ACT. I. SCENE . 


"Alarum, Enter Hobs of York, Edward bh 
Oe Moantegue, Warwick, A, Sidi. 


WARWICK: 
Wonder how alas 'd ourfaids ? 


York, While we purſu d Abe Horſemen 
.of the North, | 
He flily ſtole avzay,” and lef his Met: 


Whereat the great Lord of w lunbe. | 


' Whoſe warlike Part cant never brook 


the drooping Army, 
Lord Cl: 2 and Lord Sraffor all a-breaſt, : 

Charg'd our main Pattel's Front; and breaking in, 
Were by the Swords of common Soldiers ſlain. © 


Edw. Lord Stafford's Father, Duke of wares, aw 
Is either ſlain or wounded dan 


] cleft his Beaver with a down-right blow: 
That this is true, Father, behold his Blood. 


LT 


— 
— 

= 
— 
— 


hn ll, 
= ot 


OI a rt —— K — 


and himſelf, © F 


Which now the Houſe of Lancaſter — 
: This is t 


2 -T Third Pore of 
r e 


2 


— beſt fre dof all 3 
1 my Lord of Somerſer ? 


2 all the Line of 
R Thus do I hope 


to ſhake King Henry's Head, 
War. And fo do I, victorioug Prince « of York. © 
Before I ſee thee ſeated"in the Throne. 


E vow b Vu theſe Eyes ſhall never cloſe. 
© Nr che fearful Ring, ö 9 1 
And this the Regal Seat; poſſeſs it York 3 
For this is thine, and not King Henry's Heirs. E 
Net. Affi me then, fwret Warwick, and 1 wil + 

For hither we bave broken i in by force. 

Ne well JC affift you; he that flies ſhall die. 
"York, Thanks, — Norfolk ; ſtay by me hel Lott, 


And Soldiers ftay and lodge by me this Night 


__- War: And-Whed the Ring cbmos older binn 80 bd 
Unleſs he ſeek to thruſt ou out by force. 
Tork. The Queen this bert holds her Parliament, 
But little thinks we ſhall be of her Counſel; . -© 6 
By. Words or Blows here let us win our Right. | 
Rich, Arm'd as we are, let's ſtay within this = 
mr. Fhe bloody Parliament (al The be et, F | 
' Unleſs Plantagenes, Dake 7 be King. 1 
And baſhful Henry depos d, whoſ Cowardiſe 1 5 
Flath made us. 3 our Enemies. 
York. Then leave me not, my ray be refolu'e s 
I mean to take poſſeſſion. of my Right. | 
Har. Neither the King, nor he that loves on bel, #1 
The proudeſt He. that holds up Lancer, 5 0183 


* of 


50 Day ſtir 2 Wing, if Farwick ſhake his Bells. * 
I'll Plantagenet, root him up who dare; * 


thee bebe ; Fin rhe , Crown, pag. 1 


o © 
* 
9 6 : 4 1 
. +4 * 
þ i 
- g -— * 
* 
- 


elolye thee 


*r Rt . 3 


Enter King H /” Cliffotd, Northumberland; Weſlmor- 
land; Exeter, amd 


K. Hemy, My Lords, WT ae dans Rebel 
Even in the Chair of. > ap belike he means, 4 2 
Back d by che Power of Warwick, that falſe Peer, 
To aſpire unto the Crown, and Reign as King. * 
Earl of Nerthamberland. he flew: BY Father, TY 

And thine, Lord Cliffard, and you ye bath vow? 

On him, His Sons, hi e and 14 r * 

North, HI be not, f on me. 

Ci,. Tbe hope 2 5 journ in th 

Weſt. .Whet,' ſhall we fu 115 spluck him down. 
My. Heart for anger burns, 1 cannot 21 it. 

K. Henry. Be patient, gentle Earl of 3 1 

Clif. Patience is for Poltroons, and ſuch is Ws 
He duiſt not ſit there bad ron lr 5 lie d. 

My gracious Lord, here 1 125 Parliament 

Let us aſſail che Family: o York, 

4 "a Well e Coulin be it TY «Joy 
„Al. know 275 not the City favours them, 
And = have Troops. of Soltliers at ther beck, 

Teſt. But when the * n quickly fly. 

K. Far be the t of this from Heart 
To 1 of the Parliament 9 "gd ; 
Couſin of Exerer. Erowns, Words, and Threats, 
Shall be the War that Henry means to uſe. 

Thou factious Duke of York,deſcend my Throne, CE | 
And kneel for Grace IEF, * my r 
I am thy Soveraign. V's; | 
York, Henry, | amy thine. 
1 For ſbame come down, — made thee Duke of 
or 
York, It was my laberitance, as the Karldom Was. 
Exe. Thy Father Was a Traitor to the Crown. , 
Har, Exeter thou art a Traitor to the Cron, 
In tollo wing this uſurping Henry. 
Clif. Whom ſhould he follow, but his natural King? 
War. True, Clifford, and that's Richard Duke of York. 
R. Henry. And thall 1 ſtand, and thou ſit in my Throne? 
Tork. 


'S, ow 
t A 


„ l lt muſt and ſhall be fo, -content thy elf. 1 
Mur. Be Duke of Lancafer, let him be King. 
Hk. He is both King and Duke of Lancaffer, Þ 
And that the Lord of Weſtmorland ſhall' maintain. 
mar. And Warwick ſhall diſprove it. You forget. 


That we are thoſe which chas'd you from the Field, , 


And flew woe Fathers, and with Colours ſpread 


» March h the City to the Palace Gate... 
We nth Parwlth,” Lremember it to my grief. 
And by bis 


Plantagane,. of thee and theſe thy Sons, 
I A ae pit Friends, TI bee en Lives 
i ade of Blood were in my Father's Veitis. '\* 

Clif, Wee no ore, Jet that inflead of Words 


1 ſend thee, Warwick, foch a'Meſſenger, . __ 1 


As ſhall” ng 5 th, before I ſtir. 3-37 J N 
War. Poor e | 7 8 worthleſs Theits, | 
- York. Will Fol, "6 Mew our Title to the Crown? | 


If not, our Swords ſhall plead it in che Feld. 3 3 79. 


k. Henry. What Title haſt thou, Traitor to dhe Crown ? 


Thy Father was, as thou pit; Duke ef t.. 
Thy Grandfather Roger Mortimer, Earl of March. 
I am the Son of Henm the Fifth, | 
Who made the Daup in and the French to loop 1 
And ſeix d upon their Towns and Provinces. 
War, Talk not of France, ſith thou haſt loſt it al.” 
X. Henry, The Lord Frotector 16ſt it, and 208 % 
81 When I-was crown'd T was bor nde Moathy old.” 
Rich. You are old enough now,” 1er baA 
And yet methinks you loſe: _ povos yer res | 
Father, tear the Crown from the Uſurper's Head. 1 
Ta. Sweet Father do io, ſet it on your Head, 
Mount. Good Brother, 1 
As thou loy'ſt and honoureſt Arms, b d e 
Let's fight i it out, and not ſtand ewelling thus; 


ane e e _ King will 


a; Pp * 5 15 


Tork. Sons, peace. 0 


K Hong. Peace thou, wage Kingneoplerto ek: 


thou and thy Rouſe ſhall rue i: 


0 The Third wy "> ng 


| 


. 
- 
: 
A 


"King oy xn VI. 
Mar. P, ſhall ſpeak l him Lon, 

And be you filet mſg end: N | 

For he t n pts bim. ſhall Bot wo” O 1 


X. A FE thau that 1 wilfleaye * 
w f 2 17 F 


firſt ſhall War unpeople 105 Realm 
pa por 471 Colours often born in N N 


And now. in Eneland, to 2 Hearts 7 om 


great 8 
Shall be y y Wind: hee: Why fai ou, e 
My Tit] '+ good, 7 5 15 

War. But prov cit, gc thou Ae Ki 


DE e the 8 e the'C 
. Henry.” 112555 not l w'fay, my de wok 


Tell me, may not a a King ad an Jeir? 
Terk. What ry . * 7 
er may, then am 1 uri King: n 
For © Reba, itt the view'of 3 8 Pes : 
Refign'd the Croyrn to Henry e Fourth,” A- 963 you; 
WAG Heir my Father Was, and 1 =— * 3 


York. He to ut him, being his CY 
And made As Wa his Crown: Oy pore a. oY 4 
War. Suppoſe, my Lords, he did it unconſtrain d, 
Think you 1 prejudicial to his Crown 
Exe. No; for he could not ſo his Crown, 
But that the next Heir ſhould ſucceed and reign, - 
K. Henry. Art thou againſt us, Duke of Exzter 7 
Exe, His is the right, and therefore pardon me. 
York, Why whiſper you, my Lords, and anfwer not; 
Exe. My Conſcience telle me, he is lawful King. 
K. Henry. All will revolt from me, and turn to him, 
North.  Plantagenet, for all the Claim thou lay'Rt, -- 
| Think not, that Henry ſhall be ſo depos d. 
War. Depos'd he ſhall be, in deſpite of all, © 
© North. Thou art deceiv'd: | (b. 
Tis not thy Southern Power f 
Of ſex, Norfolk, Suffolk, aor of Kent, | 
Which makes thee thus preſumptuous and Preud, | 
Bk the Duke up in deſpight of me, och 


: r 


: a 


bl : 
1 = 
: n V 


** The 7 1 4 Part of 
2 bl] "thy NY s 
Lord l ale; a, bet 3 0 y 5 E . 


Where Tall ue dende t flew, 10 e 


K. Henry, Oh Clifford, bin thy or m 
York. Henry of Loaf. ep ty wi: 
Woe! mutter Wine or, wha : £9 re you, Lords? 
ur. Do ri ee * e Dake n * 
Or | 'will fill t E Hon % 9. oof; T7 vM 
And. er the Chair Or State, ,w — 25 be fits”... 
Wo his Title w {* hae 
He farts i Fo, 
1282 me 14 this time xe! 
York. Confirm the Sen Ons, and bo mis Heirs, 
And thou n le thou liv' : 
| content : Richarg ee 1 
i a bates + Crap IA 
Clif. What of df hs 
Mar. t is this t 
Weſt. Male b RS 
Chf.. How haſt hou i injur d both thy ſe Af and wy. 
2 I cannot ſtay to hear thele Articles, 
North. Nor 1. SE 
Clif. Come Couſia, let us tell the Queen theſe News, 
Weſt, 9 faint-hearted and degenerate n 
In whoſe cold Blood no ſpark of — bides. 
- »North, 12 into the Houſe , Far 
Kod dis in trade. unmanly deed. 275 
Clif, In dreadful Eds may ſt — be oyercome, ©. | 
Or live in Peace abandon'd and deſpis # 


- 


amd th 
Warwick, 


17 Nor. Cliff. Welle; 


War. Tura this way, Henry, and regard th m not. 


Exe. They ſeck revenge, and therefore wu not yield. 


R. Henry. Ah Exeter ! ——. 1 44 r 
Mar. Why ſhould you. 55 my Lord? 3 

K, Henry. Not pg Lord Ware mn 
* I baden ſhall difaberit. 1 


en 


f hear. me but ont d Word; 


4 
4 
8 
E 
E 
( 
C 
1 
E 
4 
I 
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nd AM 


- 
n. 


= 


But be it as it may; I here entail ,- 1] a 


Re HE MAT VI. 


The Crown to thee, and to thine Heics.for erer: 
Conditionally, that here thon take an Qa. 8 
2 —— 0 bo 
To honour me as thy Kin Sowereigu: 7 > 
Neither by Treaſon nor Hokility, - id ba 1 
To ſeek tO put me down, and Reign thy ll. i 21 61 
Tork. This — a. _—_— _ and — | 
Mar. Long li . embrace 698 
R. Henry. 4 ue thou. — Soon 
Tok Now Tath and Lancafter are reconaikd. 
Exe, Accurſt de be that fecks to make chem Foes. 
Soner. | Here they come u m. 

York. Farewel, my gracious Lord, ll to my oY | 
War. And I'll keep London wich my Soldiers. . ; 
Norf. And I to Norfolt with my Followers. | 

Mount. And I unto the Sea from-whence 3 FE. 
K. Henry. And I with Grief and —— neo 
Enter the Queen, oem wrnts ee 7 
Exe. Here comes the Queen. 70 
Whoſe Looks bexrray her Anger: || 92 Im dd | 
I'Il ſteal away. nine | | 
K. Henry. Exeter ſo will J. V 2 6 | 
Queen. Nay, go not from me, I will follow thee 
R. Henry. Be patient, gentle Queen, and 1 will ſtay. 
Queen. Who can be patient in ſuck Extrem? 
Ah wretched Man! would I had dy'd a Maid, 
And never ſeen thee; never born thee Son, . 
thau haſt prov'd ſo unnatural a Father. f 
Fry deſery'd to wh his Birth-right thus ? 
Hadſt thou but loy'd him balf ſo much as 1, 
Or felt that pain which J did for him once, 
Or nouriſht him, as 1 did with m = Blaod; 
Thou would have left thy. deareſt Heart- blood there, 
Rather than made that Savage Duke thine Heir, 
And diſinhexited thine only Son. | 
Prince. Father, you cannot difinherit me: 2X 
If you be King, why ſhould not I ſucceed 2 


K. Henry. Pardon me, Margaret; pardon me, ſvreet Son; 
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enforc'd me. 


Dueen 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Aud giren unto the Houſe of Terk fach bead, 


ne Third Put r 


Thou haſt undone thy ſelf, thy Son, and me, 


As thou ſhalt Reign but by their Suſſerance. 
To entail him and his Heirs unto the Crown, | 
What is it, but to make thy Sepulehre, TE 


And trerp into it far before thy time? © + 
.. the Lond of Culair, 


Stern commands the nero Seo, 

The Duke is make Protector of the Realm 
And yet ſhalt thou be ſafe? ſuch Safety finds - 

The trembling · Lamb invironed with Wolves 
Had I beem there, which am a filly woman, 
The Soldiers ſhould have toſs'd me on nid | 
Before I would have granted to that Acr. 
But thou preferriſt thy Life before thine oy" 

And ſeeing thou do There ag my ſelf, 

Both from thy Talſe, Henry, and thy Bed, 

Until that Act of Parliament be repealed, art 4 


Whereby my Son is diſinherite ee. 
Tbe Northern Lords, that _ eto hy" Ovlouis; © : 


2 follow mine, if once ſee them ſpred: 
And ſpread they ſnall be, — foul aer Oh 


And utter ruin of the Houſe of Tok, 


Thus do I leave thee; come Son, let's away, 
Our Army is ready, come, we'll after them ĩ7i 
K. Henry. d jw Margaret, and hear me geb. 


* Thou haſt ſpoke too. much already; get thee 1 


oy. Geatle Son Edward PLE wilt ſtay with me? 
, to be murther d by his Enemies. 
Prmce. * I return with Victory from the Field, 
Ill fee your ar fo awe my not 90 
Queen. Come, aways we Toy not linger thus. 
eros <p ny Erne, 
Henry. Poor Queen, 


B me, a me ${ 
Hah made ber teak our ine terms of Rage. A 
Reyeng'd 


Enforc'd thee ? art thou King, and wilt be forc d! 
I ſhame to hear thee ſpeak; ah timorous Wretch! 


0 5 


— | 
: * 


— — 


ere 


* 
fo 
- 


King fp» Te Vi: 


R d here ſhe be. on. that hateful Duke, 

Whoſe Spirit, winged with defire, | 
Will coſt — gory Spin and like an empty d, . 5 
Tire on — Fleſh of me, and of my Son. wh. 
The loſs of thoſe three Lords wor 9 my Ben '7 


Pll write unto them, and intreat them fair: we 


Come, Couſin, you {hall be the Meſſenger. *'' © > 


15 


Exe, And I bope hall recontile fem all * . ba 
Enter Richard, Edward, ad nas,» | 


Rich. Brother, though l by youngeſt, give me leave,” { 1 


Edw. No, I can better play the Orator. 
Maunt. But 1 have Rea 


Buer the Duke of York. 


York. Why, how now Sons and Folder, «i kae 
What is your Quarrel? how began it firſt? | 

' Edw. No Quarrel, but a Might Conrention, | OY 

York. About what? $48 

Rich. About that which concerns your Grace FT as 
The Crown of England, Father, _ is Jour. 

Tork. Mine, Boy? not 'rill K ing 

Rich. Your Right depends not Ra "his 4 or Death. 

Edw. Now you are Heir, therefore enjoy it now: - 
By giving the Houſe of Lancaſter leave to breathe, I 
It will out-run you, Father, in the end. 

vrt. I took an Oath, that he ſhould quietly R 

Edw. But for a'Kingdom any Oath may be broken 
I would break a thouſand Oaths to Reign one Ver. 

Rich. No; God forbid your Grace ſnould be fore 

Toh | ſhall be, 8 op open Wat: TIT 

I'll prove t rary, 1 me fea, 

Tork. Thou can ſt not, en, k rede * 
' ' Rich, An Oath! is of no moment. being not took 
Betore a true and lawful Magiſtrat ee. 
That hath Authority over him that S wears. 
Henry had none, but did ufurp the Place. 
Then ſeeing twas he that — ern % ey te depoſe. 
Your Oath, my. Lord, is vain and fri ; 


— 4 


, | 8505 


: 0 


- , 
* * 
— — — — 


— 


366 e bir ind Ker 


Therefore to Arms: and, Father, do A on 
Howe fveet « thing i. to wear a Crown, | The +; 


Within whoſe Cireuit i is * lo 
Bip home lag „ 3 
Why ur? 1 cannot ref 
Ct ke Be 2 
— his Roe tt] wan; | Hear | yi, 
ork. Richard, e. x 


Brother, thou Thale to Londen preſently, oo 

And whet on wp to this Enterprize. 

Thou, Richard, ſhall go to the Duke of Norfolk, 

And tell him privily of our Intent | 

You, Edward, ſhall unto my Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kandi nes will willingly riſe. 

In them I truſt; for they are Soldiers, 

dad (2 , courteous, liberal, full of Spirit. \ 
you are thus employ d, what reſteth more, 

—— that Tek occaſion how to 82 * 

King not privy to my 
Nor wy 1 the Oy” of Lancaſter. -. 


© Enter Gabriel. Bar 
ö et whe das why, com i an eren 
With all Lie Northern "Earls and Lords, © A 


Intend here to beſiege you in . 
She is hard by, with Wa dona Menz , 


, 


. . 

Vert. Ay, wich my Sword... 2 Roy 

What, think'& thou that we ear them? 1 
d and Richard, you Le wit me, # 

My Brother Moyntague 


tro Ln]. 
Let noble Warwick, e — 5 the rel . 
Whom we haye left — of the k 
With powerful Policy ſtrengthen ghar | 


And truſt not fnple Hewy 5 75 his Oaths, 
Mowne. Brother, 1 7 II win Oo fear it not. 
Aud ths mak kan d9.take my lea .de rol 


hin Jan die a n ns ſa 
ö Enter 


1 *% 


— 
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"Enter Sir John Mortimer, and Si, Hugh Mortimer. 
Tork, Sir John, and Sir Hugh ee, mine ede. 
You are come to Sandal in a happy Hour. 
The Army of the Queen means to beſioge us. 
Sir Fohn. She ſhall not . 
Tork. What, with five thouſand Men? 
Rich. Ay, with five hundred, Father, for a need. 
\ Woman's General; what ſhould we fear? 


[4 March 
Edw. I hear their Drums: 1 
s ſet our Men in order, 
And iflue forth, and bid them Battel freight. 
York. Five Men to- twenty, though tho odds bs great, 
I doubt not, Uncle, of our Victory. 
Many a Battel have I won in France, | 
hen as the Enemy hath been ten to one: 
Way ſhould I not now have the like Sacceſs? 


Lum - Exit, 


e 


Wes Ranland and bis Tiwr 


Rut. Ah, whither ſhall I flie, to ſoape their Hands? 
Ab, Tuon look where bloody Clifford COMES: 


Enter Clifford. - F 0 
Clif. Chaplain, away, thy Prieſthood faves: Lifes 
As for the — of this Are hb Duke, Of | 
Whoſe Father flew my Father, he ſhall die. 
Tutor. And I, my Lord, will bear him Company. 
Clif. Soldiers, away with him. 
Tutor. Ah Clifford, murther bot this innocent (An, 
Leſt thou be hated both of God and Man, [Ax 
Clif. How now? is he dead already? $4 
Or is it fear that makes him cloſe his Eyes? 
FI open them, 
Rut. So fooks the pent-up Lion o'er the Wretch, 
That trembles under his deyouring Paws: | 
; And ſo he walles, inſulting o. ter hip Prey, 
And ſo he comes to rend hi Limbs — 


22 
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Ah, gentle Clifford, kill, me with thy Sword, 


The bird Bart er. 


And net with ſuch a cruel threatning Look. 
Sweet Mord. hear me ſpeak before I 0 1 er 


[Jam too mean a ſubject of thy Wrath 

4 Be thou reveng d on Men, and ler me hre. Jo vans 0 T 
in vin thou ſpeak'Rt/-poor Bi: . 62 
My Father's Blood ſtopt the A er. . A 
Wbere thy Words ſhould enter. | $5; 


Ru. Then Jet my Father's Blood o] 3 
Hs is a Man and, Clifford, cope with im. 


Clif. Had I thy Brethren here, their Lives and Pe 


Were not revenge ſufficient for me: 
No, if I digg d up thy Fore-fathers Graves, 


Aud hung their rotten Coffins up in Chains, 5 W 
It could not {lake mine. Ire, nor eaſe ay man | 

The ſight of any of the Houſe of Tork, 2 Ne 
1s as a Fury to turment my Soul: A 15 12 
And till 1 rot out their accurſed Line . 


And leave not one alive, I live in Hell. 

Therefore - 
Rur. O let me pray before I take my Death: 

To chee, I pray ſweet Clifford, pity me. 1 
Clif. Such pit 28, . Rapier's. Point affords... .-; 


Rut. I never did thee Arm, wy wilt thou day me? 5 


Clif. Thy Father hath. ' 
Rus. But twas ere J was Brag 
Thou haſt one Son, for his ſake pity me, 


_ -Leſtin revenge thereof, * 


He be as miſerably ſlain as I. 


Ab, let me live 9 Priſon all m Days... 
And when. I  occafion .of Offence, 10 TY 
©. 


let me die, for now thou haft no ca 


. Plantagentt, I come, Plantagenet. 
And this thy Son's Blood cleaying to my Blade, 
Shall ruſt upon my Weapon, till thy Blood 


6 with this, do make me wie off both. Lei. 
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| Cf. Nocauſe? 9 Father ſlew my Father, dag 
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ee, "Enter Richard Dt. of Toller. 
York The Army of the 3 3 Field: 

My Uncles both are {lain i | 
And all my Followers, to the eager Foe * 
Tum het and A. Er Ain e n | | 
Or Lambs purſu'd by hunger-ſtarved Wolves. 
My Sons, Ged knows what hath bechanced them 
But this I know, they have demean d themſelyes 1. 
Like Men born to Renown, by Life or Death. __:: 
Three times did Richard make a Lane to me. 
And thrice cry d, Courage, Father, fight it out: 


* 


= 
= 
| 
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| 
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' 
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| 


And full as oft come Edward to my Side. 
With Purple Falchion, painted to the Hilt Ph 
In Blood of thoſe that had encountred him;  _ 


And when the hardieſt Warriors did retire, - 


| Richard cry d, Charge, and give no foot of Gee, | x 


And 1 a Crown, or elſe a glorious Tomb, 

A Scepter, or an Earthly Sepulcher _—_ - 

wo this we.charg'd again; but out alas 
ain; as I have ſeen a wan 

Wk 1. labour ſwim againſt the Tide, 


And ſpend her Strength with orer-matching Waves. . | 


rt Alarum LOT 
Ah bark, the fatal Followers do — | 
And I am faint, and cannot-fly their Fury. 8 
And were I ſtrong. I would not ſhun their Fury, 
The Sands are numbred that make up my Life, 
Here muft I ſtay, and, here my Life muſt end. 


Ener the Queen, Clifford, Northumberland, the 7 Princ ef 
Wales, and Soldiers. | 

Come, bloody Cliſord, rough Northumberland, 

I dare your quenchleſs Fury to more rage * iy 

I am your Butt, and I abide your ſnot. i 
North. Yield to our Metcy, proud Plantagenes. , 
Clif. Ry. to ſuch Mercy as his ruthleſs, Arm 

With downright payment ſhew'd unto my Father. 

Now Phaeton tumbled from his Car, 


38 The Third Part of”. 


And made an 1 vening at the. Noon · tide Prick. 
- York. My Ades, 4s the Phcenix, may bring forth 


A Bird, Wee you at AT 2 
. 


And in that hope T'throw mine Eyes to Hewr'n, | [ 
'Scortiing whate er you enn afflict me witz. 4 
* 7 * du not ? — here ng and fear? 2 
ht hen they can 2 no *. 
So D do peck the Falcons piercing 7 0 
So deſperate Thieves, all hopsteſs of * Us - 
Breath out InveRives*painſt the Offer. 25% 0 FT 
York. "Oh, Clifford, but bethink ches once again, | 
And in thy Oer: run my former time: 1 
And if thou canff, for bluſhing, vie y this Face, 
And bite thy Ton rue that ſlanders him wth Oowirdice 
—_ frown * A thee flint and flylere this. 
Cf 1 will not bahd Witte thee Word for Word, 
But lens with thee Vows: twice two for one. 
Hold; valiant Clifford, for a thouſand Cue i 
I would prolong a white the- Frater Life * \ 
Wrath makes him deaf; ſpealæ thou, Waere 
North. Hold Clifford, do not honour him fo muc 
To prick thy Finger, though to wound his Heart. 
What Valour were it, when a Cur doth grin, 9 
For one to thruſt his land between his Teeth, | 


When he might ſpurn him wich his Fu _ F 42 as. 


It is Wars prize. to take all vantapes,-' © 1! 

And ten to one is no'impeach of Valor eee 

Clif. Ay, ay, ſo ſtrives the Woodeock with Ins Gin. 
North, 80' doth: the Con) ſtruggle in the Net. 
Tort. So triumph Thieves upon their conquer d Booty. 

80 true Men yield, with Robbers fo ver-matchr. 


North. What would your Grace have done unto him now ? 


ween. Brave Marriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ſtand upon this! Mole-hill here, 
That raught at Moumtains with out · ſtretched Arms, 


Yet partẽd dat the ſhadowy wich his Hand. 
. What, was it you chat would be England's King? 0 
Was 't ybu that revell'd in our Parliament, oy 100 
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King Henry: VI. 990 


Where are your * rr Jr 
The wanton non. and the luſty Georgs? of Sf 


4c 


And where's that valiant Crook-back Prodigy, ” >10H V7 
Dicky, your * v that with his grumbling /Voice/ 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in — [1 
Or with the reſt; where is your Darling Runa? 
Look.York, I ftaig'd this Napking with — Blood 
That valiant Clifford with his n mt abe. 
Made iſſue from the Boſom ofthe Bοiỹ ,- | 
And if thine Eyes can water for Bis Dea, 22 a 2 
I give thee this to dry thy Cheeks withal. 

as, poor York, but that I hate thee dad, 


I ſhould lament thy miſerable State. 


1 prithee grieve, to make me merry l.. 
What, hat thy fiery Heart ſo parcht duns lie 27 
= not a Tear can fall for Ruland s Death 
art. thou patient Man? thou ſhould'ſt desde. 1 
po I, to make thee mad, do mock — 1 
Stamp, tave and fret, chat I may 
Thou would ſt be fer'd, I ſes, to . rARR me den. | 
York catmort-ſpeak,” unleſs he vrear a2 Crown. 
A Crown. for York and, Lords, bow low dalhim: 7 
Hold Jou his rr r 
——— — 
Ay marry, Sir, u — — an. 29T 
Ay, this is he that toak King Hens Chair. 
And this is he was his adopted Heir. 
But how is it, that great Nlantagen mee 2 
Is crown'd ſo ſoon; and broke his folemn Oath? . T 
As I bethink me, you ſhould not be King. 5 0 
. _ King Henry had ſnook Hands with Death 
And will you pale your Head in H s Glory, ) 
And rob his Temples of the Dan ck n 11277 
Now in this Life agaiot:the holy Oath? 
Oh, tis a Fault too too unpardonableei ws fad 
Ock with: the: Croun, and with the Crowm his Head, / 
And whilſt e breath take time to. do him dead. 
Clif, That is my Office, for my Fathers ſake; 
Dien. Nay ſtay, rs ber he orten he makes, T 
ba5 Tork. 


e eee ee 
- York, Sie- Wolf of France, 2062 to le an; ; 212/224? tr 
But worſe than Wolves. f Rane, Nn * ED b 10 
Whoſe Tongue more ons than the Adder's Tooth: 
How ill-beſeeming is it in thy 8e, 17ott nr p n » 
To triumph like an Amazonian Trull, | Bo u 
Upon their Woes, whom: Fortune ea vates? 
But that thy Face is Vizard-like; unc * Tu 
Made impudent withrule of evil Deeds, elf 
I would aſſay, proud Queen, Queen, to walke chee blu. = 
| Toll thee — cam'iſt, ee e | ER 


a —"_ * 


Were ſhame enough to ſhame thee . » h 259 J 
Wert thou not ſhameleſs: - x er iq 
Thy Father bears the Type of King of Nople,.. 14 f 
Of both the Sicils and Fernſalem;: I eng 4 
Yet not fo wealthy as an Engliſh Yeoman... e ac 1 
Hath chat povr Monarch raughe thee to inſult? 0 T f 
It needs not, nor it boots err e as, ! 
Ualeſs the Adage muſt be yerify'd, $111 521 k Leo, q 
That mounted run their Horſe: w bach. / 
ris Beauty that doth oft make · Women iu 4 
But God he knows, thy ſhare thereof is um ow | J 
"Tis Virtus that doch make them moſt admir d. | f 
== The contrary doth make thee wondred at, L la | 
It - Tis Government that makes them ſeem Divine, | I 
| The want thereof makes thee aborhinable--. / neter . 
| Thon art as oppoſite to every good, 1803 l zeig! 1 \ 
As the Antipodes are unto u,, Aid, Ih K 1 
Or as the South to the SQ til 27 on t A 
Oh Tyger's Heart, Wrapt ina Woman's Hide, 
How — thou Hrain the Life- blood of the a 
To bid the Father wipe his Eyes withal; + | 
And yet be ſerm to wearra Woman's Faces? 
Women are ſoft, mild. pitiful and flexible; een de M 
Thou ſtern, obdurite/ flirty; b remorſeleſi. i wy 
Bidſt thou me rage? πᷓ nõ&. thou haſt thy wiſh:  - Sc 
Woaulchſt have me werp? why now thou 2 thy will. 
For raging Wind blows up inceſſant 3 1 Iw bu. 
And when the rage allays, the Rain r Ne V 
Theie Tears are my ſweet n nw”) 
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60 And every drep cries vengeance to his Death, 
IT *Gainſt thee, 2 Clifford, and thee, falſe French Woman. 


1 North. Beſhrew me, but his Paſſions move me ſo, 
2 That hardly can I check mine Eyes from Tears. 

* Tork. That Face of his, | 1 

10 The hungry Cannibals would not have toucht, 

1 Would not have ſtain d the Roſes juſt with Bloodꝰ- 

IT But you are more inhuman, more inexorable,., + 

MM Oh ten times more, than Tygers of Hyrcania. 18 


1 See, ruthleſs Queen, a hapleſs Father's Tear: 14 


22 And in thy need, ſuch comfort come to the, 
15 As now I reap at thy too cruel Hanna. 
0 Hard- hearted Clifford; take me from the World. 


- — — = 


Think but ape the wrong he did us all, 
And that wi 


: 524 
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. And here's to right our gentle-hearted King. 
| P33%% | [Stabbing him. 
Tork. ors thy Gate of Mercy, gracious God. A 
My Soul flies through theſe Wounds, to ſeek out thee. { Dies... 
Queen. Off with his Head, and ſet it on York: Gate, 
So York may oyerlook the Town of Tt. [EA. 
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4 March, kon Rae Richard, andthe Power 58 


Wonder how our Princely Father dpd; ; 
Or whether he be'fcap'di'away, or no. 
From Clifforis #=d'Norihumberland's purſuit? © 
Had he been ta en we ſhould have heard the 1 397, 
Had he been ſlain, 'we' ſhould have heard the News; 
Or had he ſcap'd; 'methinks we ſhould have heard 


The happy Tidings of his good eſcape. a 
How fares my Brother? Why is he ſo ſad 7 


:Rivb. 1 cannot joy, until 1 be reſolv d, 2 
Where our right y unt Father is become. 
11 aw him in the Battel ra 5 


Ad Wercht him how be fingled Ciford forth, » | 


Methought be bore him in the thickeſt W 
n f 
Or as a Bearieneompaſs'd round wirh Dogs, 
Who having pincht a fe, and made them cry, | | 


= 


þ The geſt ins all aloof, and bark at him. 
So far'd our Father with: his Enemies, 

So fled his Enemies my warttke Father: 
Mevhinks Mis 
See how the 1 
And takes her farewe 
He well reſembles om Hr prime EI — 


Trim d like a Tegker, pranching to his Love? * 
Ew. Dale mine Eyes? or do I ſee three Suns? 
Rich, Three glorions Suns, each one a perfeR Sun, = 


edi/with-the racking Clouds, 


But ſeverin u pale clear ftining Sky. | 3 I 
:Seez;iſevtþy join, embrace, ind: ſerm to kiſij, 
As if they vo] dd ſome League inviolable: 2 


Now are they but one Lamp, one Light, one 
3 e Heaven figures me Event. 
wondrous ſtrange, 


- oe, 54 
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prize envugh/tobe his Son. 

forming pn sf 12 
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The like yet never heard . 
I think it cites us, Brother to the Field, 
That we, the Sons of brave Plantagensm, 
Each one already blazing by our Meeds, | 
Should notwithitanding join our Lights together, 1 6 
And over-ſhine the Earth, as this the World, eg. 
hate er it ating PM Nato 1.44 bear | 
Upon my Target three fair ſhining | | : 
Rich Nay, il cheve Daughters; , . 
By your leave, I ſpeak it. * f 
You love the Breeder better then the Male. 
* Enter a Meſſenger. UH Es 56 \ 
But what art thou, whoſe heavy Looks forete 122 
Some dreadful Story hanging on thy Tongue? 
Meſ. Ah,, one that was a woful looker on, | 
When as the Noble Duke of York was ſlain, | ' 
Your Princely Father, and my loving Lord. 
Edw. Oh, Teak no more! for I have heard too much. 
Rich. Say how he dyd, for I will bear it all. 
Meſ. Environed he Was with many Foes, 
And ſtood againſt them, as the hope of 77 
Againſt the Greeks, that would haye e Troy. 
But Hercules himſelf mult yield to odd 
And many Straaks, though with a little Ax, _ 
Hews dawn and fells the hardeſt timber d Oak. 
By many FRE IF Father was ſubdu d, 
But only ſlaughter d by the ireful Arm, 
Of unrelenting Clifford, and the Queen: 
Who' crown'd the gracious Duke in high deſpight, 
Laugh'd in his Face; and when with grief he wept, 
The ruthleſs Queen gave him, to dry 2 Cheek, 
A Napkin, ſteeped im the harmleſs Blood N. 


4 


Of ſwWoet young Nuran, by rough Clifford ſlain: © _ 
And after many Scorns, many foul Taunts _ 
They took his Head, and on the Gates York | 
They ſet the fame, and there it doth remain, 

The ſaddeſt ſpectaele that e er I view'd. 
Eam. Sweet Duke of York, our prop to lean upon, 
Now thou art gone, we Ms no Staff, no Stay, 

Nr $4 2 8 "7, 7" ma 
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Oh Clifford, boiſt'rous Clifford, thou haſt ſlain | 7 0 N 
The Flower of Europe for bis Chivalr ry, * 4 
And treacherouſly haſt thou vanquiſh'd him, . 
For Hand to Hand he would have vanquiſh'd tbee ! 
Now my Soul's Palace is become a Priſon: 25 
Ah, would ſhe break from hence, that this my 
Might in the Ground be cloſed. up " IM * 4 
For never henceforth ſhall I joy aga | . 
_ Never, oh never ſhall I ſee 2 08 5 
Rich. 1 cannot weep, for all m y's heidi 
Scarce ſerves to quench my * 5 burning Heart: 
Nor can my Tongue unload my Heart's great burt hen, 
For ſelf. ſame Wind that I ſhould ſpeak withal, 
Is kindling Coals that fire up all my Breaſt, : 
And burn me up with Flames, that Tears would * ; 
To weep, is to make leſs the depth of Grief: b 
Tears then for Babes: -Blows/and Revenge for me. 5 | 
Richard, I bear thy Name, Tl yenge thy Death, 
Or die renowned y attempting it. 
Edw. His Name that vali ant Duke hath left wet . 
His Dukedom, and his Chad me is left. p 
Rich, Nay, if thou be that Princety Eagle's Bird, 5 
She w thy deſcent, by gazi "8; gainſt the Sun: 
For Chair an d Dukedom, hrone and Kingdom oy. 
Either that is N or elle thou wert not his. 4 
March. Enter * Marquiſs 7 Montague, ad 
iheir 
nur. How now, fair Lords? what fare? what News abroad? - 
Rich. Great Lord of Warwick, if we ſhould recount 
Our baleſul News, and at each Word's deliverance 
Stab Poniards in our Fleſh, till all were told. 
The Words would add more anguiſh than the Wu 
©, valiant Lord, the Duke of York is ſlain, 78 
Edw. O, Warwick! Warwick ! that Plantagen, 
Which held thee my as his Soul's Redemption, E 
| Is by the ſtern Lord Clifferd-done to Death. 1 T 
War. Ten days ago I drown'd theſe News n 1 
And now to add more meaſure to your Woes, 5 
1. come to tell you things fith then befaln. 
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After the bloody Fray at Wakefield fought, 

Where your brave Father breath'd his lateſt Gaſp, 
Tidings, as ſwiftly as the Poſts could run, 

Were brought me of your Loſs, and his depart. 

I then in London, Keeper of the King, | | 
Muſter'd my Soldiers, gather'd flocks of Friends, 
March'd towards St, Albans to intercept the Queen, 
Bearing the King in my behalf along: | 
For by my Scouts I was advertiſed 

That ſhe was coming, with a full intent 

To daſh our late Decree in Parliament, _ 
Touching King Henry's Oath, and your Succeſſion: . 
Short Tale to make, we' at St. Albans met, 
Our Battels join'd, and both fides fiercely fought; 
But whether twas the coldneſs of the King, 

Who look'd full gently on his Warlike Queen, 


That robb'd my Soldiers of their heated Spleen; 


Or whether 'twas report of her Succeſs, 
Or more than common fear of Clifford Rigour, 
Who thunders to bis Captives Blood and Death, 


| I cannot judge; but to conclude with Truth, 


Their Weapons like to Lightning, came and went : 
Our Soldiers like the Night-OwPs lazy flight, 
Or like a lazy Threaſher with a Flail, 
Fell gently down, as if thy ſtruck their Friends: 
I cheer'd them up with Juſtice of our Cauſe, 
With Promiſe of high Pay, and great Reward: 
But all in vain, they had no heart to fight, 
And we, in them, no hope to win the Day, 
So that we fled; the King unto the Queen, 
Lord George your Brother, Norfolk, and my ſelf, 
In haſte, Poſt-hafte, are come to join with you: 
For in the Marches here we. heard you were, 
Making another Head, to fight again. 
Edw. Where is the Duke of Norfolk, gentle Warwick? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 
Mar. Some fix miles off the Duke is with the Soldiers; 


And for your Brother, he was lately ſent 


rom your kind Aunt, Dutcheſs of Burgundy, 
Ca: + ts. 


- 
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With aid of Soldiers ts this nec ful Wa. 
Rich. Twas odds belike when valiant Waser fled; 

Oft have I heard his Praiſes in Purſuit, 

But ne er, till now, his Scandal of Retire. WM 27 
far. Nor now my Scandal, Richard. doſt thou 

For thou ſhalt know this tron right Hand of mine 


Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henry's Head, 1 
And wring the awful Scepter from his Fiſt. 
Were he as famous, and as bold in W arr. 
And he is fam'd for Mildneſs, Peace and Prayer. {1 


Rich. I Know it well, Lord Warwick, blame me not, 


*Tis love I bear thy Glories makes me ſpeak. 
But in this troublous time what's to be done? 
Shall we go throw away our Coats of Steel, 


— 
5 
* 


And wrap our Bodies in black mourning Gowns, 7 * | 


Numb' ring our Ave Maries with our Bead: le $7 
Or ſhall we on the Helmets: of our Foes, _ 25 . 
Tell our Deyatibn with-revengeful Arms? u 
If for the laſt, ſay Ay, and to it Lords. > a 
War. Why therefore Warwick came to kek; you out, 
And. therefore comes my Brother Montage: 4 
Attend me Lords, the proud inſulting Queen, 
With Cliferd, and the k 
And of their Feather many more proud Birds,” 3 of 


Have wrought the Eafje: melting King, like was 

He ſwore conſent to your Suceefſion, © 

| His Oath enrolled in the Parliament, | 

And now to London all the Crew are gone, 4 
Io fruſtrate both his Oath, and what beſide 
May male againſt the Houfe of Lancaſter 7 


Their Power, I think, is thirty thouſind irong: | "og 
Now if the kelp of Norfolk, and my fell, al 
With all the Friends that thou Frans Kart of , 1 

* 


ongſt the lovi Welchmm, can rocure, 
Ae l but ee e and twent 1 wm 
who: hy Via? to London will we march, 
© An 


once again beſtride our foaming e q 4 5 
pon our Foes, . "0 


And once again cry, Charge u 
and fly, 


But ** once agg burn 


3 


aught Wia end 92 2002» 


19 


; 


That cries Retire, if Warwick bid him ſtay, 


In every Borough as we paſs along, 


Enter King Henry, the 
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Rich; Ay, now methinks I hear great Warwick ſpeak ; 
Ne er may he live to ſee a Sun ſhine Day, 


Edw. Lord Warwick, on thy; Shoulder will 1 lean, 
And when thou fail'ſt (as God forbid the Hour) 
Muſt Edward: fall, which peril Heav'n for fond. 

War. No longer Earl of March, but Duke of Terk: 
The next degree is England's Royal Throne: 

For King of England ſhalt thou: ng proclaimd 


And he that throws not up his Cap for Joy. 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his Head. 
King: Edward, valiant, Richard. Montague, 5 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of Rengwn, 
But ſound the Trumpets, and about our Tak. 
Rich. Then. Clifford were thy Heart as hard as Steel, © 
As thou haſt ſhewa, ie flinty, by thy Deeds, . 
I come to pierce it; or-to give thee mine. | 


Edw. Then frike.ug Drums God and $6, Geng for w. 


——_— a Meſſenger. 
mu. How: now4-What. News? g 
My/., The Duke of Norfolk ſends. you word by me, J 
The Queen is coming; with a puiſſant Hoſt. 
And craves your Company for ſpeedy Counſel. | 
Har. hy ehen it forts, brave Warriors let's away... - 
[ Exeuant 0896s. 


Cliffard, Northumberland \ 
and the Prince of Wales, with Drums and Trumpets. | 


Welcome, my Lord, to this brave Town . 
Yonaer's the Head of that Arch- enemy, | 
That ſouglit to be encompaſt with your Crown, T 
Doth not ann cheer your Heart, my Lord? 

K. Henry. Ay, as the Rocks cheer them that fear their 
To ſee this ſigbt it irks my very Soul- Wrack; a 
With hold Revenge; dear God; tis not my fault, \ 
Nor wittingly have I infring'd' my Vow. 


M his too much. 
E * Lenity - N 
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To whom do Lions caſt their gentle Looks? 
Not to the Beaſt that would uſurp their Den. 
Whoſe Hand is that the Foreſt Bear doth lick? 
Not his that ſpoils her young before her Face. 


Not he that ſets his Foot upon her Back. © © 
The ſmalleſt Worm will turn, being trodden on, 


Ambitious York did level at thy Crown, | 
Thou ſmiling, while he knit his angry Brows. - 


And raiſe his Iſſue like a loving Sire 
Thou being a King, bleſt with a goodly ">. 
Didſt yield conſent to diſinherit him; 

Which argued thee a meſt unloving Father. 
Unreafondble Creatures feed their Young, 
And tho* Man's Face be fearful to their yes, | 
"Yet in Protection of their tender ones 
Who hath not ſeen them even with thoſe wing 
Which ſometimes they have us'd with fearful gut, 
Make War with him that clim'd unto their Neſt, 
Offering their own Lives in their Young's Defence „. 


Were it not pity, that this 5 1 

Should loſe his Birth-right by his Father's Fault, ö 
And long hereafter ſay unto his Child, 
What my great Grandfather and Grandſire got, 

- My care tle 5 Father fondly gave away, Prev 
Ah; what a Shame was this? Look on the e wh 
And let his manly Face, which promiſet n 2 

To hold thine own, and leave thine own — My: 

King. Full well hath Clifford plaid the WR | 

Tnferring Arguments of mighty Force: R 

But, Cliford tell me, didſt thou never hear, | 

That things ill got, had ever bad Succeſs, 


N Father for his G e to Hell- 


And barmeſ⸗ pity muſt be laid aſide: 15 1 


Who ſeapes the lurking Serpent's mortal Sting? © # 5 
And Deves will peck in ſafeguard of their Brood. * 


He but a Duke, would have his Son a King, 3 iy | 


For Shame, my Liege, make them 5 Preſident: IT; f 


Succefeful Fortune; | ſteel thy melting Heart, 5 7 


And happy always was it for that Son, * * F ; 
| N 


1 
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In leave my Son my virtuous Deeds behind, 
And would my Father had left me no more: 
For all the reſt is held at ſüch a Rate, 
As brings a thouſand. fold more Care to keep, 
Than in, 1 any jot of Pleaſure. 
Ah Couſin York would thy beſt Friends did know, 
Hoy it doth grieve me 5 thy Head is here. 
geen. My Lord, cheer up your Spirits, our Foes are nigh, 
And ſoft Courage makes your Followers faint: 
You promis d Kaighthood to our forward Son, 
Unſheath your Sword, and dub him . 
Edward, kneel down. 
. Edward Plantagenet, ariſe a 'Kni 
Ang learn this Leſſon, draw thy Sword in "IR | 
FINCE. My gracious Father, by your Kingly 1 
. Pll draw it as Apparent to the rown, 
Andi in that Quarrel uſe it to the Death. | 
. Why Te is ſpoken like a toward Prince. - 


Enter 4 Meſſenger. | 
NM, Royal Commanders, be in e 27 
For with a Rand of thirty thouſand Men 
' Comes Warwick, backing of the Duke of York. J 
And in the Towns, as they do march along, 
Proclaims him 3m; and many fly to him. 
Darraign your Battel, they are near at hand. | 
. Clif. 1 would your Highneſs would depart the Field, 
The Queen hath beſt'Succeſs when you are abſent. 
Queen. Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our Fortune: - 
K. Henry. Why that's my Fortune too, therefore III * 
North. Be it with Reſolution then to fight. 
Prince. My Royal Father, cheer theſe Noble Lords, 
And hearten thoſe that fight in your Defence: | 


Unſheath your Sword, good Father; cry St. George. 


March. Euter Edwrard, Warwick, Richard, Clarence 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers, 


Edw. Now perjur d Henry, wilt thou kneel bones 


r Daadem upon my Head; 
ln 


— 
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Or bide the Mortal Fortune of the Field? 
Queen. Go rate thy Minions, proud inſulting * 71 

Becomes it thee to be mY 777 in Al RR aden 

Before thy Soverei hy BY 
Edw., IL am his ee 

] was adopted Heir by 15 ed e Roald | 50 — 

Since when, his Oath. is broke: for as I hear, 

You that are King, though he do wear the Crown, 

open him, 18 Act of Parliament, _ | * 
o blot out me, and put his own Son il. 3 
Clif. And reaſon bids T4 A i a 


Who ſhould ſueceed the Father, but the k: 5 
Rich. Are you there, Bacher O, 1 cannot "VOY 


2 Crook back, here I tand to anſ,ver thee, a 


3 ; the proudeſt of thy ſort. 
"T'was you that kill'd young Rutland, was it got? 

Clif, 2 and old York, and yer not latisfy'd. | 

or God's ſake, Lords, give Signal to the Fight, 

War What fay'ſt thou, ISA 2 
Wilt th ou yield the Crown ? 

Queen. Why how now, 1 Pooh, dare 
When you and 1 mot at St K fu , [ſpea 
Your Legs did better Service than en 
Air. Then twas my turn to fly, and now Ps tine. 

Clif. You ſaid ſo much before, and yet you fled. _ 

War. *Twas not your Valour, Glifferd, drove methence. 

North. No, nor your Manhood that durſt make you ſtay. 
_ . Rich, Northumberland, I hold thee reverently, 

Break off the Parley, for ſcarce I can refrain = 
| The Execution of my big: e re K 
'V u that Clifford, that cru 1 Killer. 

2 I flew thy Father, call' thou him a Child : 

E Ay, like a Daſtard, and a treacherous Coward, 
As thou didſt kill our tender Brother Rutland: 
But ere Sun ſet, I'll make thee curſe the Deed. 

K. Henry. Have done with Words, my Lords, and hear 


k 
1 E D them then, or elſe hold cloſe thy Lips, 


rn „ 1 


e e A 


"© — 
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I am a Ki ivileg'd'to ſpeak. | 

Clif. 5 pri Wg that bred this eetinghere 
Cannot be cur'd by Words, therefore be till. 

Rich. Then, Execution, re-unſheath thy Sword: 
By him that made us all, I am refolv'd 8 
That Clifford's Manhood lyes upon his 

Edw. Say, Henry, ſhall Laren my right, or no: 
A thouſand Men have broke their Faſts to Day, 

That ne'er ſball dine, unleſs thou yield the Crown, - 
mar. Tf thou deny, their Blood upon thy Head, 


For Tork'in juſtice puts his Armour on. 


Prince. If that be right, which Warwick aye i is right, 
There is no Wrong, but every hey, 4 is right. | 

War. Who ever got thee, there Mother ſtands, 
For well I wot, thou haſt thy Mother's To | 

„ But thou art neither like thy Sire nor Dam, 
But hke a foul miſhapen Stigmatick, 
Mark d by the Deſtinies to be avoided, 


As venomous Toads, or Lizards dreadful Sti 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engliſ Gilt, 


Whoſe Father bears the Title of a King, 

(As if a Channel ſhould be call'd the Ses 

Sham'ſt thou not. knowing whence thou art 

To let thy Tongue detect thy baſe-born Heart. 1 
Edw. A Wiſp of Straw were worth a thouſand onus, 

To make this ſhameleſs Callet know her ans 


Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 
Although thy Husband may be Menelaws ; 


And peer was Agamemnon Brother wrong'd 
By that falſe Woman, as this King by thee. 


His Father reyell'd in the Heart of France, 


And tam'd the King, and made the Dauphin ſtoop: 
And had he match'd according to his State, | 
He might have kept that Glory to this Day, 

But when he took a Beggar to his Bed, 

And-grac'd thy poor Sire with his Bridal Day, 
Even then that Sun-ſhine brew'd a Shower for him, 
That waſted his Father's Fortunes forth of France, 


And heap'd Sedition on his Crown at home: 
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For what hath broach'd this tumult but thy Pride? 
Hadſt thou been meek, our Title ſtill had ber. 1 
And we in Pity of the gentle King, 45 
Had ſlipt our Claim until another age. 


la. But when we ſaw our Sunſhine . thy Spring 


And that thy Summer; bred us no encreaſe, 
We ſet. the Ax to thy uſurping Root; 
And though the Edge hath: ſomething hit our TRAD 
Yet know thou, ſince we have begun to ſtrike, 
We'll never leave, till we have hewn thee dowp.... 
Or bath'd thee-growing with our heated Bloods. 
Edw.. And im this Reſolution I defie thee, | 

Not willing any longer Conference, eee hom. 
Sinee thou SG alt gentle King to weak. | 
Sound Trumpets, let our bloody. Colours wave, 
And either Victory, or elſe a Grave. 

Keen. Stay, Edward —— s 

w. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no longer ſlay. 
Theſe __ will coſt. ten thouland Lives this Day. ; 
| l Erxeunt ones. 


* 3 Enter Warwick. - 


- War; Fore-ſpent with Toil, as Runners with a a Race, 
Flay me down-a little while to breathe: 
For Strokes — and many Blows repaid, . b 
| Have robh'd. ſtrong-knit Sinews.of their n. 
And 1 of ſpight, needs mult I reſt a while. 


Euter Edward rraming;. 


Em. Smile, gentle Heav n; or ſtrike, ungentle deat; 
For this World trowns, and Edward's Sun is clouded. 


: » >» 


- 


ho" rp now; my Lord, what 2 What e 


4 


Enter ü 2 


Cla. Our Hap is Loſs, our Hope but ad Defary 
Our Ranks are broke, and Ruin follows us. 6 


What Counſel give you? whither ſhall we fly? 
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ka. Bootleſs is flight, they follow us with Wings, 
And weak we are, and cannot ſhun purſuit, . 


Enter [ Richard, | 


| by Ab Warwick, why baſt thou withdrawn thy 
elf? * . 

Thy Brother's Blood the thirſty Earth hath drunk, 

Broach'd with the ſteely point of Clifford's Lance: 

And in. the very pangs of Death he cry'd,. |... 

Like to a diſmal Clangor heard from farr. 

Warwick, revenge; Brother, revenge my Death... . - 

So underneath the Belly of his Steeds, 8 

That ſtain d their Fetlocks in his ſmoaking Blood, 

The Noble Gentle man gave up the Ghoſt, _ 

War. Then let the Earth be drunken with our Blood; 
PI kill my Horſe becauſe I will not fly: Ts 
Why ſtand we like foft-hearted Women here; 

Wailing our Loſſes, whiles the Foe doth rage. 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy | 
Were plaid in jeſt by counterfeiting Actors. 
Here on my Knee I yow to God above; 


Tl never pauſe again, never ſtand ſill, 


Till either Death hath clos'd theſe Eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me- meaſure of revenge, 5 
Edw. O Warwick, 1 do bend my Knee with thine, 


And in this Vow do chain my Soul to thine. 


And ere my Knee riſe from the Earth's cold Face, 
I throw my Hands, mine Eyes, my Heart to thee; 


Thou Setter up and. Plucker: down of Rings, + 


Beſeeching thee (it with thy Will it ſtands 

That to my Foes this Body muſt be prey) 

Yet that thy brazen Gates of Heay'n may ope, 

And give ſweet paſſage to my ſinful Soul. 

Now Lords, take leave until we meet again, 

Where-cer it be, in Heay'n, or in Earth. 
Rich. Brother, ** | 

Give me thy Hand, and gentle Warwick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary Arms: 
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I that did nevertweep, now melt with woe; Bars 
That Winter ſhould cut off our Spring- time fo. 
War, . Away, away : 

Once more, ſweet Lords, fare wel. 

dla. Vet let us all together to our Troops; 
And give them leave to ffy that will oe Bay's 

And call them Pillars that will ſtand to us; 

And if we thrive, promife them ſuch Rewards 

As Victors wear at the Olympian Games. P4244 
This may plant Courage in their mga Ps -- | 
For yet is ope” of T4 terror tad rn 


.' "Excurſions. "Enter Richard and Clifford." 


Rich. Now, Clifford, I have fingled thee alone, 
ſe this Arm is for the Duke of York, 1 it 
this far Rutland, both bound to revenge, 4 
Wer: thou environd with a Brazen Wall. 
No, Richard, I am with thee here alone, 
This is the Hand that ſtabb d thy Father Tork | 
And this the Hand that flew thy Brother Rutland, 
And here's the Heart that triumphs in their Death, ö 
And cheers theſe Hands that ſlec thy Sire and Brother, | 
To exccute the like upon th el, | 
Aa at _ $ A | ; + 


Rich, Na 1 2 qut Lowe hes Chace, {5 
For I my (elf will hunt this Wolf to death. E 


— 


Alarum. FED EF eee 


Henry. This Battel fares like to — Morning's Va 
Whea dying Clouds contend with i- 3 
What time the Shepherd blowing o his 
Can neither call i n Day 1 nor brug 


©. + 
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Now ſways it this way; like the ſelf· ame Sea. 
Forc'd by the Tide t combat with the Wind: 
Now ſways it that: way, like tho ſeli· ſame Sea, 
Forc'd to rerive by 2 Wind. 
Sometime, the Flood prevails; and then the Wind, 
Now, one the better, 1 another beſt, 

Both tugging to be Victors, Breaſt to dre, 

Yet neither Conqueror, nor conquered; . 

So is the equal poize of this fell Mar. bu 
Here on chis Mole- hill will I me dn, 

To whom God will, chens bs che W4ury: 16) a2 
For Margaret my Queen, and Clifford too 


Hate chf rhe Nom the Bartel, ſweating both; 


Ty oper beſt of all when 1 am thence, © 
I wote dead,  Gafr good e 


How many nd the Day, 


How many Days will — Ween. 
How many Tears a mortal Man may live. 
When this is known, then to divide the times: 
So many hours muſt I tend my 3 

So many hours muſt I take my — 

So many hours muſt 1 contemplate, 

So many hours muſt I: ſpore 

So many Days my Ewes eee 

So many Geka ths —————— 
80 many: Months ere I ſhall ſheer the Fleece: 


* 
. 
N 1 


1 


So Minutes, Hours, Days, Weeks, Months and Years, 


Paſt over, to the end they were created. 
Would bring white Hairs unto a quiet Grave. 


Ah! what a Life: were this? how fiveer; how lovely? 


. Gives not the Haw-thorn Buſh a ſweeter ſhade - 
BY Shepherds, looking on their * Sheep, 


Than 


5 


375 The Third Patt of 

Than doth a rich embroider'd Canop Ae 
To Kings, that fear their Subjects — Jol 
O yes, it doth; /a thouſand- fold it doth, ve} work 
And to conclude, the Shepherds homely Curd, 
His cold thin drink out of his Leather Bottel, -.;. - (n2 
His wonted fleep; under a treſh/Tree's; ſhade,.  - wot 
All which ſecure; and ſweetly he enjoys, aigner Hz 
1s far beyond a Prince's Delizates, peo Dran er 


His Viands ſparkling in à golden Cupy on ! ſzups dd #1 « 4 
5 couched in a curious edzpꝓꝑ. 
: voy br Mite and Teras wut on bie + 8 


EL prepay hy 5 bad bill's bis Father af = oof; 92 
and 4 ene eee Dow 


Son. Ill blows the Wind that profits no Body, 
This Man whom hand to hand 1 ſlew in 3 i 
May be poſſeſſed with ſome ſtore of Crowns, 0 
And I that, haply, take them from him now, "7 
May yet, ere Ni hr, yield both my Life and them 
To He Man elle, as this! dead ln doth me: Fe 


Who's this? ob G41 it is my Fathers Face, 55 
Whom in this Conflict; I, una wares, h Woot!. 
Oh heavy times! begetting ſuch Events. 
From London, by the King was I preſt forth; | ayes th Oe 
My Father being the Earl of Warwick's Man ol 
Came on the part of York, preſt by his Maſter: 

And I, who at his Hands receiv'd m Life, 60 7 02 
Have by my Hands of Life bereaved him 


Pardon me, God, I knew not what T did 1 
And pardon, Father, for-I:knew'not the, 
My Tears ſhall wipe away theſe bloody Marks: 5 
And no more Words, till they have flow'd their fill, 

K. Henry. O piteous  peatacle! O bloody times! 
Whiles Lions War, and: Battel for their Dens, ' 
Poor harmleſs Lambs abide their Enmit . 
Weep, wretched) Man, Ill aid thee: Tear for Tear WW, 
And: let our Hearts and Eyes, like civil War, 
Be n r e r 8 | 


ang 08 
| 2 Enter 
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uter 4 Father, bearing of his San. 
Fath. HE that ſo ſtoutly haſt reſiſted me, 
Giye me thy Gold, if thou haſt any Gold: 
For I haye 3 it with an hundred Blows. 
But let me ſee: Is this our Foe-man's Face? " 


Ah, no, no, no, it is my only Son. 1 9 
Ah Boy, if any Life be left in thee, 


Throw up thine Eye; ſee, ſee, what ſhowers with, 
Blown with the windy Tempeſt of my Heart, 
2 or thy wounds, thi kill mine Eye and Heart. 
9 God, this miſerable Age! 
t ſtratagems? how fell? how butcherly ? 
Erroneous, mutinous, and de 
This deadly quarrel daily W TN 


O Boy! — ather gave thee 17 — ſoon, 


And hath perefe thee of thy Life too late. [grief; 
K. Henry. Woe above woe; grief, more than common 

O that my Death would ſtay theſe rueful deeds: 

O pity, pity, gentle Heayen, pity: 

The red Roſe and the white are on his Face, 

The fatal Colours of our ſtriving Houſes. 

The one his purple Blood, right well reſembles, 

The other his pale Cheek, methinks, preſenteth: 

Wither one Roſe, and let the other flouriſh; 


If you contend, a thouſand Lives muſt wither. 


Sen. How will my Mother, for a Father's Death, 


Take on with me, and ne er be ſatisfy d? 


Fath. How will my Wife, for laughter of my 1 
Shed Seas of Tears, and ne er be ſatisfy d? 

K. Henry. How will the Country, for theſe woeful chances, 
Miſs-think the King, and not be fatisfy'd? 

Son. Was ever Son ſo rew'd a Father s Death? 

Fath. Was ever Father ſo bemoan'd his Son? 

R. Henry. Was ever King fo griev'd for Subjects woe? 
Much is your Sorrow; mine, ten times ſo much. 

Son. 1 bear thee hence, where I may weep my fill. 

Fath. Theſe Arms of mine ſhall be be hy N ſneet, 


For 


1 * 
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For from my Heart thine Image ne'er ſhall go. 
My fighing Breaſt ſhall be thy Funeral Bell: 


And fo ob will Father be, 1 
Sad for the loſs of thee, / ing no more, 8 
As Priam vas for all his valiant Sons. F 


Ell bear thee hence, and let them fight that will, 
For I have murther'd where I ſhould not kill. Exit. 
K. Henry. Sad- hearted Men, much overgone with Care; 

Here fits a King, more woful than ou are. 5 


Alarums. Excurſions. Enter the Queen, bi 
Wales, and Exeter. | 
Prince. Ny, Father, fly; for all your Friends are fled 
And Warwick rages like a chafed | ; 
Away, for Death doth; hold us in — 
Len. Mount you wy Lord, towards Barwick = 
; © Ni mmin; 
- Edward and Richard like a brave of Grey hound 
Having the fearful flying Hare in fight, ry $1 ( 
With fiery Eyes, ſparkling for very wrath, 8 
And bloody Steel'graſpt'in their ireful Hande, 
Are at our baoks un therefore hence — .* — 
Exe. Away; vengeance comes alo 
Nay, ſtay not to expoſtulate; make pad ll 90") 
y "= come after, FIM away! before. 
Henry.” Nay, take me with thee, good fivecr Bao 
Not chit I fear to ſtay, but love to go 
. the Deen — Forward, away. leu 


4 la ibm un Clifford- mandel! 


Clif. Here burus my Candle out; ay, here it dies, 
"wi whiles it Abel. gave King — Wehr, 9 
O Laucaſtor ! 1 fear thy 6verthrow, 4 
More than my Body's parting with my Soul: 
My Love 1 Fear glew d many Friends to thee, {Falling 
And now I fall, thy to * 8 melt, 
Impairing Hen: g miſs-prond Ir; 
And whither 72 the 1 ber to hs Sun? © 
And who 9 Henry's Enemies? 
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O Phabus! hadſt thou never giv'n conſent, 
That Phaeton ſhould check thy y fiery Steeds, 
Thy burnitig' Car never had ſcorch'd the Earth. 
a Henyy, hadſt thou ſway'd'as Kings fhould' do, 
Or as thy Father and his Father did, 

vit. Giving no ground onto the Houſe of York, wa 

re; They never then had ſprung like Summer Flies, 

I. and ten thouſand in this luckleſs Realm, 

Had left no mourning* Widows for our Death, 

And thou this da ſt kept thy Chair in Peace. — 

For what doth Weeds, but gentle Air? 

And what makes Robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 

Bootleſs are Plaints, and curelefs are my Wounds, 

| No way to fly, nor ſtrength to hold out flight; 

; The Foe is'mercileſs, and will not pity : 

7 For at their Hands T have deſerv'd no pity. 

The Air Hath got into my deadly Wounds,” = 
And mich effuſe of Blood doth make me faint: 
Come York, and Richard, Warwick, and the reſt, 

amn Bofornz fplir my Breaſt 
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les faims, 


on | Grains — Bdwward; Werwick, Richard, 
, Mountague, Clarence; an Soldiers, 
fuer; Edw. Now breathe we Lords, vip oo NR 1 
And ſmooth the frowns of War with peaceful Loo 
unt. Some Troops purſue 1 eren Deen, 
That led calm Henry "yy he were a * 
As doth a Sail fill'd J with etting Guſt, | 
Command an Argeſie to ſtem he Wave: 
But think ou Lords, that Clifford fled with them? 
Mur. No; tis impodible de ſhould eſczpe: 
| For though before his 'Faee 1 ſpeak the Word, 
ling, Your Brother Richard marked Him for the Grave; 
And whereſoe'er he is, he's ſurely dead. [Clifford groans. 
Rich. Whoſe Soul is that, which takes her heavy leave? 
A deadly 25 en eee FEE 


See 55 f 
l And e e herb dis 1 
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If Friend or Foe, let him be . uſed- Th 

Rich. Revoke that doom o . y. for tis Clifrd, Sti 

Who not contented that he pp the Branch | Yor 

In hewing Rutland, when his Leaves pur forth, f 

But ſet his murth* ring Knife unto the Root, k An 

From whence that tender. Spray. did feetly ſpring.” Ani 

I mean our Princely Father, Duke of York. . . Thi 

War. From off the Gates of York fetch, down the Head, Fro 

Tour Father's Head, which Clifford Pee. there: Ane 
Inſtead whereof, let his ſupply the room. 4 So | 
Meaſure for Meaſure muſt be anſwered. _ Anc 
Ew, Bring forth that fatal Screech-owl to our Houſe, "The 
That nothing ſung but Death to us and ours:  _ For 

Now Death ſhall ſtop his diſmal threatnin Ln Yet 

And 1 Tongue no more ſhall ſpeak. | Firſ 
* think his Underſtanding is bereft; And 

peak Clifford, doſt thou know = ſpeaks to thee? 6 To 

Dart cloudy Death d er- ſnades his Beams of Life, E 

And he nor ſees, nor hears us, what we ſay, For 
1 Rich. O would he did; and ſo, perhaps, he dot. And 
| Tis but his Policy to counterfeit, | Wh 
Becauſe he would avoid ſuch bitter taunts _ Rich 
Which in the time of Dearh. he gare our Father. I 42d 
_ 3 neuen Shal 
Ver bim with eager wo X 
he Rich. Clifford, ask Mercy. wy Cen no Gnce. For 
Ka. Clifford, repent in bootleſs Penitencee. W 
War, Clifford, deviſe Excuſes for thy Faults. [Nh 
Cla. While we deviſe fell Tortures of thy Faults. To! 


Rich. Thou didſt love York, 17 I am_ Son to ork, 
Edw, Thou pitied'ſt Rutland, I will ity thee, 
Cla. Where's Captain Margaret, to | _ Wa now? | 
Har. They mock thee, 4, eee, R 
Swear, as thou waſt wont. . 1 
Koch. What, not an Oath! Ay. at 8 U goes hard, 
Wben Clifford cannot ſpare his Friends an Oath: 
1 know by. that he's dead, and by my Soul, 2 55 * 
If chis right Hand would buy but two hours Life, 


That I, in all deſpight, might xail WW 1 


41 
1 


This 


For Gloſter's Dukedom is too ominous. . 
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This hand ſhould chop it off; and with the iſſuing Blood 
Stifle the Villain; whe unſtanched a ; 
York, and young Rutland, could not fatisfie. — 

War. Ay, but he's dead. Off with the Traitor's Head, 
And rear it in the place * Father's ſtands, 
And now to London with triumphant march, 
There to be crowned England's Royal King: 
From whence ſhall Warwick cut the Sea to ravice, | 
And ask the Lady Bona for thy Queen. | 
So ſhalt thou-finew both theſe Lands together,  ' 
And having France thy Friend, thou ſhalt not Dont 
The ſcatter d Foe, that hopes to riſe again: 


For though they cannot greatly ſting to hurt, 


Yet look to have them bu to offend A r 
Firſt will I ſee the Coronation, 
And then to Britany I'll croſs the Sea, 
To effect this Marriage, ſo it pleaſe thy Load, : 
Edw. Even as thou wilt, ſweet Warwick; let it beg) | 
For on thy Shoulder do I build my Seat 
And neyer will I undertake the thing 
Wherein thy Counſel and Conſent is wanting. 
Richard, I will create thee Duke of Glo ſter, 
And George of Clarence; Warwick as our ſelf [ 
Shall do, and undo, as him. pleaſeth beſt. 
Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarence, George . cl, 


Mar. Tut, that's a fooliſh Obſervation: , ” Fs 
Richard, be Duke of Glo ſter: Now to London, - 1 
To ſee theſe honours in F. Ern. 


Mw: me Thind 2 ; 
A c T. m scENEH I 1. 
"Enter ————— * i 
ITT * 
wo 19 % | 
For thioagh fie. sen the Deer will come, 40 
And in this Covort will we make bur ſtandſ. 
Culling the principal of all the Deer. 115 
Hum. I'll ſtay above the Hill, o both may ſhoot. 

Sink. That:cannot be, the noiſe of thy Croſs-bow 
Will ſcare the Herd, and-ſo myiſhoot is loſt: 1 vi N 
Here ſtand we both, and aim nba, (98 Dir”, 
And, for the time Thall not- ſeem tedioas, ; 28h) 4 ane 
III tell ther debut beiel me oma xy 
In this ſelf. place, where now ue mean 10 rad. nete 
Sink, Here comes a Man, rey Wile e 


| Enter Xing Henry with s Proyer- Book. Fl I 4 
. Henry. From Scotland — 1 ftol'n 1 of p 
To greet mige own Land wich n wilrful $i % 
No Bag 55 i Tin of thin . 5 | Fg 
Thy place is fill'd, th r wring fr 
Thy Balm waſht off of wheat fr bop = 
No bending Knee Will. call thee E bd now, 
No humble Sutors preſs ro ſpeik for right: 
No, not a Man comes for redreſs to thee; 5 
For how can I help them, and not my ſelf? _ K 
Sink, Ay, here's a Deer, whoſe Skin's a Keeper's Fee: AV 
This is the quondam King, let's ſeize upon him. And 
X. Henry. Let me embrace the four Adverſaries, # 
Fot wiſe Men ſay, it is the wiſeft Courſe, aK 
H 
K 


by 


Ham. Why linger we? let us lay Hands upon him. 
. * a while, we'll hear a litttle more. 


* K. Henry, Not 


| . 
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bet My Queen and Son are gone to Ty os 


a 7 
. 


And, as 1 hear, the great commanding Warwick $2 15. 3 
Is thither gone, to crave the French King's Siſter 
| To Wife for Edward. If this news b 


I Poor Queen, and Son, your labour is but loſte 
n= For Warwick is a ſubtle Orator; | 
1 And Lewis a Prince ſoon won with moving Words: N 
2 By this. account then Margaret may win him, A 
I For he's a Woman to be puied much: 
| Her Sighs will make a bare ry in his Breaſt, 
Her Tears will pierce into a Marble Heart: 
The Tyger will be mild, whiles ſhe doth mourn; 
And Nero will be tainted with remorſe, 
To hear and ſee her plaints, her briniſh Tears, 
_ || Ay, but ſhe's come to beg, Warwick to give: 
5s Ske on his left fide craving Aid for Hey; 
© - | He on his right, asking a Wife for Edward. 
She weeps; and ſays, her Henry is depos d; en 
He ſmiles, aud ſays, his Edward is inſtall d; _ 
That ſhe, poor wretch, for grief can ſpeak no more: 
| Whiles Warwick tells his Tile, ſmooths the Wrong, 
e,  Inferreth Arguments of mighty Strength, 
And in N n wins the King from 
| With promiſe of his Siſtex, -and what ele, bo 
To ſtrengthen and ſupport King Edward's Place. 
O Margaret, thus *twill be, and thou (poor Soul) 32.1 
Art then forſaken, as thou went'ſt forlorn, 
Hum. Say, what art thou that talk H of Kings, and | 
Queens? . 
K. Henry. More than I ſeem, and leſs than I was born to: * 
8 A Man at leaſt, for leſs 1 ſhould not be; | | 
And Men may talk of Kings, and why not 1? 
Hum. AY, 0. thou talk iſt as if — wert a 
X. Hany. Why fo Lam, in Mind, — 
Hum. But if thou be a King, where is thy Grown? 
K. Hewy. My Crow is in my Heart, not on my Head: 
Not deck d with Diamonds, and Indian Stones; 
J. Not to be ſeen; My Crowa is call'd Content, 


\ 


A 


% 
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A'Crown * that feldot Kings enjoy. 


Your Crown Content, and you, muſt be x 
Jo go aleng with ue. For, as we think, 2 
You are the:King, King Edward hath depos d: ; $1 
And we his Subjects, ſworn in all Allegiance,  *- 
Will apprehend you as his Enemy. 
K. Henry. But did you never ſwear, and var an Oach? 
Hum. No, never ſuch an Oath; nor will not now: 
. Ha. Where did you dwell when 1 W ba 
England? © 
Hum. Herein this: Country, whire we now remain, 
K. Henry. I was aneinted King at nine Months old, 
My Father, and my Grandfather were Kings 
And you were ſworn'true Subjects unto me: | 
And tell me then, have you not broke your Oaths? 
Sink. No, for we were Subjects but while: you were 2 
Kin K 
K. Henry. Why, am 1 dead? 40 J not breathe a Man? 
Ah fimple Men, you know not what you ſwear: 
Look, as I blow this Feather from my Face, 


And as the Air blows it to me again, 12 


Obeying with my Wind when 1 do blow, + 
And yielding to-andther when it blows, 51 
* Commanded always by the greater guſt; o 3 
Such is the Lightneſs 2 you common Men. 2.0 
But do not break your Oath, for of that Sin 9 


mild intreaty ſpall not make you guilty. 
| lates you will, the King ſhall be commanded, 

And be yeu Kings, command, and Il obey, 1 
_; We are true SabjeQs to the King, | Fy 
King 3 1 . 

K. Henry. So would you be again to Henry, 1 | 
If — were ſeated as King Edward is my, 
Sit. We charge ov in God's Name and i the King's 
To go with us — the Officers. 
K. Hey: In God's er nn dane Name be 


obey'd; has , 190 


Auen / "_ . 3s 


ne 323 . 
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Hum. Well, if you be a King crown'd with Cantet | 
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Aud what God will, that let your King perform, 


And, what he will, 1 bumbly yield unto. [Exeunt.. 


Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, Clarence, and Lady Gray 
K. Eaw. Brother of Glo ſter, at St. Alban s Field 


This Lady's Husband, Sir Richard Gray, was ſlain, | 
His Land "Hu ſeiz'd on by the Conqueror: 


Her ſuit is now, to repoſſeſs thoſe Lands, 


Which we in Juſtice cannot well deny, 
Becauſe in quarrel of the Houſe of York, 
The worthy Gentleman did loſe his Life. 
Glo. Your Highneſs ſhall do well to grant her Suit: 
It were-diſhonour to deny it her. 
K. Edw. It were no leſs; bur yet Til make a pauſe, | 
Glo. Yea! is it ſo? 
I ſee the Lady hath a thing to grant, 
Before the King will — he humble Suit. 
Clay, He knows the Game, how true he * the 
Wind ? 
Glo. Silence. 
K. Edv. Widows, we will conſider of your Suit, 
And _— ſome other time, to know our Mind. 
FA ht gracious Lord, I cannot brook delay, 
it pleaſe your Highneſs to reſolve me now. 
44 —— 27 . ſatisfie = _ 
Glo. Ay, Widow warrant yr Loads 
And if w t pleaſes him, ſhall pleaſe Gas: : 
Fight cloſer, or good faith you'll catch a 4 Blow: 
Clay. I fear her not, unleſs ſhe chance to fall. | 
Glo. God forbid' that, for he'll take vantages. | 
a How many Children haſt thou, view: 
me. 
Ge. Ny hen whip mey be racer give | 
Glo. Nay then whip me; h 1 — 1 her two. 
Gray. Three, my moſt 
Glo. You ſhall have four, if — be rul'd by him, 
ang» e pity they ſhould loſe their Fathers 
Gray. Be pitiful, dread Lord, ; and gran it then 8 
vor. IV. l K. Edw. 


- 
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K. Edw. nene lere Plltry this Widow's wit, 


Glo. Ay, good leave have you, for you will have leave, 


Till Youth take leave, and leave you to the Crutch. 
 K.Edw. Ne tell me, Madam, do PSP irs 
Gray Ay, full as dearly as I love my {elf. 


KX. Edw. And would you not do much to do them good? | 


Gray. To do them — would ſuſtain ſome harm. 

good. Then get your Husband's Lands, to doth 
8 1 
Gray. Therefore I came unto your Majeſty. 

X. Ew. Ell tell you how theſe Lands are to be got. 

Gray. So ſhall you bind me to your Highneſs Service,” : 


K. Edw. What Service wilt thou do me, if I give ke 


Gray. What you command that reſts in me to do. 
K. Egw. But you will take Exceptions to my Boon. 
Gray. No, gracious Lord, except I cannot do it. 
KX. Edw. Ay, but thou canſt do what | mean to ask. 


_ Gray. Why then I will do what your Grace commands. 


Glo. He plies her hard, and much Rain wears the Marble. 
_ As red as fire! nay, then her Wax muſt melt. 
Gray. Why ſtops my Lord? ſhall I not bear my Task? 
= Edw, An ea Tack, tis but to love a King. 
Gray. That's ſoon perform d, becauſe I am a SubjeR. . 
KX. Edw. Why then, thy Husband's Lands I freely give thes 
Gray. I take my leave with many thouſand, Thanks. 
Glo, The 20. is made, ſhe ſeals it with a Curtſie. 
* Edw. But ſtay thee, tis the fruits of Love 1 mean. 
The fruits of Love, I mean, my loving Liege. 
2. Ay, but 1 fear me in another ſenſe. 
What Love, think'ſt thou, I ſuc ſo much to get? 5 
Grey. My Lope till Death, my humble Thanks, my Prayers 
That Love which Virtue begs, and Virtue grants. 
K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean ſuch Love. 
Gray, Why then you mean not as I thought you did. 
K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my Mind. 
Gray. My Mind will never grant what I perceive 
Ys Highneſs aims at, if 1 aim aright. 12 
K. Fdw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lye with thee, 
Grp, . 


8 
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X. Edw. Why chen thou ſhalt not have thy Hucband's | 


_ 
Gray. Why then mine Honeſty ſhall be Dower, 
For by that Lok I will not e 
R. Edw. Therein thou wrong thy Children 1 
On Herein your Hig wrongs - both them and 


But, — #88 Lord, this merry, inclination 
Accords not with the fadaek of my Suit; . 
Pleaſe you diſmiſs: me, either with Ay, or No. 
K. Edw. Ay; if thou wilt ſay Ay to my requeſt; 
No; if thou Joſt ſay Ne to my demand. 
Gray. Then No, my Lord; my Suit is at an end. 
Glo. The Widow likes him not, ſhe knits her Brows. 
Clay. He is the blunteſt Wooer in Chriſtendom. 
K. Edw. Her Looks do argue her repleat een 
Her Words do ſhew her Wit i 


e, | 
All her Perſections challenge Sovereignty, | n 


One way or other ſhe is for a King. 
And ſhe ſhall be my Love, or elſe my Queen. 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen? 
Gray. Tis — ſaid than done, my gracious Lord z 
I am a — fit to jeſt withal, 
But far unfit to be a Sovereign. 
Kk. Edw. Sweet Widow, by my State 1 Livcar to OY 
I ſpeak no more than what. my Soul intends, 
_ that is, to enjoy thee for my Love. 
Gray. And that is more than I will yield unto; 
I know I am too mean to be your Queen, 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 
EX. Edw. You cavil, Wilow, I did mean my Queen. 
* Twill grieve en my Sons ſhall call you 


K. * No more than when my Daughters call thee. 


Mother ? 
Thou art a Widow, and thou haſt ſome Children, 


And by God's Mother, I being but a Batchelor, 
Have other ſome. Why. tis a happy thing, 
To be the Father unto ay wr 


% 


* 


* 


Anſwer 
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Anſwer no more, for thou ſhalt be my Queen 
Glo. The Ghoſtly Father now bath done his Shrift. 
Clar. When he was made a Shriver, it was for a ſhift, 
. Edw. Brothers, you muſe what Chat we two have had. 
Glo. The Widow likes it not, for ſhe looks ſad. ; 
K. Edw, You'ld think it ſtrange, if I ſhould marry her. 
Clary. To whom, my Lord? | a 
K. Edw. Why Clarence to my ſelf. 
Glo. That would be ten days wonder at the leaſt, 
Clar. That's a day longer than a Wonder laſte. 
Glo. By fo much is the Wonder in extrem. 
K. Edw. Well, jeſt on, Brothers, I can tell you both, 

Her Suit is granted for her Husband's Lands. 


; Enter a Nobleman, 
Nob. My gracious Lord, Henry your Foe is taken, 
And brought your Priſoner to your Palace Gate. 

K. Edw. See that he be convey'd unto the Towers 
And go we Brothers, to the Man that took him, 
To queſtion of his Apprehenſion. m LET 
Widow, go you along: Lords, uſe her honourably. 


' 

" 

x 
|  Manet Glouceſter. . 
Sb. Ay, Edward will uſe Women honourably. "4 
Would he were waſted, Marrow, Bones, and all, ; 0 
That from his Loins no hopeful Branch may ſpring, 1 4 
To croſs me from the golden time I look for: B 
And yet, between my Souls deſire and me, A 
The luſtful Edward's Title buried, | I 
Is Clarence, Henry, and his Son young Edward, A 
And all the unlook d for Iſſue of their Bodies, | U 
To take their Rooms ere I can place my ſelf: Br 
A cold premeditation for my purpoſe, * At 
Why then I do but dream on Sovereignty, | Fe 


/ 


Like one that ſtands upon a Promontory, | | At 
And ſpys a far-off ſhore, where he would tread, T! 
Wiſhing his Foot were equal with his Eye, Se 


And chides the Sea that funders him from thence, | Ne 


Why, Love forſwore me in my Mother's Womb: 


King Henxv, VI. 


Saying, he'll lade it dry to have his way: 

So do I wiſh the Crown, being ſo far off, 

And ſo I chide the means that keep me from it, 
And ſo (I fay) VII cut the Cauſes off, | 
Flattering me with Impoſſibilities: 


My Eyes too quick, my Heart o'er-weens too much, 


Unleſs my Hand and Strength could equal them. 


Well, fay there is no Kingdom then for Richard: 


What other pleaſure can the World afford? 
Vil make my Heaven in a Lady's lap, 
And deck my Body in gay Ornaments, 
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And *witch ſweet Ladies with my Words and Looks. 


Oh miſerable thought! and more unlikely, 
Than to accompliſh twenty Golden Crowns, 


And, for I ſhould not deal in her ſoft Laws, 


She did corrupt frail Nature with ſome Bribe, 


To. ſhrink mine Arm like to a wither'd fhrub, 


- 


To make an envious Mountain on my Back, 


Where fits Deformity to mock my Body; 
To ſhape my Legs of an unequal ſize, 

To ere den me in every part: 

Like to a Chaos, or unlick d Bear whelp 


That carries no impreſſion like the Dam. 
And am then a Man to be beloy'd? 


Oh monſtrous Fault, to harbour ſuch a Thought. 
Then fince this Earth affords no Joy to me, 
But to command, to check, to o'er-bear ſuch 


As are of better Perſon than my ſelf; - 


Il make my Heaven to dream upon the Crown, 
And whiles I live Yaccount this World but Hell, 
Until my miſ-ſhap'd Trunk that bears this Head, 
Be round impaled with a glorious Crown. 

And yet I know not-how to get the Crown, 

For many Lives ſtand between me and home: 
And J, like one loſt in a thorny Wood, 


That rents the Thorns and is rent with the Thorns; 


Seeking a way, and ſtraying from the way, 
Not knowing how to find the OP Air, 


\ " 


And wet my Cheeks with artifici 
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0 a ly to find it out, 

Torment my ſelf to catch the Engliſh pen 

And from that torment I will free my ſelf, | 

T my way out with. a bl EL... 

| 1 can ſmile, and murther whiles I ſmile, 

4 28 Content, to that which 1 cody my. b 7 
Tears, N 

And frame 5 Face to all Occaſions. 

Pl drown more Sailors than the Mermaid mY 2 

Pll lay more Gazers than the Bafilick, cx, 

IU play the Orator as well as Neſor,, r, 

Deceive more {lily than Ulyſſes could. 

And like a Sten, take another Troy 

I can add Colours to the Camelion, 9 } 

Change ſhapes with Proteus for Advantages, 

And ſet the murtherous Matchevil to School, 

Can I do this, and cannot get a Crown? / | 

Tk were it farther * PII . it down. [Zxit, 


| Flowriſh, Enter Ring Lewis, Bona, Bourbon, Prince of 
Wales, Queen Margaret, and the Earl of Oxford. Lewis 
ſits, and riſeth up agar. | 


k. Lew. Fair Queen of land, worthy Margaret, | I 

Sit down with us; it ill befits thy State, | | 

And Birth, that — ſtand, whites Lewis "ory 
No, mi of France; now | 

Muff ſtrjke'her Sail. 2 a while to 0 

Where Kings command. I was, 1 muſt confeſs, 

| Great Albion Queen, in former golden Days: 

But now miſchance hath trod my Title 

And with diſhonour laid me on the Ground, 

Where I muſt take like ſeat unto my Fortune, 

And to my humble feat conform my ſelf. 

Aar? ren —_— —— Tang. thisdeep 
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Bg Hz NAT VI. 
1 a cauſe as fills mine Eyes with 


0 Tongue, whilemy Heart's drown'd in Cares. 
2 . ene ſtill like thy ſelf, 


5 And 0. 0 thee by our ſide. [Seats her by him 


Yield not thy Neck to eee 
But let thy dauntleſs Mind ſtill ride in triumph 
nes all — 

Be plain. Queen Margaret, and tell thy Grief, 


I ſhall be eas d, if Fance can yield Relief. 


Queen. Thoſe gracious Words revive my drooping- 
Thoughts, 


And give my Tongue-ty'd Sorrows leave to ſpeak. . 


Now therefore be it known to Noble Lewis, 
That Henry, ſole poſſeſſor of my Love, 
Is, of a King, become  baniſh'd Man, - 


And forc'd to live in Scotland a Forlorn; 


While proud ambitious Edward, Duke of Yorks- 
Ufurps the Regal Title, and the Seat 

Of Englamd's true anointed lawful King. 

This is the Cauſe that I, poor Margaret, 

With this my Son Prince Edward, Henry's Heir + 
Am come to'crave' thy juſt and lawful Aid: 


7 


Anh if thou'fail'us, all bur hope is done, 
Scotland hath Will to help, but cannot help: 


Our People, and our Peers, are boety-mibhed, 


Our Treaſure ſeiz d, our Soldiers put to fli ty ' 


And, as thou ſeeſt;*our ſelves in heavy pli 
K. Lew. Rehowned: Queen, with fake. eum the 
Storm, | | 
; While we bethink a means to break it oft. 
Veen. The more we ſtay, the our Foe; . 
. Lew. The more I'ſtay, the mof& VII ſuccour thee.. 
en. O, but impatience waiteth on true Sorrow. 
* oe Where, comes the Breeder of my Sorrows 


Enter Warwick. 


K. Lew. . 's ke eee —_ to Gp Prefeale ? 
Dneen, - 
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Dem. Our Earl of Warwick, Edward's greateſi | 


riend. | | 
. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick, what brings thee 
to France? -— [He deſeends. She ariſeth. 1 


: Ver Ay, now begins a ſecond Storm to riſe, 
For | 

Mar. From worthy Edward, King of Albion, 
My Lord and Sovereign, and thy vowed Friend, 
I come (in Kindneſs and unfeigned Love) 

Firſt to do greetings to thy Royal Perſon, 
And then to craye a League of Amity ; 

3 laſtly, to confirm that Amity 


With Nuptial Knot, if thou vouchſaſe to grant . 


That virtuous Lady Bona, thy fair Siſter, 0 
To England's King in lawful Marriage. 
en. If that go forward, Henrys hope is done. 


ar. And gracious Madam, [Speaking to Bona. 


In our Kings behalf. * 
I am commanded, with your leave and' favour, 
Humbly to kiſs your „ and with my Tongue 
To tell the paſhon of my Sqvereign's Heart; 
Where Fame, late entring at his beedful Ears . 
Hath plac d thy Beauty's Image, and N A 
King Lewis, and Lady Bona, me ſpeak, 
Before you anſwer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meznt honeſt Love, 
t 


m Deceit, bred by Neceſſity; 59 


For how can Tyrants ſafely goyern home, 
Unleſ abroad they purchaſe great Alliance? 
To prove him Tyrant, this reaſon may ſuffice, 
OT OY ſill; but were be dead, EY 
| Yet here Prince Edward ſtands, King Henrys Son. 0 
Look therefore Lewis, that by this and Marriage 
Thou draw not on thy Danger and Di : 
For tho Uſurpers ſway the Rule a while, rh 
Yet Heavens are juſt, and Time ſuppreſſeth Wrong. 
War. Injurious Margaret. — {1 
Prince. And why not Queen. | 
. Becauſe thy Father Huy did uſurp, 


Z 
: 


this is he that moves both Wind and Tide. hi - 3h 


* 
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= 


— 


And after that wiſe Prince, Henry the Fiſth, | 


Ie Edmard your true King? for I were loth 


* 


* 


HENRY VI. 
And hou no more art Prince than ſhe is Queen: 
Of. Then Warwick diſanuls great Fohn of Gaunt, 
Which did ſubdue the greateſt part of Span; 


And after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whoſe Wiſdom was a Mirror to the wiſeſt; 


Who by his Proweſs conquered all France: 
From theſe our Henry lineally deſcends. 
| War. Oxford, how haps it in this ſmooth Diſcourſe,.. 
You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath loſt ; 
All that, ws "ant the Fifth had gotten 3 
Methinks theſe Peers of France ſhould ſmile at that; _ 
But for the reſt; you tell a Pedigree | 
Of threeſcore and two Years, a lilly time” 
To make preſcription-for a Kingdom's worth; 

Oxf. Why Warwick, canſt thou ſpeak againſt thy Liege 


; Whom thou obey'dit thirty and fix Years, 


And not bewray thy Treafon. with a bluſh? .. _ 
War. Can FA that did ever fence the right, _ 


Now buckler falſhood with a Pedigree? 


For ſhame leave Henry, and call Edward King. | 
Oxf. Call him my King, by whoſe injurious doom 
My elder Brother, the Lord Aubrey Vere 
Was done to Death? and more than fo, my Father, 
Even in the downfal of his mellow'd Years, Aſh. 
When Nature brought him to the door of Death? 
No Warwick, no; while Life upholds this Arm, 
This Arm upholds the Houſe of Lancafter.. 
War. And I the Houſe of Tork. "A 4 1 
R. Lew. Queen Margaret, Prince ard, and Oxford: 
Vouchſafe r our requeſt, to ſtand afide, 
While I uſe farther Conference with Warwick. 


They ſtand alo . 
Qucen. Heavens grant that Warwick's rd roi 


him not. 55 
K. Lem. Now Warwick, tell me even upon thy Conſcience. 2 


To link with him that were not lawful choſen. 
War, Thereon I pawn my Credit, and mine Honour. 
I Ln 


” wo 


3 


m The This Pan i 


1 
Lew.' But is be ig in the People's * . 

ir. The wore, Hewy wis unforrnate. |, 
EK. Lew. Then iber h all difſembling ſet ade, 
Tell me for truth, the meaſure of his q . 
Unto our Sifter Bens. 2 
As may beſeem a Monarch like himſelf: (0 COW - 
My fel hve often heard him fay and ſweat, 

a 


t this big Love vas an external Pint, * 

v the Ro was fix'd in de : 7 . 
The es and Fruit maintain d with Beaut | 
— Frtke Envy, but not from Diſdain, 585 4 
Voleſs the Lady * it his 54 1 

. Lem. Now Sifter . us ur | reſolve. \ 

"Boys, Tour grant, or your deni | be mine. 
"Yet L confels, that often ere this Day, | 

Speaks to Warwick 


When I have heard your King's deſert SEP. 
Mine Ear hath tempted Joon: to defire 


. Lew. Then Warwic 
Our Siſter ſhall be Edward's. 5 
Ad now forthwith ſhall Articles be drawn, 4 * 
Touching the Jointure that your King . 4 
Which with * Dowry ſha be conmerpoir'd. fo 
Draw near, Queen Mar argaret, and be a witneſs, 

That Bona ſhall be Wiſe to th* Engliſh King. 45 

Prince. To Edward but not to the Eu 575 King ; 
en. Deceitful Warwick, it was thy ; vg 4 
Alliance to make void my Suit; 2 
ws thy coming. Lewis was Henry's Friend. 

K. Lew. And till i is Friend to him and Margaret ; 
But if your Title to the Crown be weak, 
© As may appear by Edward's good Succeſs; - 
ben tis but 5 that be releas d 


- OY eW FT 1... 


From giving Aid, which late I promiſed. 9 _ k. iy 
Yet ſhall 15 have all kindneſs * my Hand, | 4 
That your Eftate requires, and mine can yield. 
War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his eaſe, 81 | 
+ Where having nothing, nothing can he Ioſe. 


rw 
A wo E 
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- | And as for you your ſelf, our quran Queen, 


You have a Father able to maintain you, | 4 

And better it were you troubled him, than France. ' | 
1 Queen. Peace impudent and ſhameleſs Warwick, peace, | 
jr Proud ſetter up and puller down of Kings, s | 
. I will not hence, till with my Talk and Tears 
| (Both full of Truth) I make King Lewis behold - 

Thy ſly Conveyance, and thy Lord's falſe Love, | 

| { Poſt blowing 4 Horn within. 
For both of you are Birds of ſelt · ſame Feather. 
K. Lew. Warwick, this is fome Poſt to us, or thee. - 


< Dur @ Poſt. 


Poff, My Lord Ambaſſador, | . 
* Theſe Letters are for you; Io Warwick. 
k, Sent from your Brother, Marqueſs Montague. | 
Theſe from our King unto your Majeſty. .  [ToK, Lew. þ 
And Madam, theſe 2 vou, [To tbe Queen, 
From whom I know not. They all read their Letters. - 
Oxf. I like it well, that our fair Queen and Miſtreſs 
Smiles at her News, while Warwick frowns at his. 
_ Nay, mark how Lewis ftamps as he were net- - 
* bh | 
. hope all' for the beſt, * 
K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy News? 
And yours, fair Queen? | , 
Quern Mine tuch as fills my Heart with unhop'd 
oys. | . 
War. Mine full of Sorrow, and Heart's Diſcontent. 
K. Lew. What! has your King Married the Lady Gray? * 
And now, to ſooth your Forgery and his, 
Sends me a Paper to perſwade me Patience? 
Is this Alliance that he ſeeks with France? 
Dare he preſume to ſcorn us in this manner? 
Dem | told your Majeſty as much before; 
This proveth Edward's Love and Warwick's Honeſty. 
Mar. King Lewis, | here proteſt in fight of Heav'n, 
And by the I haye of Heay'uly Bliſs, 


- — — — - — 
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n benin rer 


That I am clear from this Miſdeed of Edward's 3. 
No more my Ning; for he diſnonours me, 
But moſt himſelf, if he could ſee his Shame. 
Did I forget, that by the Houſe of rr 
My. Father came untimely to his Death? 
Did I let paſs th abuſe done to my Niece? 
Did I impale him with the Regal Crown? 
Did I put — Surry his Native Right? 
And am 1 on d at the laſt with Shame?- 
Shame on himſelf, for my Deſert is Honour. 
| And to repair my Honour-loſh for him, 
| ] here-renounce- him, and return to Henry. 
My Noble Queen, let former grudges pals, 
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i And henceforth I am thy true Servitor: 5 
Ewill revenge his wrong to Lady Bona, i: * 
And replant Henry in his former ' apy „ * | 

| e Quten. Furwick, | . 
Theſe Words have. turn d my Hate to Lore, * 


. And forgive, and quite forget old Faults, r 
And Joy. that thou becom'ſt King Henry's Friend. 
Mar. So much his Friend, ay, his unfeigned —_ 
That if King Lewis vouchſaſe to furniſh us 


With ſome few Bands of choſen Soldiers, 42 21:2 4 
Hl undertake to Land them on our Coaft,, «© | 
And force the Tyrant from his Seat by War. 7 
Tis not his new-made Bride ſhall ſuccour him: 
And as for Clarence, as my Letters tell me, * . 
He's very likely now to fall from him, 5 : 
For, matching mare. for. wanton Luſt ee 5 F 
Or than for ſtrength and ſafety of our Country, 45 
Bona. Dear Brother, how ſhall Bona be reveng d. * 
But by thy help to this diſtreſſed Queen? 1 


ö een. Renowned: Prince, how ſhall poor ne ive). 
Unleis thou reſcue him from. foul deſpair? | 


4 


| Bona. My quarrel, and this Engliſh Queen's are * 
ar. And mine, fair Lady Bona, joins with yours. 

K. Lew. And mine, with hers, and ener N. s. 
Therefore at laſt, I firmly am reſold. [ 


_ 7 


es i 


„ 


* 
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To him forthwith, in holy Wedloc 


That only Warwics Daughter ſhall be thine. 


King HUN X VIE 3a 


Queen. Let me give humble thanks for all at once. 
R. Lew, Then England's Meſſenger, return in Poſt, 
And tell falſe Edward, thy ſuppoſed King, «201 
That Lewrs of France, is ſending over Maskers- 
To revel it with him, and his new Bride. | 
Thou ſeeſt what's paſt, go fear thy King withal. | 
Bona. — him, in hope he'll prove a Widower 
ſhortly, 5 T | 
I wear the Willow Garland for his fake.” ban 
Queen. Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid afide; 
And 1 am ready to put Armor on. F ee 1 
Way. Tell him from me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore I'll Uncrown him &er't be long. 
There's thy Reward, be gone. [ Exit: Peſt. 
K. Lew. But Warwick, 5 
Thou and Oxford, with five thouſand Men 
Shall creſs the Seas, and bid falſe Edward Battel: 
And as occafion ſeryes, this Noble Queen 
And Prince ſhall follow with a freſh Supply. 
Yet &er thou go, but anſwer me one doubt: 
What Pledge have we of thy firm Loyalty? 
War. This ſhall aſſure my conſtant Loyalty, 


— — —— — —ꝗ—T—Av — — 
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That if our Queen and this young Prince agree, 


Il join my eldeſt Daughter, an my Joy, 
, S. 


ueen. Les, I agree, and thank you for your Motion: 
* Edward, ſhe is Fair and Viitdon, Nan 
Therefore delay not, give thy Hand to Marwick, 
And with thy Hand, thy Faith irreyocable, 


Prince. Yes, I accept Her, for ſhe well deſeryes it, 
And here to pledge my Vow, I give my Hand, 
[He gives his Hand to-Warwicks. 
K. Lew. Why ſtay we now? theſe Soldiers ſhall be levyd, 
And thou Lord Baurbon, our High Admiral, | 
Shall waft them over with our Royal Fleet. 
T long *till Edward fall by War's Miſchance, 
For- mocking Marriage with a Dame of France. 
n LExemt. Manet Warwick! 
"AY Var. 
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War. L 2 from Edward 28 Ambaſſador, 
But I return his ſworn and mortal Foe: 
Matters of- Marriage was the charge he gave *. 4 
But dreadful War ſhall anſwer his 
Had he none elſe to make a ſtale but me?. 8 
Then none but 1, ſhall turn his Jeſt to SorrowWw. 
I was the chief that rais d him to the — 1 5 
And Tl be chief to bring e 


Net that 1 pity Hopry's — 5 2 + 


But ſeek —_— on 
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ACT W. SCENE I. 


Enter Glouceſter, Clarence, Somerſet and Montague. | 


ch. OW tell me, Brother Clarence, what think you 

; Of this 'new Marriage with the Lady Gray? 
_ Bath not our Brother made a worthy Choice ? 

Clay; Alas, you know, tis far from hence to France, 
How could he ſtay till Warwick made return? 


Som. My Lords, farbear this talk: Here comes the King 


Flowri Enter Edward, Gray as Qusen, Perm” 
6 wt, oa thr pr aa Fei Au. Gay 
and four on the other. 


Glo. And his well-choſen Bride. whats - | 
a Glar. 1 mind to ll hm fen what I hink. * | 
K. Edw. Now, Brother of Clarence, * 


35 Clay. As well as Lewis of France, 
8 
Which are ſo weak bieden. 
1 
K. Ew. N. without s Cruſe? 
are but Lewis and Warwick, I am Edward, 
| Your King and Herten and mat have m will. 
Olo. And you thall have your will, becauſe our King: 
Vet haſty Marriage ſeldom — well. 
K. Edw. Yes, Brother Richard, re 
Glo. Not I; no | 
God forbid that 1 thould wiſh them fever'd 
n join'd together. } 461 
, and *&vere pity to ſunder them, SEL 
t yoak ſo well together. | 
: K. 245 Setting our Scorns, and your Miſe ade; 
T Tell me ſome Reaſon, why the Lady Gy 
„ = 


— — 


* 

| 4 be + 
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And you too, Somerſet and Mountague, # 
Speak freely what,you think. 3 | 
_ _ Clar. Then this is my Opinion; 

' That King Lewis becomes your —_——_ 

For mocking him about the * 

Of the Lady Bona. Y 
Glo. And — N what you ou gave in e 
181 = diſhonoured by this new lage. 6 


E Er. What, en ens 


wt 
2 E „ee az can deviſe? 1 
Ant. Yet to dare Join d with France in b A 


2 


_ *Gainſt foreign Storms, than any home-bred Martiage. 
Haſt. Why, knows not Montague that of it felf ö 


England is ſafe, if true within it 1elf ?  - - 
Mont. Tes, bur whe later, when is back with 
France. 

Hat. 'Tis better ag Dane, than truſting ; n. 
Let us be hack'd with God, and with the Seas, 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 

And with their Helps only defend: our 1 k bo 

In them, and in our ſelves, our Safety | 
Clary. For this one Speech, Lord N 

To haue the Heir of the Lord — 


K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my Will and Grant, 
And for this once my Will: ſhall ſtand for Law: y 


— — 
* 
* 


To give the Heir and Po of Lord Scales. Moc! - 7 
Vata the Brother of your loving Bride 
She better would have fitted me or Clarence; - 
But in your: Bride you bury Brotherhood. 

Clar. Or elſe you would not have beftow'd the Heip 
Of the Lord Bonvill on your new; Wife's Son, 
And leave your Brothers to go ſpeed elſewhere- 

K. Bun Alas, poor Clarence; is it for a Wiſe 
That thou art Malecontent? I will, provide thee,.. 


8 6 . 0 td 4 


liance, 
wa more have ſtren b'ned this our Commhwesllb | 


I? deſeryes 


Glo. And yet methinks your Grace hath not done well,. 
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You ſhew'd your Judgment; * 


Which being. ſhallow, you ſhall give me leave 


To play the Broker in mine own behalf; 
And to that end, I ſhortly. mind to leave 12 

K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Eaward will be Kingi 
And not be ty'd unto, his Brother's Will. 

L. Gray. My Lords, before it pleag'd. bis Majeſty, > 
To raiſe my State to Title of a Queen, a 
Do me but right, and you muſt all confeſs, 

That I was not ignoble of Deſcent. 

And meaner than my ſelf have had like. Fortone, | 

But as this Title honours me and mine, 

So your' diſlikes, to whom I would: be pleafing, 0 
Do cloud my Joys with Danger, and with, Sarrow. 

K. Edw. My Love, forbear to fawn upon their e | 
What Danger, or what Sorrow can befall thee, mn 
So long as Edward is thy conſtant Friend, 

And their true * n, whom they muſt obey ? 


* 


"Nay, whom they ſhall obey, and love thee too, 


Unleſs they ſeek for * at my Hands: 5 
Which if they do, yet will I keep thee fafe, + 
And they ſhall fecl the Vengeance of. my Wrath. 
| Glo, I hear, yet ſay not much, but think the more; | 


Enter 4 Puff. 


k. Ed. Now Meſſenger, what Letters, or what News 
from France? 

P . My Sovereign Liege, no Letters, and few Words, 
But {uch as (without your ſpecial uu r! 
Dare not relate. | 

K. Edw. Go too, we pardon n thee: 
Therefore, in brief, tell their Words; 
As near as thou canſt gueſs them. 


What anſwer makes King Lewis unto our Letters? 


At my depart, theſe were his very Words 
2 falſe L A ſu poſed Ki 4 , 
That Lewis of France is ſen over 1 
To revel it wich him, and his new Bride. 4 
EIL. 1 Lani brag? bee be thinks ane Bang 


1 


4% De Third Part of f 
| hat faid Lady Bona t — 2 
25 7 "Theſe were ber Word, with mild Di 


Tell him, in bell prove a Widower ſhort! 2 

5 — * in e Garland for his fake. Re 

| Egw. I blame not her, ſhe could ſay littie 17% | 

She had the wrongs But vehat- ſaid Henry's Queen?- 

For ſo 1 heard that ſhe was there in place. 
Poſt. Tell him (quoth ſhe) 

My mourning Weeds are done, |; 
And I am ready to put Armour on. | 
K. Edw. Belike the minds to play the Ms 

But what ſaid Warwick to: theſe Injuries ? 1 15 

Fo. He, more incens d againſt your Majeſtiy 
Than all the reſt, diſcharg'd me with theſe Words ; 
Tell him from me that be hath done me wrong, 
And therefore ll uncrown him e'er't be long. 


K. Ew. Ha F durſt the Traitor breath cur c heat 


Words? | 
Well, I will arm me, being thus fore-warn'd: 
They ſhall haye Wars, and pay. for their i 
But 7 is i Warwick Friends ich A r 
N. Ay, gracious Sovereign. n 
a, are ſo link d ar 1 | a 
oung Prince-Edward marries arwick's Dang! 
UP — 2 Belike the elder; — 
Clarence will have the younger. 
. Now Brother King farews], and fit yon n 
For I will hence te s other Daughter, 
That though I want a Kingdom, yet in kee, 
I may not prove inferior to yo your (If. 
You that loye me, and — follow me"! i 1gac 
3 L Clarenice, and Sober Wh 


* et ee e 1, 1 
not for the love of Edward, but the Crown. 15 Aſide, 
K. — Clarence and Somerfet both gone to Warwick? 
Tet am I arm id againſt the worſt' can happen; 1 
Andbafte is needtul in this deff rate Cale! 6 % 
1 | Pemb! 
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And now, what refts? but in Night's Coyerture, 
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Porbrook and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy Men, and ma for War; 
They are already, or quickly will-be landed: 
My elf in Perſon will ſtraight follow you. 


[Ex. Pembrook and Stafford, 
But ere I go, Haſtings and 


Montague 

Reſolve. my doubt, you twain of alithe reft 

Are near to Warwick, by Blood and by Alliance: 

Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me; 

If it be ſo, then both depart to him: 

I rather wiſh yeu Foes than hollow Friends. 

But if you mind to hold your true Obedience, 

Give me Aſſurance with ſome friendly "I 

That I may never have you in ſuſpe&. | 
Mon. So God help Montague, as he proves true. 
Haſt, And Haſtings, as he favours Edward's Cauſe. 
K. Raw. Now, Brother Richard, will you ſtand by us ? 
Slo. Ay, in deſpight of all that ſhall withſtand you. 
K. Eaw. Why 4 o; then am I ſure of Victory. 

Now” therefare,) let us hence, and loſe no hour, 


Till e meet Warwick, with his Foreign Power. ¶ Exe, 


Enter Warwick and Oxford. i in England, with French. 
Soldiers. 
Har. Truſt me, my Lord, all hitherto goes well, 
The common People by numbers ſwarm. to. us. 


Enter Clarence and Somerſet. 


But ſee whees Somerſet and Qlarense come; 

Speak ſuddenly, my Lands are we all Friends... 

Clar. Fear not that, my Lord. | 

Mar. Then gentle Clarence, welcome unto 3 

And welcome Somerſet ; I hold it Cowardize, 

To reſt miſtruſtful, where a Noble Heart 

Hath pan d an Hand in ſign of Love. 1 
Elſe might chink, that IR Edward's Brother, 
Were: on af ned 2 to our Proceedings. 
But welcome ſweet Clarence, my Daughter ſhall be thine! 


Thy 
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Thy Brother being careleſly.encamp'd, © ' 5 
His "Soldiers lurking in the Town about, . 383 
And but attended by a ſimple Guard, ls in +43 
We may ſurprize and take him at our Pleaſure: TO. 


Our Scouts have found the Adventure very eaſie: 


That as Ulyſſes, and ſtout Diomede 4 
With ſlight and nianhood ſtole to Rheſus Tents, 2M 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal Steeds; * 
So we, well covered with the Night's black Mantle, 


At unawares may beat down Edward's Guard, i 


And ſeize himſelf: I ſay not, ſlaughter him, 

For I intend but only — ſurprize him. | 

You that will follow me to this Attempt, © 

Appland the Name of Henry, with your Leader. : „ 6 4 
They all cry * 


Why then, ler son our way in ſilent — 


For Warwick and bis Friends, God and Saint . 
8 


. | 
en 1 Maſters, ech Man take is 


The King b 55 this has ſet him down to ſleep. 
2 Watch. What, will he not to Bed? 


1 Watch, Why-no; for he hath made a ſolemn vow, | 


Never to lye and take his natural Reſt, 
Till Warwick, or himſelf, be quite ſuppreſt 

2 Watch. To morrow then belike Kal be be the Day, 
If Warwick e Men report. | 

3 Watch. But ſay, y, what Nobleman is that, 7% 
That with the King ber Yefterh i in his Tent? : 

1 Watch, *Tis the Lord Haſtings, the King's chiefeſt 

Friend. 

3 Match. O, is it ſo; but why commands the Kings 
That his chief Followers lodge in Towns about him, 
While he himſelf keeps in the cold Field? 

2 Watch. 'Tis e becauſe the more dun 


| % "A 


C 
Bi 


[\ 


U o 
% = 


. # 
King HENRY VI. 405 
| / 

3 Watch. Ay, ive me worſhip and quietneſs, 
I like it bane hn —— + Sane 
If Warwick knew in what Eſtate he ſtands, 
Tis to be-doubted he would waken him. | 

1 Watch. Unleſs our Halberds did ſhut up his Paſſage. 

2 Watch, Ay; wherefore elſe guard we this Royal 


Tent,. 
But to defend his Perſon from Night · foes? 


Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerſet, and French 


Soldiers, ſilent all. 
War. This is his Tent, and ſee where ſtands his Guard: 
Cou my Maſters: Honour now or never: 


But follow me, and Edward ſhall be ours, 

1 Watch. Who goes there? 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou dieſt. | | 
[Warwick and the reſt cry all, Warwick, Warwick, and ſee 

upon the Guard, who fly, crying, Arms, Arms; Warwick 
and the reſt following them. 


The Drum beating, and Trumpets . 


Enter Warwick, Somerſet, and the reſt, bringing the King 
out in a Gown, ſitting in a Chair; Glo'ſter and Haſtings 
flying over the Stage. 


Som. What are they that fly there ? 
B e and Haſtings, let them go, here is the 
e. 
* Edw. The Duke! 
y Warwick, when we parted 
Thou call'dſt me King? 

War. Ay, but the caſe is alter'd. i 
When you diſgrac'd me in my Embaſſade, 
Then 1 degraded you from being King, 

And come now to create you Duke of York. 
Alas, how ſhould you govern any Kingdom, 
That know not how to uſe Ambaſſadors, 
Nor how to be contented with one Wife, 


_— 


— 
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Nor how to ue your Brothers brother). 


Nor how to ſtudy for the People's Welfare, 

Nor Ibw to ſhrowd your ſelf from Enemies. 
K. Edw. Yea, Brother of Clarence, 

Art thou here too? | : 

Nay then I ſee, that Edward muſt needs down. 

Yet Warwick, in deſpight of all Miſchance, 


© Of thee thy ſelf, and all thy Complices, 


Edward will always bear himſelf as King: 

Though Fortune's Malice overthrow my State, 

My Mind exceeds the Compaſs of her Wheel. 
War. Then for his Mind be Edward England's King. 


[Takes off his Crown, 


But Henry now ſhall wear the Engliſh Crown, 


And be true King indeed; thou but a Shadow. 15 


My Lord of Somerſet, at my Requeſt, 

See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey d 

Unto my Brother Archbiſhop of York: 

When 1 have fought with Pembrook, and his Fellows, 
III follow you, and tell what anſwer 

Lewis and the Lady Bona ſent to him: 


Now for a while farewel good Duke of York. 


| [They lead him out forcibly, 
3 What Fates impoſe, that Men muſt needs a- 
vices | 
It boots not to reſiſt both Wind and Tide. 
Oy. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our Soldiers? ; 
Mar. Ay, that's the firſt thing that we have to do, 
To free King Henry from Impriſonment, hos 9 
And ſee him ſeated in the Regal Throne. [Exennt, 


Enter Rivers, and the Lady Gray. 
Riv. Madam, what makes you in this ſudden change? 


La Gray. Why Brother Rivers are you. yet to learn 
What late Misfortunes has befaln King Edward? 


Riv. What! loſs of ſome pitcht Bartel 
_ Againſt Warwick? X 


La.Grey, No but the los of his won Royul Perſon; 


ly. 


2 - 


av. 
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Riv. Then is my Sovereign ſlain? 


La Gray. Ay, almoſt lain, for he is taken Priſoner. 


Either betray d by falſhood of his Guard, 

Or by his Foe ſurpriz d at unawares: 

And as I further have to underſtand, 

Is now committed to the Biſhop of York, - 
Fell Warwick's Brother, and by that our Foe. 


* — 
— 
: 


Riv. Theſe News I muſt confeſs are full of Grief: - 


Yet, gracious Madam, bear it as you may, 
Warwick may loſe, that now hath: won the Day. 


La. Gray. Till then fair Hope muſt hinder Life's decay. 


And I the rather wean me from Deſpair 
For love of Edward's Off-ſpring in my Womb: 
This is it that makes me bridle in my Paſſion, 
And bear with mildneſs my. Misfortune croſs: 
Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a Tear, 
And ſtop the riſing of Blood-ſucking Sighs, 
Leſt with my Sighs or Tears, I blaſt or drown 
King Edward's 7 

Rv. But Madam, 
Where is Warwick then become ? 


La. Gray. I am inform'd that he comes LE Gags, 


To ſet the Crown once more on Henry's Head: 


Gueſs thou the reſt, King Edward's Friends muſt down. 


But to prevent the Tyrant's Violence, 

For truſt not him that hath once broken Faith, 
I'll hence forthwith unto the Sanctuary, 

To fave, at leaſt, the Heir of Edward's Right; 
There hall 1 reft ſecure from force and fraud: 
Come therefore let us fly, while we may fly, 
If Warwick take us, we are ſure to die. 


Enter Glouceſter, Lord Haſtings, and Sir William Stanley. 
Glo. Now my Lord Haſtings, and Sir William — 


Leave off to wonder why 1 drew you hither, 
Into this chiefeſt Thicket of the Park. 


Thus ſtands the Caſe ; you know our King, my Brother, 


Is Priſoner to the Biſhop here, at whoſe Hands. 
He e Ulage, and great Liberty, 


ruit, true Heir to th' Engliſh Crowyni 


[Exeunt. 


And 


— — —t ———— ͤ— —ů —ͤ — — 


4 


Shield thee from Warwick's frown, 
And pray that I may repoſſeſs the Crown. 


Have ſhaken Edward-from the Regal Seat, 
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And often but attended with weak Guard, 

Comes hunting this way to diſport himſelf. 

I have advertis d him by ſecret Means, 

That if about this hour he make this way, 

VUnder the colour of his uſual Game, | Y. 
He ſhall here find his Friends with Horſe and Men, 


To ſet him free from his Captivity: 1 


Enter King Edward, and a Huntſman with him. 
Hunt. This way, my Lord, 
For this way lyes the Game. 
K. Edw. Nay this way, Man, 
See where the Huntſmen ftand. | 
Now Brother of Gloſter, Lord Haſtings and the reſt, 
Stand you thus cloſe to ſteal the Biſhop's Deer? 
Glo, Brother the time and cafe requireth haſte, 
Your Horſe ſtands ready at the Park- corner. 
K. Edw. But whither ſhall we then? 
Haſt. To Lyn, my Lord, 3 
And ſhip — 22 to Flanders. ee 
Glo. Well gueſt, believe me, for that was my Meaning. 
K. Edw. Stanley, 1 will requite thy forwardneſs. 
Glo. But wherefore ſtay we? tis no time to talk. 
K. Edw. Huntſman, what ſay ſt thou? i 
Wilt thou go along? | | 
Hunt. Better do fo, than tarry and be hang'd. 
Glo. Come then away, lers la no more ado. 
K. Edw. Biſhop farewel, | £ 


LExeunt. 
Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warwick, Somerſet, 
Richmond, Oxford, Montague, and Lieutenant of the 


Tower, TAY | n. | 
K. Henry. Mr. Lieutenant, now that God and Friends 


And turn d my captive State to liberty, 


My Fear to Hope, my Sorrows unto Joys, 
At our Enlargement what are thy due Fees? 


- Lieu. 
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Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their 80% 


8, : 
But, if an humble Prayer may prevail, | 
I then crave er of your Majeſty. 

F. Henry. For what, Lieutenant? For well uſing me? 
Nay, be thou ſure, I'll well requite thy kindneſs, | 
For that it made my Impriſonment a Pleaſure: 

Ay, ſuch a Pleaſure, as incaged Birds 

Conceive ; when after many moody thoughts, 

At laſt, by Notes of Houſhold harmony, } 
They quite forget their loſs of Liberty. 

But Warwick, atter God, thou ſett'ſt me free, 4 
And chiefly therefore, I thank God, and thee: 

He was the Author, thou the Inftrument, 
Therefore that I may conquer Fortune's ſpight, 
By living low, where Fortune cannot hurt me, 
And that the People of this bleſſed Land 

May not be puniſh'd with my thwarting Stars, 
Warwick, although my Head ſtill wear the Crown, 
I] here reſign my Government to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy Deeds. 

Mar. Your Grace hath ſtill been fam'd for virtuous; 

And now may ſeem as wile as virtuous, 

By ſpying and avoiding Fortune's Malice, 

For few Men rightly temper with the Stars: 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chuſing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Clar. No, Warwick, thou art worthy of the ſway; 
To whom the Heav'ns in thy Nativity, 
Adjudg'd an Olive Branch, and Lawrel Crown, 
As likely to be bleſt in Peace and War; 

And therefore I yield thee my free conſent. 
War. And I chuſe Clarence only for Protector. 

K. Henry. Warwick a nd Clarence, give me both your Hands! 
Now join your Hands, and with your Hands, your Hearts, 
That no Diſſention hinder Government: | 


II make you both Protectors of this Land, 


While 1 my ſelf will lead a private Life, 
And in Devotion ſpend my latter Days, 
8 


Vol. Iv. To 
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To ſins rebuke, and my Creator's praiſe. 


War. What anſwers Clarence to his Soveraign's Will? 


Clar. That he conſents, if. Warwick yield conſent, 
For on thy fortune | repoſe my ſelf, . : 
Har. Why then, though loath, yet muſt I be content: 
We'll yoak together, like a double ſhadow | 
To Henry's Body, and ſupply his Place; 
] mean, in bearing weight of Government, 


- While he enjoys the honour, and his caſe. | 
And Clarence, now then it is more than needful 


Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a Traitor, 

And all his Lands and Goods confiſcated. | | 
Clar. What elſe? and that Succeſſion be determined. 
Mar. Ay, therein Clarence ſhall not want His part. 

K. Henry. But with the firſt, of all our chief Affairs, 

Let me intreat, for I command no more, 

That Margaret your Queen, and my Son Edward, 

Be ſent for, to return from France with ſpeed: 

For till I ſee them here, by doubtful fear,  _ 

My Joy of liberty is half eclips d. 1 
Clar. It ſnall be done, my Soveraign, with all ſpeed. 
K. Henry. My Lord of Somerſet, what Youth is that, 


Of whom you ſeem to have ſo tender care? 


Henry, Earl of Richmord, IT 


Som. My Liege, it is young 
R. Henry, Come hither, England's Hope: 


lh his Hand on his Head. _ 
Tf ſecret Powers Tagen 3 but truth. | | 
guts, | 


To my divining Fhoughts, 
This pretty Lad will prove our Country's bliſs. 
His Looks are full of vf Majeſty, 

His Head by Nature fram'd to wear a Crown, 
His Hand to wield a Scepter, and himſelf 
Likely in time to bleſs a Regal Throne: 
Make: much of him, my Lords; for this is he 
Muff help you more, than you are hurt by me. 


Enter a Poſt, 


Har. What news, my Friend? | F 
Poſt, That Edward is eſcaped from your Brother, 


- 
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And fled; as he hears fince, to Burgundy. 


Mar. Unſavory news; but how made ro of + vi! 
* 


©» Poſt. He was convey d by Richard, Duke of 
And the Lord Haſtings, who attended him 
In ſecret ambuſh, on the Foreſt fide; 
And from the Biſhop's Huntſmen reſcu'd him: 
For Hunting was his daily Exereiſe. | 
War. My Brother was too careleſs of his charge. 
But let us hence, my Soveraign, to provide | 


A Salve for any Sore; that may betide. [Exeumt. 


Manet Somerſet, Richmond, Oxford. 


Som. My, Lord, I like not of this flight of Edward's: 


For doubtleſs Burgundy will yield him help, 
And we ſhall have more Wars before't be long. 
As Xenry's late preſaging Prophecy. 


Did glad my Heart, with hope of this young Rickmond: 


So doth my Heart, miſ- give me, in theſe Conflicts 
What may befal him, to bis harm and ours, 
Therefore, Lord Oxferd, to prevent the | 
Forthwith we'll ſend him hence to Britany, 
Tis ſtorms be paſt of civil Enmity. | 
Ox. Ay, for if Edward re-poſlels the Crown, 
*Tis like that Richmond with the reft ſhall down. 
Som. It ſhall be ſo; he ſhall to Britany. 
Come therefore, let's about it ſpeedi 
Enter King Eq 
Yet thus far Fortune maketh us amends, 
And ſays, that once more I ſhall enterc 
My wained State, for Henry's Regal Crown. 
Well have we paſgd, and now repaſs'd the Seas, 
And brought deſired help from Burgundy. 
What then remains, we being thus arriv'd 
From Ravenſpurg Haven, before the Gates of Tork, 
But that we enter, as into our Dukedom ? 
Glo. The Gates made faſt? 
Brother, I like not tbis. 
For many Men that ſtumble at the Threſhold, 
Are well foretold, that danger lurks within. 
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iy. Eren. 
ward, Glaceſter, Haſtings, and Soldiers. 
K. Edw.Now Brother Richard, Lord Haſtings, and the reft, 
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EK. Edw. Tuſh Man, aboadments muſt not now a af- 


fright us: . ff. 
By fair or fon! means we mult enter WOO OS 4 
For hither will our Friends repair to us. df 0 
Haſt. My Liege, Ell knock once more to 1 them. 
Enter on the Walls, the Mayor of York, aud his Brethren. 


. Mayor. My Lords, + waver 


We were ell warned of your coming 5 p * | 


And ſhut the Gates, for Alety of our Eves; | oh 


For now we owe Allegiance nh H * 
K. Edw. But, Maſter May or, if Henry Kin „ 

Yet Ener at the leaſt, is Duke of Tork. yur „ 
Mayer. True, my good Lord, I know you for noleſs; 


K. Edw. Why; and] N nothing but my Nee, 


As being wal content with that alone. 
Glo. But when the Fox has once got in his Noſe, 
He'll ſoon find means to make the Body follow. ¶ Aſide. 


Hat. Why; Maſter Mayor, why ſtand you in a a 


the Gates, we are King Henry's Friends. 
Mayor. Ay, ef you. 2 the Gates ſhall then be opened. 
Ke deſcends. 
Glo. A wiſe ſtout Captain; and ſoon perſuaded. \ | 
Haſt. The good old Man would fain that all were well, 
So twere not long of him; but bei 3 | 
I doubt not I, but we ſhall ſoon pe i org a. 
Both him and all his Brothers, we Reaſon, 
| ' Enter the' Mayor, and two Aldermen. © 
M., Edw. So, Maſter Mayor; theſe Gates muſt nar be ſhut, 
But. in the Night, or in the time of War. 
What, fear not Man, but youu me up the Keys, 


For Edward will defend the Town, and thee, 
And all thoſe Friends, that deign ta follow me. 6 
March. Enter Montgomery, with Drum and alli 5 
Glo. Brother, this is Sir Fohn Mong gomery, ; 
Our truſty Friend, unleſs'I be'deceiv'd. 
EK. Edw. Welcome, Sir John; bur h come iArms? 
Mont. To help King Edward in his time of ſtor K 
As every Loyal _ ought to _ | 5 
; tht Edw. 


15 


[Takes his 115 
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K Edw. Thanks, Montgomery : 4 
But we now forget ar to the Crown, 
And only claim our Dukedom, 5 3 
Till God pleaſe to ſend the reſt. rp 
Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again, 
I came to ſerve a King, and not a Duke: . 
Drummer ſtrike up, and let us March away. < 
24,9077 1 [The Drum begins a March. 
EK EA. Nay ſtay, Sir John, a while, and we'll debate 
By what ſafe means the Crown may be recover'd. 
Mont. What talk you of debating?” in few Words, 
If you'll not here proclaim your ſelf our King, 
Ill leave you to your Fortune, and be gone, 
To keep them back, that come to ſuccour you. 
Why ſhall we fight, if you pretend no Title? 
Glo. Why Brother, where fore ſtand you on nice points? 
K. Edw. When we grow ſtronger, | 
Then weill make our Claim: 
»Till then, tis Wiſdom to conceal our meaning. 
Haſt. Away with ſcrupulous Wit, now Arms muſt rule, 
Glo. And fearleſs Minds climb ſooneſt unto Crowns. 
Brother, we will proclaim you out of hand, 
The bruit thereof will bring you many Friends. 
R. Edw, Then be it as you will; for tis my right, 
And Henry but uſurps the Diadem. | | 
Mont. Ay, now my Soveraign ſpeaketh like himſelf, 
And now will I be Edward's Champion. | 
Haſt Sound Trumpet, Edward ſhall be here proclaim'd: 
Come, fellow Soldier, make thou Proclamation. [ Flowriſh. 
Sold, Edward the Fourth, by the Grace of God, King of 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland, c. * 
Mont. And whoſoe'er gain- ſays King Edward's right, 
But this I challenge him to ſingle Fight. 
[ Throws down his Gauntlet, 
All, Long live Edward the Fourth. | 
K. Edw. Thanks, brave Montgomery; 
And thanks unto you all. 
If Fortune ſerve me, I'll requite this Kindneſs. 
Now for this Night, let's harbour here at York: 
S 3 A 
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'And when che Morning Sun ſhall raiſe his Car fi 


Above the Border of this Horizon, 


We'll forward towards Warwick, and his Mates; ) N 

For well I wot, that Henry is no Soldier. 5 

Ah froward Clarence, how evil it beſeems thee, 

To flatter Henry, and forſake thy Brother? 5 | 
Vet as we may, will meet both thee and a 
Come on brave Soldiers; doubt not of the Day, 

And that once gotten, doubt not of large pay. 1 


Inter King Henry, Warwick, Montague, cure: Ox- 
ford, and Somerſet. 


Way. What Counſel, Lerds? Edward Hom 4 
With haſty Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 00 
Hath vaſe i in ſafety through the narrow Seas, 
And with his Troops, doth march amain to London, 
And many giddy People flock to him. 

K. Henry. Let's levy Men, and beat him back * 

Clar. A little Fire is quickly trodden out, ' 
Which being ſuffer'd, Rivers cannot quench. 1 

War. In Warwickſhire 1 have true - hearted Friends 
Not mutinous in Peace, yet bold in War, 

Thoſe will I muſter up; and thou, Son Clarence, 
Shalt ſtir up in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 5 
The Knights and Gentlemen to come with thee. - 
Thou Brether Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leiceſterſhire ſhalt find 
Men well inclin d to hear what thou command'ſt. 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well beloy'd, 

In Oxfordſhire ſhalt muſter up thy Friends, 

My Soveraign, with the loving Citizens, 

Like to his Iſland, girt with th' Ocean, * 
Or modeſt Dian, circled with her Nymphs, b 
Shall reſt in London, till we come to him: 7 
Fair Lords take leave, and ſtand not to reply. 
Farewel my Soverai 


r Far „ Ne 


* 


a „ 


Nor for war 
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Clar. In ſign of truth, I kiſs your Highneſs Hand. 
K. Henry, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate» 
Mont. Comfort, my Lord, and ſo I take my leave. 
Oy And thus I ſeal my Truth, and bid adieu. 
EK. Henry, Sweet Oxford, and my loying Montague, 
And all at ance, once more a happy farewel. 


Mar. Farewel, ſweet Lords, let's meet at Coventry. 
K. Henry. Here at the Palace will 1 reſt a while. 


Coufin of Exeter, what thinks your Lordſhip ? 


Methinks, the Power that Edward hath in Field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 
Exe. The doubt is, that he will ſeduce the reſt. | 
©, That's not my fear, my meed hath got me 
ame: 
I have not ſtopt mine Ears to their demands, 
Nor poſted off their Suits with flow delays, 
My pity hath been Balm to heal their Wounds, 
My mildneſs hath allay'd their ſwelling Griefs, 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing Tears, 
I [abs not been defirous of their Wealth, 
Nor much 2 them with great Subſidies, 
| of Revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why ſhould they loye Zdward more than me? 
No, Exeter, theſe Graces challenge Grace: 
And when the Lion fawns upon the Lamb, 
The Lamb will never ceaſe to follow him. 
| [Shout within. A Lancaſter! a Lancafter! 
Exe. Hark, bark, my Lord, what Shouts are theſe ? 


Enter King Edward and his Soldier 


K. 2 Seize on the ſhame-fac'd Henry, bear him 
ence, | 
And once again proclaim us King of England. 
You are the Fount, that make fmall Brooks to flow, 
Now ſtops thy Spring, my Sea ſhall ſuck them dry, 
And ſwell ſo much the 


higher, by their ebbb. 
8 


Exauni,. 


4 Hence 
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Hence with him to the Tower, let him not ſpeak. 
[Exit with King Henry; 

And Lords, towards Coventry bend we our Courſe, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains: 
The Sun ſhines hot, and if we uſe delay, * 1 
Cold biting Winter mars our hop d- for Hay, 

Glo. Away betimes before his Forces join, 
And take the great grown Traitor unawares: 


Brave Warriors, march amain towards We 
[Exe 


- 
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Enter Warwick, be | E Meſſ ; 
. 


Mar. VI Here is the Poſt that came from valiant Oxford? 
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeſt Fellow ? 
1 Meſ. By this at Dunſmore, marching hitherward. 
War. How far off is our Brother Montague _ 
Where is.the Poſt that came from Montague? 
2 Meſ. By this at Daintry, with a puiſſant Troop. 


Enter Somervile: 

War, Say Somervile, what ſays my loving Son?! 
And by thy gueſs, how nigh is Clarence now?  , _ 
Somerv. At Southam I did leave him with his Forces, 
And do expeft him here ſome two hours hence. 
War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his Drum. 
Samer v. It is not his, my. Lord, here Southam lyes: 
The Drum your Honour hears, marcheth from Farwick:. 
War. Who ſhould” that be? Belike, unlook'd fer 
Friends. * aps 2 
Somerv. They are at hand, and you ſhall quickly kams. 


March. Flouriſu. Enter King Edward, Glouceſter, and 
| Soldiers. 3 _ 
K. Edw. Go, Trumpet, to the Walls, and ſound a Parle.. 
Glo. See how the ſurly Warwick mans the Wall. 5 
Mar. Oh unbid Spight, is ſportful Edward come? 
Where ſlept our Scouts, or how are they ſeduc d, 
That we could hear no news of his repair? 
K. Edw. Now Warwick, wilt thou one. the City Gates; 
Speak gentle Words; and humbly bend. chy Knee, 
Call Edward King, and at his Hands beg Mercy, 
And he ſhall pardon thee theſe Outrages? 
Mar.. Nay rather, wilt thou draw thy Forces heuce, 
Confeſs who ſet thee up, and pluck'd thee doyyn, | 
Gill Warwick. Patron, and be peniteat, 
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And thou ſhalt ſtill remain the Duke of York. 0 

Glo, 1 thought at leaſt he would have ſaid the King, 
Or did he matte the Jeſt againſt his will? Fs 

Mar. Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a goodly Gift! ? 5 

Glo. Ay, by my Faith, for a poor Earl to giret 
ul do thee ſervice for ſo. good a Gift? * 

War. Twas I that gave the Kingdom to thy Brother. 
EX. Edw, Why then tis mine, if but by Warwith's Gift, 

Slo. Thou art no Atlas for ſo great a weight: 

And Weakling, Warwick takes his Gift again. 
And Henry is my King, Warwick his Subje&t. _ 

K. Edw. But Warwich's King is Edward's | 
And gallant Warwick, do but anſwer this, 
What is the Body, when the Head is off? 

Glo. Alas, that Warwick had no more fore-caſt, F 

But whiles he thought to ſteal the ſingle Ten, 
The King was lily finger'd from the Deck! 
You left poor Henry at the Biſhop's Palace, oY 
And ten to one you'll meet him in the Tower. 

K. Edw. *Tis eyen ſo, yet you are Warwick ill. I 

Glo. Come Warwick, =p 
Take the time, kneel down, kneel down: 1 
Nay when; ſtrike now, or elſe the Iron cools. 

Tar. 1 had rather chop this Hand off at a blow, 
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And with the other fling it at thy Face, © 
Than bear ſo low a Sail, to ſtrike to thee, 5 
K. Edw. Sail bow. thou: canſt, ns, gn 0 


Have Wind and Tide thy Friend, 
This Hand, faſt wound —_ thy. Coal-black Hair, 
Shall, whiles thy Head is warm, and new cut off, 
Write in the Duſt this Sentence with thy — | 1 
Wind-changing Warwick nom can change no more. 


Enter Oxford, Da nt CE: 


ar. O chearful 8 ſee where Oxford ene 
oO. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaſter. | 
Glo. The Gates are open, let us enter too. 3 
X. Edw, So other Foes may ſet upon our Backs, 
| Stand we in good 1 8 * no doubt 


F ö 


n Wit. 
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I will not ruinate my Father's Houſe, 
Who gave his Blood to lime the Stones together, 
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Will iſſue out again, and bid us Battel: 2 
If not, the City being but of ſmall defence, 
We'll quickly rouze the Traitors in the ſame. 

Mar. Oh welcome Oxford, for we want thy help. 


Enter Montague, with Drum and Colours. 
Mont. Montague, Montague, for Lancaſter. 
Glo. Thou and thy Brother both ſhall boy. this Treaſon 
Even with the Jeareſt Blood. your Bodies bear 
K. Edw. The harder matched the greater Victory, 
My Mind preſageth happy Gain, and Conqueſt: 


Enter Somerſet, with Drum' and Colours. 


Som. Somerſet, Somerſet, for Lancaſter. 
Glo. Two of thy Name, both Dukes of Somer/er, 
Have ſold their Lives unto. the Houſe of York, 


And thou ſhalt be the third, if this Sword bold. 


Enter Clarence, with Drum and Colours. 
War. And lo, where George of Clarence ſweeps along, 


Of force enough to bid his Brother Battel: 


With whom an upright Zeal to right prevails 


More than the Nature of a Brother's Love. 
Come Clarence, come; thou wilt, if Warwick call. 


Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this means ? . 
Look here, I throw my Infamy at thee: 


And ſet up Lancaſter. Why, troweſt thou, Warwick, 
That Clarence is o harſh, ſo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal — of War 

Againſt his Brother, and his awful King? 
Perhaps thou wilt object my holy Oath: 

To keep that Oath were more Impiety, 

Than Fepthah's, when be ſacrific d his Daughter. 
I am fo ſorry for my Treſpaſs made, 

That to deſerve well at my Brother's Hands, 

I here prodaim my ſelf thy mortal Foe: 

With Reſolution, whereſoe er I meet thee, 


I 
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(As Iwill meet thee, if thou ſtir Abroad,) 

To plague thee for thy foul miſ- leading me. 

And fo proud-hearted Warwick, I defie thee, 

And to my Brother turn my bluſhing Checks. 

Pardon me, Edward, I will . amends: 

And Richard, 'do not frown upon my Faults, 

For I will henceforth be no more unconſtant; : 
K.Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times more beloy'd, 

Than if thou never bad'ſt deſery'd our Hate. hy 
Glo. . 4 Clarence, this is Brother - like. 
Tar. O pa raitor, perjur'd and A 0 

EX. Edw. ors u. Warwick. | 

Wilt thou leave. the Town and fight? b 

Or ſhall we beat the Stones about thine Ears? 
War. Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence: 

I will away towards Barnet preſently, 

And bid thee Battel, Edward, if thou darft. hs 
K. Edw. Yes Warwick, Edward dares, and leads the way: 

Lerds to the Field; St. George and Victory, * 


March, Warwick and his Company follows. 


Larum and Excurſions. Enter Edward bringing þ War- 
wick wounded. _ 


. x. Lan $0,. he thou there; die thou, and die our far, 


For Warwick was a Bug that ſcar'd-us all. 
Now Montague fit faſt, I ſeek for thee, | 
That Warwick's Bones may keep thine Company. b 

Wan. Ah, who is nigh? Come to me, Friend, or Foe, 
an; tell me who is Victor, York, or Warwick? : 
Why ask I that? my mangled Body ſhevys, 


. 


My Blood, my want of Strength, my fick Heart to 


That 1 muſt yield my Body to the Earth, 

And by my fall, the conqueſt tg my Foe. 

Thus yields the Cedar to the Ax's, edge, 

Whoſe Arms gave ſhelter to the Prince! Eagle, 44 
Under whoſe ſhade the ramping Lion 1 
Whoſe 9 branch over - peer d Fove's — 2 0 
Aud kept low e wind. 
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Theſe Eyes that now are dim d with Death's black Veil, 
Have been as piercing as the Mid-day Sun, 
To ſearch the ſecret Treaſons of the Worlſddsz? — 
The wrinkles in my Brows, now fill'd with Blood, 
Were lik ned oft to Kingly Sepulchres 
For who liv'd King, but I could dig his Grave? 
And who durſt ſmile, when Warwick bent his Brow ? 
Lo, now my Glory ſmear d in Duſt and Blood, 
My Parks, my Walks, my Manors that I had, 
Even now forſake me; and of all my Lands, 
Is nothing left me, but my Body's length. ener] 
Why, what is Pomp, Rule, Reign, but Earth and Duſt ? 
And live we how we can, yet die we muſt. | 


Enter Oxford and Somerſet. 
Som. Ah Warwick, Warwick, wert thou as we are, 
We might recover all our Loſs again: | 
The Queen from France hath brought a puiſſant Power, 
Even now we heard the News: Ah, could'ſt thou fly) 
War. Why then I would not fly. Ah Montague, 
If thou be there, ſweet Brother, take my Hand. 
And with thy Lips keep in my Soul a while. 
Thou loy'ſt me not; for, Brother, if thou didſt, 
Thy Tears would waſh this cold congealed Blood. 
That glews. my Lips, and will not let me ſpek. 
Come quickly Montague, or I am dead. - 
Som. Ah Warwick, Montague hath breath'd his laſt, - | 
And to the lateſt gaſp, cry'd out for Warwick: - 
And faid, commend me to my valiant Brother? 
And more he would have ſaid, and more he 
Which ſounded like a Cannon in a Vault, 
That 1 not be diſtinguiſh d; but at laſt. 
I well might hear delivered with a Groan, 1. 
O farewel Warwick, 5 
War. Sweet reſt his Soul; 
Fly Lords, and ſave your ſelves, 
For Warwick bids you all farewel, to meet in Heaven. [Dies. 
Of. Away, away, to meet the Queen's great Power. 
Here they bear away his Body,  [Exennt. 
Elouriſh,. 
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And more ſtrength to that which bath too much, 
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Flowriſh: Enter King Edward in triumph, with Gloueeter 
- Clarence, and the reſt. 

K. Edw. Thus far our Fortune keeps an upward courſe 
And we are grac d with wreaths of Victory; > 
But-in the midft of this bright-ſhining Day, 

I ſpy a black ſuſpicious threatning Cloud, 

That will encounter with our Glorious Sun, 

Ere he attain his eaſeful Weſtern Bed: 

I mean, my Lords, thoſe Powers that the Queen 
Hath rais'd in Gallia, have "_—_— our Coaſt, 

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us, 
Clar. A little Gale will ſoon di perſe that Cloud, 
And blow it to the Source from whence it came; 
Thy very Beams will dry thoſe Vapours up, | 
For every Cloud engenders not a Storm. 

"Glo. The Queen is valued thirty thoufand ftrong, 
And Somerſet, with Oxford, fled ts to her; 

If ſhe hath time to breathe, be well affar'd 1 
Her Faction will be full as ſtrong as ours. | 
EK. Edw, We are advertis'd by our loving Friends; 
That they do hold their courſe toward Tewksbury, 
We now the beſt at Barnet Field, 
Will thither ſtraight, for — oe rids way, 


And as we march, our ftren h will be augmented, 


In every County as we go 


Strike up the Drum, cry Courage and away: [Exenmt. 


Marth. Euter the Auen, Prince of Wales, Somerſet, 

| Oxford, and N | 
en. Great Lords, wiſe Men ne'er fit and wail their 
But c * 5 how to redreſs their Harms. (Loſs, 
What . the Maſt be now blown over-board, 5 
The Cable broke, the holding · Anchor loſt, 

And halt our Sailors {wallow'd in the Flood? 

Vet lives our Pilot ſtill. Is't meet that he 

Should leave the Helm, and like a fearful Lad, 

With fearful Eyes add Water to the Sea 


Whites 
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Whiles in his moan, the Ship ſplits on the Rock, 
Which Induſtry and Courage might have ſav d? 
Ah what a Shame, ah what a Fault were this. 
Say, Warwick was our Anchor; what of that? 
And Montague our Top-maſt; what of him? | 
Our ſlaughter d Friends, the Tackles; what of theſe? 
Why is not Oxford here another Anchor? 
And Somerſet, another goodly Maſt? 455 
The Friends of France our Shrowds and Tacklings ?? 
And though unskilful, why not Ned and J, 
For once allow'd the skilful Pilot's Charge? 
We will not from the Helm to fit and weep, 
But bay cur Courſe, though the rough Wind ſay no, 
From. Shelves and Rocks, that threaten us with Wrack, 
As good to chide the Waves, as ſpeak them fair. | 
And what is Edward, but a ruthleſs Sea ? 
What Clarence, but a Quick-ſand of Deceit? 
And Richard, but a ragged fatal Rock? 
All-theſe,”the Enemies to our poor Bark. 
Say you can\{wim, alas, tis but a while; © 
Tread on the Sand, why there you quickly fink; 
Beſtride the Rock, the Tide will waſh you off, | 
Or elſe you famiſh, that% a three-fold Death. 
This I, Lords, to let you underſtand, 
In caſe ſome one of 2 would fly from us, 8 
That there's no hop d- for Mercy with the Brothers, 
More than with ruthleſs Waves, with Sands and Rocks. 
Why courage then, what cannot be avoidedd. 
| *Twere childiſh weakneſs to lament or fear. 

Prince. Methinks a Woman of this valiant Spirit 
Should, if a Coward heard her fpeak theſe words, 
Infuſe his Breaft with Magnanimity, 

And make him, naked, foil a Man at Arms. 
I ſpeak not this, as doubting any kere: 

For did I but ſuſpeR a fi Man, 

He ſhould have leave'to go away betimes, 
Leſt in our need he might infect another, 
And make him of like Spirit to himſelf, 

If any fuch be here, as God forbid, 
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Let him depart. before we: need his help. In vid ci cet. 
Oxf. Women and Children of ſo high, a Courage: 
And Warriors faint! why. 'twere perpetual Shame. 
Oh braye young Prince! thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live again ia thee; long may'ſt thou live, 
To bear his Image, and renew his Glories. 
Som. And he-that will not fight for ſuch a Hope, 
Go home to Bed, and like the Owl by Day, 
I he ariſe, be-mock'd and wonder d at. 


Prim. And take his Thanks; that yet bath nn, 


e Die u Meſſenger... 
Me,. Prepare you, Lords, for Edward is at hand, 
— 24 fight; 700.10 be reſolute,” 
I thought no leſs; it is his Policy, 
To 2 thus falt. to find us unprovided. 
Som. But he's deceiy d, we are in readineſs... | 
| This chears my Heart, to ſee. Zed bree 


March.” Euer „ mee Gloceſter, 
and Soldiers. — 


K. 2 eee Followers, vonder flands the choroy 


whe Heay' ns Aſſiſtance, and your swength. f 
Muſt,” by Of Roots, be hen up yet — 1 o. 
JI need —4 add more Fuel to your Fire, 

For well I wot, ye blaze, to burn them out: 

Give Signal to the Fight, and to it, Lords. 


Queen, Lords, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I ſhould 


ſay, 
My Tears gain-ſay; for every word 1 ſpeak, 
Ye ſee l unn the! Water of _ Eye: 
Therefore, no more but this; Henry, your Sorcreign, 
Is Priſoner to the Foe, his State uſury'd; 
His Realm a Shughter-houſe, his. Subjects ſlain, 
His Statues cancell'd, and his Treaſure ſpent: 


_ __ is the. Wolf, * makes this Spoil. 


ern. Thanks, gentle Somerſet, ſweet t Oxford nds. 
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You fight in Juſtice : Then in God's Name, Lords, 
Be valiant, and give Signal to the Fight. 
; Alarum, Retreat, Excurſions. 


Enter King Edward, Gloceſter, Clarence, &c. The , 
"I Oxford, and Somerſet Priſoners. —_ 
K. Edm. Now here's a Period of tumultuous Broils. 
Away with Oxford to Hammes Caſtle ftraight: 
For wertes off with his guilty Head. | 
Go bear them hence, I will not hear them ſpeak. 
Oxf. For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words. 
Som. Nor I, but ſtoop with Patience to my Fortune. 
| Exeunt. 
So part we ſadly in this troublous World, 
To meet with Joy in ſweet Feruſalem. 
K. Edw. Is Proclamation made, That who finds Zd- 
ward 
Shall have a high Reward, and he his Life? 
Glo. It is, and lo where youthful Edward comes. 


© Enter the Prince of Wales. 


K. Edw. Being forth the Gallang, let us hear him ſpeak; 
What? can ſo young a Thorn begin to prick ? 
Edward, what Satisfaction canſt thou make, 
For bearing Arme, for ſtirring up my Subjects, 
And all the Trouble thou haſt turn'd me to? 
Prince. Speak like a Subject, proud ambitious York, 


| Suppoſe that I am now my Father's Mouth, - 


Reſign thy Chair, and where | ſtand, kneel thou, 

Whilſt I propoſe the ſelf ſame words to thee, 

Which, Traitor, thou would'ſt have me anſwer to. 
2 Ah! That thy Father had been ſo reſolv'd. 
Glo. That you might ſtill have worn the Petticoat, 

And ne&er have ſtoln the Breech from Lancaſter. 
Prince. Let Z£/op Fable in a Winter's Night, 

His Curriſh Riddles ſort not with his place. | 
Glo, By Heaven, Brat, Ill plague ye for that word. 
Queen. Ay, thou waſt born to be a Plague to Men. 
Gio. For God's fake, take away this captiye Scold. 

Princo, 


/ 
| 
| 
| 
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Prince. Nay, take away this ſcolding Crook - back, rather. 
K. Edw. Peace, wilful Boy, or I will charm your Tongue. 

Qa. Untutor'd Lad, thou art toe malapert. 
Prince. I know my Duty, you are all undutiful: 

Laſcivious Edward, and thou perjur'd George, 

And thou miſ· ſnapen Dick, 1 tel ye all, 3x2 

I am your better, Traigors as ye are. 

And thou ulurp't my Father's Right and mine. 
K. Edw, Take that, thou likeneſs of this Railer here. 

Slo. Sprawl' ? take that, to end thy Agony. 
45 9 | [Rich. ſtabs him. 
. Clay, And there's for twitting me with Perjury. 


| | # LClar . abs him, 
- Oneen. Oh, kill me too 223 : 
_ Glo, Marry, and ſhall. offers to kill her. 
K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done too much. 
Glo. Why ſhould ſhe live, to fill the World with words ? 
EK. Edw, What? doth ſhe ſwoon? uſe Means for her Re- 
covery. | | 
Gl Clarence, excuſe me to the King my Brother : 
Ill bence to London on a ferious Matter, 
Ere ye come there, be ſure to hear ſome News. 
. What? what? . 
Glo. Tower, the Tower. [ Exit. 
5 es Oh, Ned, ſweet Ned, ſpeak to thy Mother, Boy. 
Can'it thou not ſpeak? O Traitors, Murderers! 
They that ſtabb d Ceſar, ſhed no Blood at all, 
Did not offend; nor were not worthy Blame, 
If this foul Deed were by, to equal it. 
He was a Man; this (in reſpe&) a Child, 
And Meri ne'er ſpend their Fury on a Child, - 
What's worſe than Murtherer, that I may name it? 
No, no, my Heart will burſt, and if I ſpeax 
And I will ſpeak, that ſo my Heart may burſt, 
Butchers and Villains, bloody Cannibals, | 
How ſweet a Plant have you untimely cropt: 
You have no Children, Butchers; if you had, N 
The thought of them would have ftirr'd up —_—_— 


+ 


* 
* 
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So firſt the harmleſs Flock doth yield his Fleece, 
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But if you ever chance to have a Child, | 

Look in his Youth to haye him ſo cut off, 

As deathſmen you have rid this ſweet young Prince. 
K. Edw. Away with her, go bear her hence by force! 
Queen. Nay, never bear me hence, diſpatch me here; 

Here ſheath thy Sword, Ill pardon thee my Death: 

What? wilt thou not? then Clarence do it thou. 

Clar. By Heav'n, I will not do thee fo much Eaſe. 
Queen. Good Clarence de, ſweet Clarence do thou do'it} 
Clar. Did'ſt thou not hear me ſwear I would not do it? 
Queen. Ay, but thou uſeſt to forſwear thy ſelf: 

"Twas. Sin before, but now tis Charity. | 

What, wilt thou not? where is that Devil's Butcher, Richard, 

Hard- favour'd Richard? Richard, where art thou? 

Thou art not here: Murther is thy Almfdeed. 

Petitioner for Blood thou ne'er pull'ſt back. 

K. Edw. Away, I ſay, I charge ye bear her hence; 

Deen. So come to you and yours, as to this Prinog, 


[Exit 2s 


* 


K. Edw. Where's Richard gone? 
Cla. To London all in poſt, and as I gueſs, 
To make a bloody Supper in the Tower. 
K. Edw. He's ſudden, if a thing comes in his Head. 
Now march we hence, diſcharge the common fort 
With pay and thanks, and let's away to London, 
And ſce our gentle Queen how well ſhe fares, 


By this, 1 hope, ſhe hath a Son for me. [Exernt. 


Enter King Henry, and Gloceſter, with the Lieutenant 
on the Tower Walls, 
Glo. Good day, my Lord; what at your Book ſo hard? 
R. Henry. Ay, my good Lord; my Lord, I ſhould ſay rather, 


*Tis fin to flatter, Good was little better: 


Good Gloſter, and good Devil, were alike, 

And both prepoſterous; therefore, not Good Lord. 

Slo. Sirrah, leave us to our ſelves, we muſt confer. 

p | Exit Lieutenant. 
EK. Henry. So flies the wreakleſs Shepherd from the Wolf, 


And 
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And next bis Throat unto the Butcher's Knife. 
What Scene of Death hath Roſſus now to act? 

Glo. Suſpicion always baunts the guilty Mind, 
The Thief do doth fear each Buſh an Officer. 

K. Henry. The Bird that hath been limed in a bum. | 
With trembling Wings miſdoubteth every Buſh; —' 
And I, the hapleſs Male to one feet Bird, 4 
Have now the fatal Object in my Eye, 


* e wp DEX young.was lim d, was caught * kill d. 


what a peeviſh Fool was that of Creet, 


1 That ben his Son the Office of a Fowl? 


_ 


| * bowl, and hideous Tempeſt ſhook down Trees; 5 
e 


_ yet, for all his Wings, the Fool was drown'd. _ 
| I. Dedalus; m r Boy, Icarus; © 2 
Thy 52 Minos, that deny'd our Courſe; | 14 | 
The Sun that ſear d the Wings of my ſweer Boy, ; 
Thy Brother Edward; and thy ſelf, the Seay: 1 7» 
Whoſe envious Gulf did ſwallow up bis Lite: 190 
Ab, kill me with thy Weapon, not with Words, 

My Breaſt can better brook thy Dagger's Point, 


© Than can my Ears that tragick Hiltory. 


But wherefore doſt thou come? Is't for my Life? 
Glo. Think'ft thou I am an Executioner? 
K. Henry. A Perſecutor I am fure thou art; 


= murthering Innocents be Executing, 


Why then thou art an Executioner. 

Glo. Thy Son J kill d for his Preſumption. 
K. Henry. Hadſt thou been kill d when firſt thou dial 

_ preſume, 

Thou dſt not liy'd- to kill a Son of mine: 6 
And thus I propheſie, that many a thouſand, « 
Which now. miſtruſt no parcel of my Fear, "3 
And many an old Man's Sigh, and many a Widow" „ 
And many an Orphan's water-ſtanding Eye, + 
Men for their Sons, Wives for-their Husbands fate, 
And Orphans for their Parents timeleſs Death, | + 
Shall rue the Hour that ever thou waſt born. 4 
The Ow! fhriek'd at thy Birth, an evil ſign, 


The Night- Crow cry'd, aboding luckleſs time 
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The Raven rook d her on the Chimney's't 
And chattering Pyes in diſmal Diſcords 4 . 
Thy Mother r felt more than a Mother's Pain, 
| And yet brought forth leſs than a Mother's — Ny 
' To wit, an indigeſted deform'd Lump, 
; Not like the Fruit of ſuch a goodly Tree. | 
Teeth hadſt thou in thy Head when thou waſt OY 


4: To ſignifie thou cam'ft to bite the World: 
i And, if the eee heme deen heard, 


Glo Ill hear no more: | * 
Die; Prophet, in thy Speech; | [Saks him. 
For this, amongſt the reſt, was I e 
X. Henry. Ay, and for much more Shoghterafterthis—— 
x O God, forgive my Sins, and pardon thee. | * 
be Glo. What? will th aß ng Blood. of Lancaſter : 
0 Sink in the Ground? I — t it would have mounted, 
See how my Sword whule oe the poor King's Deb. 
O may ſuch purple Tears — alway ſhed 
From thoſe who wiſh the — of our Houſe, 
If any ſpark of Life be yet remaining, 
| Down, down to Hell, and ſay I ſent thee thither, 


| I, that have neither Pity, Love, nor Fear. 
|. Indeed tis true that Henry told me of: | 
an For I have often heard my Mother ſay, 
| I came into the World with my Legs forward. 
Had I not reaſon, think ye, to —. haſte, 
And ſeek their Ruin, that ufurp'd our Right? | 
The Mid wife wonder d, and the Women cry'd, 
O Jeſus bleſs us, he is born with Teeth! 1 
And fo I was, which plainly ſigniſied, 
That I ſhould ſnarle, — ie, and play the Dog: 
Then ſince the Heay'ns have ſhap'd my og lo, 
Let Hell make crook'd my Mind to 44 | 
I have no Brother, I am like no —— | 
And this word [Love] which grey Beards call Dirne, 
Be reſident in Men like one another, 
be Aud not in me: Iam my ſelf alone. 


* 


H 


10] 


[Stabs him ow. | 


The Third Part „ 


> DA» thou keep'ſt me ben the light, 1. 


Err for thee: fl box 
For J will buz abroad ſuch! Prophecies, 12 | mY 85 14 
That Edwgrd ſhall be fearful of his Life, on bad. 


And then, to purge bis Fear, I'll be thy Death: - 
King Henry, and the Prince his Son, are gone, 
Clar thy turn is next, and then the reft; 


FCP 
TI throw thy Body in another room... 8 bal 
And triumph, Henry, in thy day of Doom. kit. 


Euter King Edward, Queen, Clarence, Glouceſter, Ha- 


ſtings, "Nurſe, and Attendantis. 


E. Rd. Once more we fit on nale. Royal Throne 


—_ with the Blood of Enemies: 

What valiant Foe-men, like to Autumn's Corn, 
Hare we:mow'd down in top of all their Pride ?- 
Three Dukes of Somerſet, threefold Renown'd, : 
For hardy and undoubted ons: . 1 1 


4 
i 


Two Clifford: as the Father and the Son, F 


And two Northumberland; two braver - Ti 11208 5 


Ne er ſpurr'd their Courſers at the Trumpets nd 
. With the two braye Bears, Warwick and Montague, | 
That in their Chains fetter'd the. — ly Lion,. 


And made the Foreſt tremble y roard. ; 
Thus have we ſwept Suſpicion — our Soak, | n 


And made our Footſtool of Security, dene | 


Come hither, Beſs, and let me kiſs. my Boy: - iy 
Young Ned, for thee, thine Uncles, and my Gar: 1 
Have in our Armours watch'd the winter Night, 6.6 
Went all a-foot in Summers ſcalding Heat, * 
That thou might ſt repoſſeſs the Crown in peace, 
And of our Labours thou fhalt reap the Gain. = | 
Glo. I'll blaſt his Harueſt, if your Head were lid, 
For yet I am not look d on in the World. j 
This Shoulder was ordain'd ſo thick, to heave, 1&2 111 
And heave it ſhall ſome weight, or break my Bick; 8 
Work thou the way, and that ſhall execute. F.7 ide. 
K. Eur. Clarence and Gloſter, love my lovely Den. 


1 : 
* . 


King HE NR VI. 438 
And kiſs = Princely Nephew, Brothers both; 

Clay. The duty that I owe your Majeſty, 
I ſeal upon the Lips of this ſweet Babe. | 

K. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence, worthy Brother, thanks; 

Glo. And that I love the Tree from whence thou ſprang ſt, 
Witneſs the loving Kiſs I give the Fruit: | 
To ſay the truth, ſo Zadas kiſs d his Maſter, [Afide, 
And cry'd, all hail, when as he meant all harm. © 

K. Edw. Now am I ſeated as my Soul delights, 
Having my Country's peace, and Brothers loves. 

Clar. What will your Grace have done with Margaret & 
Reignier her Father, to the King of France : 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Feruſalem, | 
And hither have they ſent it for her Ranſom: | 

K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to France. 
And now what reſts; but that we ſpend the time 5 
With ſtately Triumphs, mirthful Comick Shows, 

Such as befits the Pleaſure of the Court ? 
Sound Drums and Trumpets, fare wel ſower Annoy, 
For here, I hope, begins our laſting Joy. [Exerm omnes, 


The End of the Fourth Volume. 
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